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Chapter One

For Our Love's Sake

◆◆◆

"Hi, sweetheart. Are you awake?" 


"Frank?" 


I crept inside our bedroom, making sure the hallway light didn't splash brightly across his face from a door ajar. 


I slipped silently into bed and under our duvet, sidling up close beside him, breathing lightly to avoid wrenching my husband out of a deep, peaceful sleep. My return home from a nightclub was delayed by friends teasing and flirting with potential hookups inside and then messing around with taxi cab directions outside. 


Frank hadn’t worried about my safety once I messaged him to apologize, explaining that I’d be late and why. He overheard the other hotwives playing flirtatious games with men nearby and chuckled, clearly hoping that there might be an opportunity for me. 


A tender heart fluttered when I lay my alcohol-buzzing head on a soft goose-down pillow while replaying Frank’s terrifying ultimatum of a few days ago. I twisted my neck slowly and carefully around, staring at his resting face, enjoying the gentle and loving husband that had become my entire world. 


I shut my eyes and reimagined the painful row we'd had three days earlier. 


I need this, Scarlett. I'm sorry to have fucked up so badly. I thought the urge was under control, but it's become all-consuming. I can think of nothing else. 


I can't do it, Frank. I'd be labeled a slut. Imagine what my parents would say if someone told them I'd stepped outside my marriage vows. 


They'll never know about it. Only you, me, and the bull fucking you will ever know. 


Fuck! Have you heard yourself, Frank? This is crazy talk that almost sounds like an ultimatum. 


I'm sorry, Scarlett, but it's either cuckold me or we divorce. 


Fucking hell, Frank... do you really feel that desperate to be cuckolded that you would leave me? 


Yes... I'm fucking tormented by the recurring fantasy of sharing my wife. 


His heart desperately wanted me to delve into an ambiguous and taboo world, exploring what he desired and that I was less enthusiastic about. Cuckolding. 


Before the argument that changed everything between us, there was little that could be done to quench his passion by using conventional sex or other fantasy bedroom play. We'd tried every trick in the book, but nothing worked, and his burning, suffocating, taboo desire grew until it was a toxic problem we shared. 


I opened my eyes, focusing on Frank’s resting face, and lay awake for ages, knowing he’d stir and want to inspect my pussy and knicker gusset. Frank always did check my fidelity, hoping to find my shame in the form of a creamy pussy leaking semen from another man. I never minded because trust between us was important, and presenting evidence to support that was never a problem. 


My eyelids grew heavy, and I couldn't wait any longer, keeping my panties on while dozing off, ready for any impromptu inspection by my husband through the night in case he woke up. I kissed his cheek and neck softly before cuddling closer to steal some warmth. 


"I love you, Frank." 


Maybe he’ll check my fidelity in the morning. 


When I rolled away, still half awake, slipping both legs out of our duvet, suddenly feeling too warm, my husband's hand slid gently across my stomach, tickling me. When two fingers surreptitiously slipped inside the elastic waistband of my brand-new Agent Provocateur briefs, both eyelids snapped open, and my heart thumped as though trying to tear its way out of a rib cage to escape. 


I flashed him a calming look, hoping to manage any disappointment, then smiled and opened my legs, ready to be scrutinized. 


“I didn’t do it tonight, husband. I'm really sorry.” 


“Sorry, Scarlett, I never meant to wake you. I wanted to check your pussy without disturbing your sleep.” 


“I don’t mind being woken up because getting this right for both of us is important." 


"Did you at least try?" 


"Yes, but right now, I’m just telling you upfront that there’s no bull seed inside my pussy, so you’ll find nothing coating my lips or layered inside the gusset aside from my usual. You’re welcome to check, though." 


"I'd like to confirm by thorough inspection, Scarlett. It's as we agreed." 


"Go ahead, husband." 


I lifted my ass cheeks high while Frank slid my panties off. I gripped behind the knees, pulled back and sideways, holding my legs splayed apart for him to slip a finger into my wide-open, damp crease. 


My husband refused access that way, pointing for me to crawl around and get on all fours to provide a sample of my pussy on the end of his tongue. I clambered, cat-like, avoiding crushing his chest or head with an errant knee. 


Once in position with both my knees on one side of his head, I carefully mounted a leg across Frank’s body, straddling his face while spreading both knees wide so that my swollen, damp labia dangled perfectly within reach of his tongue to be properly tested. 


“Have a really good taste, Frank. When you’ve enjoyed enough creamy pussy, we’ll sleep.” 


He licked my engorged pussy lips with almost religious fervor, sucking off, then swallowing the light, sweet veneer of my general arousal. I hadn't been fucked at the club or thereafter, but I enjoyed being checked for errant semen and felt sure the idea of a rigorous fidelity inspection by the finger and tongue of a loving husband sufficed to light up any girl's libido. 


It certainly did it for me. 


It never ceased to amaze me how diligent Frank was when exploring my cunt with his lips and tongue, especially after I'd enjoyed a night out with friends. 


He was hunting down another man’s semen that may have been decanted on the outer or inner labia areas of my cunt. Frank was desperate to find some glistening white, salty morsel squirreled away amid pouting labia, the folds of my skin, or inside the quivering pink hole he licked around so well. 


He'd never found his prize, but I enjoyed my husband repeatedly and desperately trying and searching because cunnilingus was something Frank was a world champion at. 


Frank expertly sucked my swollen, slick clitoris like it was a baby's latex pacifier, and he needed salvation from it. His technique gently raised my tiny pink pleasure nub out from a loose protective hood of skin. 


He squeezed the base of my hard pearl between two tightly clenched lips, helping isolate the sensitive nerve cluster that delivered me endless joy. Frank flicked a stiff tongue across my sensitive, quivering tip, dragging it softly from side to side, then up and down. On the vertical strokes, he licked harder using a flattened, wet tongue, eliciting squeals of my unrestrained delight while I shuddered vigorously in rapture's grip. 


I rode a wave of pleasure until it reached a tipping point, sending me into a chasm of still, pure delight that felt so meditative that I floated away to another realm, bucking at the waist, sinking all fingers from both hands into my long black hair, and tossing my head violently through a tsunami of pleasure. 


I rocked my cunt back and forth on Frank’s mouth, feeling a tight, puckered anal whorl open wide and rub against his nose. The sensation of having both holes stimulated drove me wild, and I screamed, liberally squirting the first few drops of a bladder full of unicorn pee. 


When I orgasmed fully, my husband gripped both ass cheeks tightly with bony, powerful fingers, forcing my pussy into his mouth so that not a drop of sweet, precious nectar was spilled. He puckered his lips into a kiss, closed them around my pee hole, and sucked hard, trying with all his might to extend my orgasm for as long as possible while gulping my full load. 


As I gently rocked back and forth on his face, filling my husband's mouth with tiny squirted jets of honeyed girl nectar that I knew must be spraying against the back of his throat, I felt an explanation was owed as to why he hadn't found what he sought anywhere around my pussy. 


I spun my ass around, clawing carefully with fingers, toes, and knees to avoid hurting my husband. I squatted down on his face again, keeping my naughty, soaking wet, swollen labia in his mouth, feeding Frank the last few drops of my orgasm and sweet, creamy white ejaculation. When I could stare down and read his innocent, loving eyes, it felt right to come clean about my night at the club. 


“I’m sorry, baby, but I just couldn’t do it. I’m not ready to cuckold you quite yet. Maybe it can happen soon, but I love what we have and don't want to spoil it.” 


My husband couldn't speak with a full mouth, so I shuffled back until my ass cheeks sat across his chest. 


"It’s up to you, Scarlett, but we did agree on a timetable." 


"I won't default on our agreement, husband." 


"You must choose when the time is right, with whom you will fuck, and where. I don’t want to push you into anything." 


"Well, you did force me by suggesting the alternative was divorce." 


"I'm sorry, Scarlett. I can't keep on living a lie. I want to be a cuckold husband, preferably with you." 


"But if not, you'll marry another." 


"Yes." 


“But you seem so desperate for me to feed you another man's seed, Frank. I might fuck another guy, then come home, and you could reclaim me. Would that work?” 


“I am desperate for the full package, sweetheart. I kinda hoped you’d come home with a womb filled by another guy's cock tonight, but it's important that this remains your choice.” 


"I'm getting much warmer about the idea, if I'm being honest, Frank." 


I dismounted his face and rolled beside Frank because I knew he agonized over a deep-rooted desire for me to cuckold him. I wrapped my arms around his waist and rested my head on his deeply carpeted chest, running my fingers through the wiry curls. 


"I don't want us to break up." 


"Neither do I, Scarlett." 


The gentle rise and fall of his chest and a rhythmic heart beating at sixty-two gentle thuds per minute was the secure rock on which I had anchored my life. Frank’s humanity, love, and strength as a man are what I cherished most in my life. His eight-inch cock was the only one that had fucked my pussy hole since the day we’d met ten years ago, seven of which were spent in holy wedded bliss. 


Until a year ago when the cuckold nightmare began, culminating in its ultimatum three days prior. 


“I can’t imagine why any girl would want another cock considering how enormous yours is, Frank.” 


“It’s not about cock size, Scarlett. I want to feel that I must compete hard for you.” 


"I know, babe. I’m getting closer to cuckolding you, I promise. Tonight, a guy chatted with me at the bar. He was very nice and attentive as fuck." 


"Did he hit on you?" 


"When he pulled me close for a kiss, his fingers gripped one ass cheek, pulling it wide open through my dress. He knew right away I wanted to fuck by the way I trembled and didn't pull away at first." 


“Did you kiss him?” 


He sounded hopeful, and for a moment, I considered lying to help get my husband off. I gripped his enormous cock, smiled, and stroked its length gently as a prelude to wanking him off. 


“No. I couldn’t close the deal. It just seemed wrong.” 


“Poor fella.” 


“He was visiting the Fuck Buddy Chapel after I explained why I wasn't ready. He said he needed a hook-up, so I’m sure he got what he wanted there.” 


“I wish you’d fucked him, then brought home the spoils of your naughty union.” 


I wanked my husband firmly, peeling back his foreskin before rubbing a thumb lightly across a glistening, slippery glans. His body shivered, and Frank’s cock jerked, getting stiffer, even more so when I pressed a nail into his slit, forcing more pre-cum to spill out. 


“Are you sure you want me to bring home a cream pie, Frank? It feels like a step too far. Won’t you feel humiliated when eating another man's semen from my well fucked pussy?” 


“Yes, but that’s rather the point of the whole exercise from my point of view. I want to feel the shame and humiliation of you fucking someone else. I want you to go elsewhere to have your sexual needs met and cunt filled. Make me work harder for you, Scarlett, please.” 


“You’d be competing for a pussy you already own and can fuck anytime, darling.” 


“That’s what I want. The competition between me and your bulls will do us both good.” 


"I'll be empowered. That's for sure." 


"I'll be satisfied by your ascension and emancipation from sexual convention, Scarlett." 


I carefully studied his expression, assessing Frank’s need and conviction to be cuckolded. Just as on the day when we quarreled, I saw my husband was utterly determined. At that moment, something changed inside me, and I set myself on forging a path that suited both of us without destroying a marriage. 


"Okay, Frank. Let’s try and do this sensibly and set a date for a concerted effort." 


"When feels appropriate?" 


"It’s our anniversary next Saturday. You book Judy’s restaurant, we'll dine there and if a candidate catches my eye, I may choose to fuck them." 


"I won't interfere." 


"You definitely can't, Frank." 


"What if there are no suitable bulls on the night?" 


"If I don’t find a guy that night, I’ll keep looking until someone appropriate comes along, and I will fuck them." 


“Oh, fuck Scarlett. Seriously?” 


“Yeah.” 


“Oh, wow. Is it really going to happen?” 


"Yes, husband, but there are some conditions." 


I felt his excitement through tiny vibrations in his cock while I wanked it. He leaned across to me, and we kissed. I felt his intensity long before our lips brushed against each other, but when they did, mine sizzled like butter off a hot skillet. His tongue eagerly sought mine with absolute desperation, and I knew his taboo was well and truly flicked on. 


"You mentioned conditions, sweetheart?" 


"You’ll clean my pussy up afterward. Every drop of bull semen that you can reach must be removed, right?" 


“Every time your pussy needs cleaning, Scarlett, I shall do it perfectly.” 


“And if you fail to do that, this cuckolding fun stops immediately.” 


“Okay.” 


“And you'll give me permission to play while you stay husband, is that right? There will be no fucking any women for you.” 


“Agreed.” 


“And if you ever criticize or expose me as a whore for fucking other guys, I’ll divorce you at your fault?” 


“Divorce?” 


“Yeah, babe. I won't be married to a man who says he wants this cuckolding, then retracts permission later, branding me a whore.” 


“Okay. I understand perfectly, Scarlett.” 


“Are we agreed?” 


“Yes, babe, totally and unequivocally.” 


"I want a legal contract agreement, Frank." 



Chapter Two

Negotiating Reality

◆◆◆

Frank stared at me, completely lost for words. Knots in my stomach cramped excessively because I was negotiating an agreement to whore myself with a husband's permission, no, his absolute insistence. 


I closed my eyes and saw three generations of women from my mother's side wagging their disapproving fingers in my direction. 


Mom, Frank is driving this. 


Whatever compelled me to consider becoming a hotwife felt disgusting and bad. We were jeopardizing our marriage, and I wasn't convinced Frank fully appreciated the degree of risk. 


If I don't do it, there is no marriage left. 


I must do it. 


Fuck, it might even be enjoyable. 


I was making a journey from shock and grief to partial acceptance that change was our only option. My mind was filled with notions about how the whole cuckolding lifestyle Frank was leveraging hard against the termination of our marriage might work. 


Confused thoughts rocked me in a tumult of contradiction, ambiguity, and slutty ideas. I imagined nights out dating strangers while my husband agonized over where I was, with whom, and what I was doing. 


What will I be doing? 


My pussy warmed in the light cotton panties I'd slipped on after my inspection. I rued not selecting something more heavy-duty in the gusset department because these were not constructed for steamy nights. 


I shook my head, vanquishing a daydream where I saw myself enter our home and pull down my knickers, proving to Frank how a layer of bull's semen had soaked my gusset. 


"Oh, fuck!" 


"What is it, Scarlett?" 


"Nothing, Frank." 


You don't want to know. 


"What do you mean by a legal agreement, then? Can you be more specific, please, honey?" 


"You'll visit and instruct a lawyer this week and have him draw up a contract. That document must explicitly state that whomever I fuck, remains my choice and that any semen deposited inside me is expressly permitted by you." 


Jesus, that didn't sound so tawdry in my head. 


"Okay... fuck. I wasn't anticipating any of this. Why do I suddenly feel you are being a mercenary?" 


"You've asked me to sleep with other men under threat of divorce if I refuse. Put yourself in my position for a moment." 


He nodded, closed his eyes, and did as I asked. When he opened them again, Frank grinned. 


"I get it done. I'll do this legal agreement for you... I mean, for us." 


"It's for you, Frank. Please never forget that." 


"Yes, okay... agreed." 


"I'll get my own lawyer to make sure this whole agreement works in both our favor with specific terms and conditions protecting and describing activities. We'll agree on safety protocols for me and regularity for you." 


"Regularity?" 


"If you wish, we can agree on a minimum frequency at which I must fuck bulls, like weekly, daily or monthly." 


"Fucking daily?" 


"Yes, Frank. I'm offering you an example. Bulls may not want to share with you and might want plenty of tail, and let's not forget, anyone who fucks me will have left semen inside for up to five days. Some lovers may not like the idea of that." 


"Fucking hell, Scarlett. I don't know about this." 


"Great, let's call the whole thing off." 


My feeling of relief was fleeting because Frank's expression announced loud and clear that he wasn't walking away from his number one kink. 


"No... no, you're right. I have to share on your terms. I agree." 


"We can also negotiate a minimum ration of pussy for you. You'll probably have to wear condoms." 


"Jesus Scarlett. Where is all of this coming from?" 


"Online research and common sense, sweetheart. We are playing with fucking fire here and at your insistence. I won't let either of us get burned because you leaped before looking." 


I snuggled closer to my husband, enjoying the fire I'd lit underneath him. He went quiet, furrowed his brow, and rubbed a stubbly chin that needed a good shave before he licked my pussy hole again. 


I eyeballed Frank throughout, so there could be no doubting my intent or determination to get this done right. He seemed flustered, and I guessed my short, sharp shock had worked, provoking more caution on his part. Most blogs claimed that cuckolding was often healthy for a relationship and great fun so long as it was carefully considered and ethically implemented. 


"Can this work for you, Scarlett?" 


"Cuckolding might work for us, Frank, but things frequently escalate, with wives divorcing husbands to hook up permanently with their bulls." 


"I know, but I'm sure about this for us, and I'm feeling a bit pressured by your approach." 


"I'm only doing this to preserve a marriage. I love you and don't want to lose what we have. If we end up parting ways because I fucked other guys, it is exclusively your fault. Do we understand one another, Frank?" 


That sunk in, and he gulped, rifled fingers nervously through his hair, and sighed. 


"Yes, okay, Scarlett. What other terms and conditions are you springing on me?" 


"You’ll clean up all pussy mess made by bulls upon my request. Only I can relieve you of that duty, and once you've asked for a pass, and I refuse, you're going down anyway." 


"That's already agreed, and you know I can't get enough time with my head between your legs." 


That was totally true. I couldn't remember a time when Frank had refused to eat my pussy. He would even spend hours licking my pussy and sucking a swollen clitoris while I watched Housewives of New York, a real-life relationship train wreck. 


"If an accidental pregnancy occurs, you'll support the child as though they were yours." 


"Fucking hell, Scarlett. How will you get pregnant, and even if you did, how would I know that you hadn't done it deliberately?" 


"You see? Not so fucking easy when the raw reality of this taboo kink is laid out, is it?" 


I felt somewhat smug but also somewhat sympathetic to Frank's situation. He'd onboarded me to the idea of cuckolding him through relentless begging and an ultimatum. My husband couldn't possibly know what a wife's perspective was. 


I'd endlessly considered every angle of stepping out of our hallowed relationship, taking another man's cock inside my body, and enjoying his baby-making seed dripping from one of three holes after I'd been defiled. 


"You're scaring me a bit, Scarlett. I never thought there might be a risk of you bearing another man's child." 


"There is always a risk, honey. I can assure you that I won't deliberately do that. If we can't trust each other to do this according to a set of rules, we shouldn't do it at all." 


"What about the pill?" 


"I'll continue taking birth control religiously, but if an accident or anomaly occurs, the cost of that becomes your problem, even though I might parent the child with their biological father. It depends on the choices of my bull." 


He was about to ask a question, but I held up both hands and leaped right in, snarling like a tigress protecting her young. 


"I'm not having an abortion, so don't even fucking ask." 


I watched Frank carefully mull everything over. If nothing else, my savage approach had stirred up some serious thoughts on cuckolding. He calmed down and considered my perspective, something I was proud he always tried to do once everything was explained to him. 


My husband was a reasonable, kind, and loving man, but it was clear to me that he hadn't fully considered the consequences or risks of a full-on cuckolding lifestyle. 


"What if we decide to have children, Scarlett? We have talked about it." 


"Our cuckolding agreement becomes fully suspended. We fuck exclusively, and then cuckolding resumes once I am pregnant." 


Frank looked stunned and close to an apoplectic fit. My husband thrashed around in our bed excitedly, cramming pillows behind his back to prop himself up so that he could properly eyeball me. 


He coughed from a parched throat, snorted, then wagged an accusatory finger at me. 


"You'll fuck bulls while you're pregnant?" 


"Why not?" 


"Oh, fuck... hold on, let me just process that for a minute, Scarlett." 


He thought about it long and hard, coming up with no valid argument to counter my logic. I needed to qualify every factor of our sex lives to make sure that no false expectations were set. 


"I'd have bulls on the go who wouldn't care two fucks about you, and they must be properly served, or I might lose them." 


"Umm, okay... I get it. I'm offering you a full indemnification of any sexual activity you choose to enjoy outside our marriage." 


"That's a fair description of what you've asked of me, husband. The only exception is when we choose to try for a baby." 


"And then I get exclusivity to your body?" 


"Yes, of course." 


He nodded nervously, considering every point I'd made, and I saw him tick each one off. I didn't raise my voice or use a harsh tone because I felt absolutely calm. In fact, I caught myself pulling on a bottom lip, feeling aroused and wanting to fuck half of the city right away. The sensations and emotions fluttering through me were very hard to fathom. 


It's a real dilemma and I've changed my mind about this in a few hours. 


"Once you agree to cuckold me and that legal document is signed, I'll have given up all exclusive rights of sexual access to you, Scarlett." 


The penny has finally dropped. 


"Do you want to turn back now, Frank?" 


"No. This works very well for me. I'm surfing a wave of uncertainty, so we may have to talk it through more, but so far, you are being reasonable. It feels clinical, but I understand why we should manage cuckolding carefully." 


I'd shocked Frank and jerked him into reality. If this cuckolding lifestyle would dominate our marriage, we both must walk into it with our eyes wide open. This was my husband's idea; he forced me into it. I was damn well going to be protected and with the surety of my happiness as an outcome if it all went south. 


"I may sleep overnight with my bulls at their homes or hotels, stay with them for weekends, and maybe holiday together for up to three one-week periods per year. You won't be able to come with us, know where I am, or contact me during those times." 


"Whoa, fucking sweet Jesus... we'll have to discuss that one." 


"Okay, let's leave that condition in abeyance pending further discussions, but there must be a clause allowing anal sex as well." 


“Anal? We don't even do anal.” 


“Yeah, but me immersing in bedroom antics with other men might throw up all kinds of opportunities that I may want to enjoy. Gangbangs must be included, too, just in case you wondered. Oh, and one final thing.” 


“What’s that?” 


“You don’t get to fuck me whenever you want anymore. Please keep that paramount in your mind.” 


“Umm, okay. That all sounds very harsh, Scarlett.” 


“I’ll be doing Kegel exercises all this week to tighten up my pussy. You’ll fuck me after my bull finishes, perhaps the next day, maybe immediately afterward, I don't know, but it’s my choice from now on, Frank.” 


I released my husband’s steel rod solid cock, knowing our discussion had aroused him. I was determined to fully explore his taboo, establish appropriate boundaries and get the right level of humiliation in play to assuage his emotional turmoil. 


No way would I risk our marriage or offend Frank, and if he wanted to fuck me desperately enough, of course, I’d make love to him any time. 


If I was stepping out of marriage vows considered inviolate until three days ago for Frank’s kinky fulfillment, I must ensure we both got what we wanted. I wouldn’t reveal any of that behind-the-scenes reality because it might shatter his enjoyment of the cuckold experience. 


Frank settled down quickly, drawing our duvet across both of us. He nestled into my neck with an arm draped lazily across my rounded breasts. I smiled at him, removed his arm, and nodded down toward his cock. 


"Why don’t you have a wank by yourself, babe. I don’t mind. Just imagine someone fucking me next week while you wait at home to clean up." 


He started wanking himself off, stroking steadily while looking at me. 


"I’ll probably suck their cock first, definitely have them lick my cunt, but once I’m full of his seed, I shall expect you to have a reclaim my wife ritual prepared with your tongue and lips playing a prominent role." 


“You really don’t mind if I wank myself off right now? You didn't finish me, so I'm feeling quite frustrated.” 


"You should expect more of that, Frank." 


I rolled onto my side, gazing into his gorgeous, piercing blue eyes. 


“Go on, hun. Show me how that cock can spit a load out. I’ll hold tissues ready, but you aren’t putting your shaft inside my pussy, or cumming anywhere near there until someone else has fucked it before you next can.” 


I’d hit Frank's taboo cord squarely, and it twanged across a lascivious expression, reverberating like his face was blasted by a two-hundred-mile-per-hour wind. His eyes exploded in a fireworks festival that would honor a millennium, and I knew I'd got it right for him. 


The thought of fucking another man I cared nothing about had a growing appeal, but my marriage was still paramount. I’d almost kissed a guy tonight, but I needed this moment of absolute honesty with my husband to get me across the cuckold finishing line. 


I watched Frank wanking his glorious, long, thick shaft. I smiled at him every time he glanced at me, reassuring my husband that it was okay to keep masturbating. I would eventually control his jerking off in the same way my hotwife friends did with their husbands, but now was too soon and I wanted to secure his immediate happiness. 


“Would you like me to dominate you, husband? Add some naughty leather skirts and six-inch booted heels?” 


“F-f-fu-fuck, y-y-yesss, pl-please, Scarlett.” 


"I'll edge you from time to time as well. Maybe even while you're driving. Definitely, before I leave on a date to fuck my bulls." 


"I'm cumming, Scarlett." 


"Good boy. Let's make sure there is no mess, please." 


I smothered his cock with a wad of tissues, collecting my husband’s seed as his cock twitched violently. It kept our bedding crust-free and was a good way of training him to become a good cuckold. He jerked and bounced around our mattress like a man possessed, and, to be honest, I wished he would have fucked me, but I knew in doing so, his cuckold fantasy itch would never be properly scratched. 


I woke up early and slipped out of bed before Frank rose, feeling mildly exhilarated. I went for a three-mile run in the park, returned home, and, as promised, did plenty more kegel exercises than I ordinarily would. 


Before showering, I joined Frank at our breakfast bar, grinning broadly, enjoying a cappuccino he prepared for me. He kissed me gently on the lips. I glanced down into his lap, saw an impressive erection tenting his sweatpants, and pointed to it. 


"You're barred from any sexual activity with me this week, Frank." 


I wish I could fuck you right now, husband. 


"I've come to terms with that new rule, Scarlett. It feels quite uplifting to be denied access to you. It's like I'm back in the chase, desperate to please you in return for favor." 


"That's what the blogs all say. I'm doing further research on the cuckold and hotwife lifestyles this morning and shall expect your help." 


I made Frank kneel on all fours completely naked while I sat on his back, similarly unclothed. I surfed the internet, researching what we were getting into. 


"One final point for you to consider carefully with your lawyers, Frank." 


"Yes, sweetheart." 


"If I fall in love and divorce you, I get fifty percent of everything with no questions, blame or resistance from you." 



Chapter Three

Anniversary Arrives

◆◆◆

Frank brought me flowers and breakfast in bed on the morning of our anniversary. He looked cute and excited, and I noticed his semi-erection, but he seemed filled with trepidation. My heart fluttered because this important day had taken on a new meaning all week and was very different from every other wedding day celebration. 


Frank slipped into our marital bed beside me when I sat up, he puffed up pillows and enveloped me comfortingly in a goose-down duvet, setting a breakfast tray on my lap. I glanced at him, and he beamed, shooting me a look of deep adoration mixed with sexual excitement, both interchangeably rippling across his face. 


“Today is our anniversary, Scarlett.” 


“Happy anniversary, sweetheart. It’s also our inaugural cuckold day.” 


“Yes, it is, but you don’t have a date yet.” 


“Are you sure this is what you want, honey?” 


“I’m certain of it, Scarlett. It’s been a heavy week, sticking to our cuckolding rules and negotiating an agreement, but I want us to do this.” 


“We’ll sign the final agreement this morning, and if the right guy presents himself today, I’ll choose quickly and might fuck him.” 


“I booked Judy’s restaurant like you asked. It seemed like she expected my call.” 


“She’s an old friend and probably has our wedding anniversary logged in her diary. Why don’t you slip under the covers and cuddle me close because you may not have a chance to later.” 


I enjoyed the hot, heavily buttered toast with a delicious layer of marmalade and sipped my coffee, staring at Frank, who wrapped me lovingly in his arms. Throughout the week, control in our relationship dynamic had shifted to me, which felt terrifying. I was determined that Frank’s sexual needs would be met without compromising my desires or wrecking our marriage. 


I’d felt angry about his ultimatum, but with good communication, he explained that the need to watch me enjoy other men’s beds overwhelmed me. I judged his mood, measuring how grounded my husband was, making sure he could handle the tumultuous change in our relationship that was about to happen. 


“There’s no turning back after we sign the contract, Frank.” 


“I don’t want to turn back.” 


“Okay. I began ovulating last night, so I’m extra horny today, and my body is tuned for sex. Let’s hope I find a guy worth fucking for both our sakes because you aren’t getting back betwixt these legs until someone else has been there before you.” 


“Oh my god, Scarlett. I feel so fucking horny right now. Could we play a little, please?” 


“Nope. No pussy for you, darling. Blowjobs and wanking are out too, Frank. I’d like us to abstain for seven days before my cuckold dates. My friends who regularly do this tell me it works a treat in the relationship.” 


“Other girls? Do you mean Hotwives?” 


“Yeah. I knew a few friends were doing this, but it seems most have a cuckold, hotwife, or open marriage arrangement with their husbands. We aren’t so unusual.” 


“And I guess you told them about us? About me and this pleading?” 


“Of course, hun; what kind of cuckolding would this be if there wasn’t a secretive girl discussion with my friends about your shameful desire and my ascension?” 


“And they laughed at me?” 


“No, actually, they applauded you. Claire was most vocal about how strong you and our relationship must be to accept my sliding this tight pussy up and down another guy's cock.” 


I pointed down towards the treasure he’d previously enjoyed freely and exclusively. The humiliation aspect of his cuckold dynamic was essential to my husband. All my friends told me it was. I was learning fast and hopefully getting it right. 


Later in the day, after we enjoyed a romantic walk in a nearby forest, I made Frank kneel on the floor before my dressing table while I prepared for our evening out. He’d already helped me bathe, watched me shave my legs before helping me clear a week’s stubble growth from my alabaster white, smooth pussy. 


“Are you enjoying helping to prepare me to fuck another guy?” 


“It’s a torment but so thrilling that my head buzzes excitedly. My heart is racing, and I’m all tied up in knots of sexual ambiguity every time I think about you with another man.” 


When I wore my white French wedding day lingerie set, Frank looked ready to masturbate all over me, but I silenced his whimpering with a finger pressed against his lips. 


“Zip my dress up, and let’s head out, babe.” 


When my husband hit the ignition button on his BMW M5 Competition, the engine roar ripped a smile onto his face. I felt a ripple of pleasure course through my stomach with light trembling in my knickers where my pussy engorged, and a tiny rivulet of shame escaped the heavily cream-laden gusset designed to protect my dignity. 


“Get us to Judy’s fast, husband. I’m far too aroused.” 


“I just hope there is a suitable bull somewhere, Scarlett.” 


Judy was my oldest friend and favorite chef in the entire world. I called her before Frank had to appraise some particular needs. Frank was about to have the best evening of his life. 


“Hi, Judy.” 


“Hi, Scarlett.” 


We embraced lovingly, and she kissed me on both cheeks, then fleetingly on the lips. Our friendship began in High School, lasting until now. Neither of us wanted to skate the thin ice of dating in College, so we shared dorm rooms, fucked each other a few times a week, and then called off our friends-with-benefits arrangement after graduation. 


Judy turned to Frank; they hugged and kissed, and then she held both his hands. 


“I think you’re a courageous man, Frank.” 


“Why’s that Judy?” 


The seasoned chef looked at me, unsure how to react. She glanced nervously at Frank and, seeing no answers there, her gaze returned to me. 


“Did I say too much?” 


“I have not explained how this evening will go to Frank yet.” 


“Oh god, I’m sorry, sweetie. Have I spoiled a surprise?” 


I shook my head and smiled sweetly while Frank looked confused, scanning an almost empty restaurant. Judy stepped away to avoid further revelations and to give us a moment while I took my husband’s hand, steering him towards our table. 


“Where is everyone?” 


“I arranged a surprise for you, Frank.” 


“Oh, go on?” 


“Do you see the two guys sitting on a table for three?” 


“They’re the only diners here.” 


“They’re my fuck buddies for tonight. I spent the whole week scouring the area for the right guy and even went on dating apps, drawing a blank. Then, I met two regulars at the gym.” 


“Fucking hell, Scarlett. You’re doing this right now?” 


“Yup. I’ll fuck both of these bulls before the night is through honey.” 


He stared at me in amazement and with a powerful, loving expression, reinforcing my confidence to proceed with our agreement. 


“I don’t know what to say, Scarlett.” 


“I have something to ask you before we do this.” 


“Anything, sweetheart.” 


“I’ve done everything you’ve asked of me, right?” 


“Yeah. I couldn’t have planned it better myself.” 


“Even though you threatened divorce. I still held up, guided you through the realities of what you wanted, and we signed an agreement.” 


“I did apologize for the ultimatum.” 


“Okay. I want you to think this through very carefully one last time, darling. I’m allowing you to step away from all of this right now. If you’d like, we’ll dine together, go home, and forget cuckolding entirely. I’m happy to tear up the contract right now.” 


“Why are you saying this at such a late hour?” 


“Because if you don’t stop me, I’ll step forward into a different lifestyle, and you’ll be a cuckold before the night is through; then again, every time I want to fuck another man in the future.” 


“What about you and I?” 


“We’ve already made those stipulations and agreed in law. I love you and have no intentions of changing that, but, as you know, we might lose control.” 


I saw no hesitation in his expression or any tension in his voice. Frank was unequivocal, and I knew with absolute certainty that he needed me to fuck other guys. 


My husband kneeled, placed his elbow on a knee, and then took my hand as he had the day he proposed, staring up lovingly. 


“I want no one other than you, Scarlett. I love you with all of my heart.” 


I squatted onto my haunches and kissed Frank. 


“In that case. Happy Anniversary, darling husband. I would like you to serve my table this evening.” 


I strolled away from Frank, pleased to see lewd expressions of tawdry desire writ large on the faces of two swains that would fuck me tonight. We’d chatted at length in the gym, where they both hit on me, so I explained my situation, its nuances, and boundaries, and they leaped at the chance to be my first bulls. 


I had inspected both their cocks in the gym toilet before finally agreeing because hygiene, length, and girth were essential factors if we were all getting what we wanted. Although I hadn’t touched either guy or indulged in any sex play, I was pleased that their cocks rose to be as stiff as iron rods. 


One guy’s cock was much longer and thicker than Frank’s, the other slightly smaller but no less beautiful. 


“Hi, Simon. Hi, James. This is my husband, Frank. We have the restaurant tonight courtesy of Judy, my best friend and former lover.” 


“It’s lovely to see you again, Scarlett.” 


James bowed and touched his lips gently to the back of my hand, then drew me into his arms, French kissing me passionately while standing inches away from my husband. I heard a strangled whimper from Frank and glanced over, checking. If I needed any confirmation of his desire to be a cuckold, it was painted on his face in big, bold letters spelling happiness. 


Simon slid a chair out from the table, guiding me to be seated before kneeling beside me and kissing the back of my hand. 


“Happy anniversary, Scarlett.” 


Both men lifted a single red rose from the table, handing them to me. They turned to my husband and offered their hands to shake his. 


“Happy anniversary, Frank.” 


They looked sweet and not even slightly condescending or dismissive. Frank’s expression relaxed, and he grinned at me. In my playbook briefing to the guys, I explained that my husband was my life and that they must respect him. If there were to be any humiliation of Frank, it would be carefully handed out by me. 


“Happy anniversary, Scarlett.” 


“To you also, darling husband. Please sit nearby, and don’t interrupt our tryst until we need something?” 


“Of course, sweetheart.” 


Judy led him to a table close enough that Frank could hear and easily watch without intruding. She handed him a waiter's jacket, notepad, and pen. 


“I’ll be out back waiting for their orders, Frank.” 


“Thank you, Judy.” 


James and Simon were exciting guys, and we had great conversations, building on the chats we already had for hours throughout the week by voice and text. We discussed sexual preferences and exchanged some pictures. Nothing romantic or naughty passed between us, but I learned one was a lawyer, the other worked in insurance, and both were avid adventurers, mountain biking, trekking, or climbing most weekends. 


Simon beckoned my husband, who seemed pleased to trot over. 


“What’s Scarlett’s favorite champagne, please, Frank?” 


“Moet.” 


“Can we have a bottle of that with four glasses, please?” 


“Four?” 


Simon glanced nervously at me, and I was initially surprised, not knowing where Simon was going with the fourth glass. 


“Do you mind, Scarlett?” 


“Mind what, Simon?” 


“I’d rather your husband join us in a toast for your anniversary and enjoy the champagne. It’s none of my business, and you can slap me down if you wish, but I’m so grateful to him and you for this opportunity.” 


“That’s fine by me. I’m delighted if Frank wants a glass, but he must stay on his table.” 


I saw the tawdry frown and smile that confirmed no boundary was exceeded, so I nodded toward the bar. 


We toasted, tipping the crystal glasses towards Frank and touching our three together. I ordered oysters for everyone but didn’t bother with a main course because flutters of arousal trembling through my stomach drove me crazy, and I knew my knickers wouldn’t hold out much longer. 


“While we wait for the oysters, could one of you get under the table and take care of my pussy while the other sits here so I can suck his cock.” 


I patted my place setting, letting them choose, and was glad when the more enormous cock was held in reserve to fuck my pussy. I don’t mind deep-throating, but anything more significant than Frank’s cock size might prove uncomfortable. 


The guys stripped down to their boxer briefs. I stood and summoned Frank. 


“Unzip my dress, please, sweetheart.” 


I noticed Frank’s cock tenting his trousers and smiled, but it was the other two stiff dicks I wanted to enjoy. My opinion about cuckolding had changed because my husband’s attentive nature all week had amazed and flattered me. He opened doors, listened intently when I spoke, and brought me small gifts and breakfast in bed. Frank did more chores without being asked. 


I was also convinced that my husband’s mental health depended on this cuckolding dynamic to be safely woven into our relationship. 


“Can one of you guys slip my knickers off, please?” 


James dove straight in, kneeling before me, and I felt his hot breath through my white wedding day lace when he slipped his thumbs inside my waistband. The effect of their desire on my pussy was immense, and I felt more cream spill from my hole and run down my thighs. 


“I can smell your pussy. Scarlett.” 


“That’s why I need your tongue, dear. Peel my underwear off and hand them to my husband; there’s a good boy.” 


James did as I asked, eagerly scrambling into place while Simon vaulted onto my cleared place setting like a gymnast. I giggled at his gnarly cock, standing straight up with a knife and fork on either side of his thighs and silver salt and pepper shakers nearby. 


His cock twitched wildly and smelled of pure testosterone. Pre-cum had oozed, possibly for hours, pooling in the loose folds of his wrinkly foreskin. A transparent bubble crested the tip, almost drooling away to the floor. 


I knew sucking Simon’s cock, and swallowing his salty load would get me on the journey toward an orgasm. James could fuck me while Simon prepared for a shot inside me afterward. 


I glanced over and studied my husband’s expression carefully when James handed my wet knickers to him. He looked hopeful, enthusiastically sniffing the underwear he’d last removed from my body on our wedding day. 


“Smell and taste by all means, husband, but please return to your seat immediately and stay there.” 


James crawled under our dining table, waiting patiently while I sat with Simon’s glistening, rigid cock inches from my mouth. The heady musk of a beautiful man oozing sticky cream onto an already heavily coated glans captivated me, more so when I gripped his shaft tightly at roughly half mast before peeling back the fully loaded foreskin. 


His aroma slapped my senses, activating the primal woman inside me that was ovulating. I licked a heavy, salty coating off his swollen glans, working my way from its pillowed rim to the tiny slit on top. Every taboo synapse in my head exploded wildly as my wedding vows shattered. 


My taste buds exploded, and Simon’s salty load spread, burning the soft tissues in my mouth and throat. I bobbed gently up and down his cock, sucking the solid shaft while licking its underside, dragging my flattened tongue across his banjo string. 


James pushed my knees wide apart, and I felt his tongue slide up my thigh, tracing a creamy trail of shame until he arrived at my pouting, swollen pussy lips. He groaned when his tongue plowed the length of my slit harvesting what juices he could. 


When James gazed up and caught my eye, he gulped, swilling my juices around his mouth, bloating both cheeks. I whimpered and glanced sideways at my husband, hoping his sacrifice of letting other men defile me was psychologically paying back what he needed. 


With my pussy lips being expertly licked and sucked, I panted, squinted, and frowned disgracefully before bowing my head to slide Simon’s veiny cock deep inside my throat, cricking my neck when bulbous glans reached my windpipe so it could slip easily past. 


With his cock fully impaled in my throat, my lips rasped on Simon’s pubic bush, and James sucked my swollen labia inside his mouth. I erupted, almost tipping over the edge in orgasm, gripping the table edges, desperately trying to stay the course and last longer. 


I sucked Simon’s cock hard, clenching its solid shaft in my throat each time I bobbed up and down, bottoming my lips out in his black, soft pubic whorls. James splayed my pussy lips between fingers and thumbs while forcing my knees wider apart with his elbows. 


James puckered his lips and gently sucked my clitoris into his mouth, clenching around its base tightly, tugging softly until she emerged from the protective pouch while brushing her tip with his tongue. 


I writhed in my seat, with my pussy pinned wide open by James. Such was the intensity of his licking; I had to withdraw Simon’s cock from my throat, gasping, planting my forehead into his washboard abs while gripping his shaft, riding the wave of James’s intense tongue lashing. 


James’ tongue plowed lower, lapping my hole before heading past my perineum, showing no sign of relenting. I raised my ass cheeks in hope, finally appreciating the first man with the courage to lick my anal whorl. 


I sizzled and trembled with muscles spasming when James’ flattened tongue tickled the ridges of my puckered hole as he licked me like an ice cream, lubricating. His thumbs slid close to my anal sphincter, prising open my hole so his tongue could flicker inside my back passage, licking the soft tissue walls and electrifying a nerve cluster. 


His fingers clawed my anus even wider open. I felt a stiff tongue desperately reach deeper inside when I relaxed all my muscles, letting a swain lick the walls of my rectum, enjoying the hot sensation of his wet tongue deep inside me. 


Anal sex is definitely on the cards soon. 


I glanced at Frank and saw his amazed, captivated, wondrous gaze. Judy stood beside him with a firm hand on his shoulder, pinning him into his chair. She later explained that my husband tried to get his cock out for a wank, and she’d cautioned him, insisting he sought my consent during an interlude but not to interrupt me while I was enjoying my bulls. 


I composed myself and sucked Simon’s cock again while he gripped my ponytail, making sure all strands of hair were gathered and held off my face for his viewing pleasure. I was sure Frank appreciated that, too. 


James sighed noisily and slid his tongue back onto my clitoris, dragging the creamy, swollen pearl from side to side, then swirling around in circles, pressing hard each time he traced a complete circumference. I jolted wildly, screaming, incapable of holding out. 


I fingered Simon’s perineum, rubbing hard while bobbing my head up and down, steadily sucking his cock. James serviced my clitoris, sucking and licking while rubbing my anal whorl with a single finger. When his digit slipped deep inside my back passage, I exploded, squirting my shame all over his face until he encircled his lips around my pee hole, gulping and swallowing. 


Simon’s cock jerked violently in my mouth, and ropes of hot, salty seed coated my tongue and throat. I swallowed his seed while James licked my pussy. It felt amazing to have an orgasm on the end of one man’s tongue while another shot his cum load down my throat. I repeatedly slammed my palms on the table, losing my sense of reality to a lascivious fantasy. 


I wanked Simon’s shaft gently, sucking every drop of semen that oozed from the slit on the tip of his cock until he was exhausted. When his shaft danced painfully in my palm, and he tapped gently on my head, I stopped sucking and used my tongue to clean lightly. 


I beckoned Frank wordlessly, dragging his head to mine, French kissing him deeply with a mouth full of Simon’s seed. My husband’s tongue searched for more, desperately swallowing what he could find, and I knew cuckolding would work for both of us. 


“Happy anniversary, husband.” 


“I love you, Scarlett.” 


“I know, babe. Go and sit back down, please.” 


James was on his feet, beaming like the cat that got the cream. His lips glistened with my pussy juices. Simon slid off the table and rested on his chair, looking satisfied. Bizarrely, Judy arrived with a tray of oysters and energy drinks, and Frank strolled over, recharging our champagne glasses before slipping away. 


“Can Frank masturbate while he’s watching you fuck, Scarlett?” 


“I’d rather he didn’t, but I’ll leave it up to him.” 


“Have you got plans for him?” 


“I thought he might want to reclaim me properly, but it’s fine if he prefers not to. I think we really should make love on our anniversary.” 


I glanced at my husband and saw from his expression there was no way he’d forego a chance to fuck me later. He nodded enthusiastically, confirming my planned playbook for our important day would work out. 


“Eat up because I want to be fucked soon.” 


My bulls slurped oysters while I stared at James’s cock, which was an inch longer than my husband’s. Both bulls were exceptionally fit and had popped blue pills before my arrival. They were swallowing oysters almost as quickly as Judy could shuck and splash Worcestershire sauce. 


I beckoned Frank again, took a long slurp of champagne, and kissed him deeply. 


“Could you kneel on the floor so I can step up to the table, please, husband?” 


He seemed overjoyed to please me and was on all fours in seconds. Judy lent me a balancing hand until I stepped onto her linen table covering. She sat beside Frank, whispering something in his ear. 


I lay on the table, and the guys dragged me to its edge until my pussy was precisely level with their cocks. Simon gripped one stiletto heel and looked at me, shrugging, pointing at the other, not knowing how to deal with opening me wide. 


“Frank, come and help us out here, please. You too, Judy.” 


I pointed to my spare heel, nodding that my husband should take a grip. Once in place, a nod from Simon told Frank to help spread my legs apart. They both maneuvered a heel, placing a palm behind my knees, pulling me backward and outwards until cool air licked my gaping wide cunt and back passage. 


When James’ glans split my labia and his cock nestled gently inside the entrance to my drenched pussy hole, I knew taking him would be a stretch. Judy looked confused about her role, so I waved. 


“On my face, please, babe. I want Frank to see how much I intend to be fucked by others, including you. I’m going to cuckold him with girls as well, so come on, please, it’s just like old times.” 


While Judy undressed, James slid his enormous, gnarly cock, balls deep inside my cunt, taking my breath away. I screamed noisily, having lost control, squeezing hard against a stiff, unrelenting shaft. I wriggled, partly to escape the cock sliding deep inside my tight hole but mostly to make room inside my pink cathedral for its biggest visitor since I met my husband. 


Judy skipped onto the table and carefully straddled me, with one foot planted on either side of my head. When she sat lower, giving me an excellent view of a pussy I’d enjoyed before, she stared across at Frank. 


“Do you have anything to say before I cum in your wife’s mouth while a stranger fucks her?” 


He stared at me with all the love in the world plastered on his face, and I returned that adoring gaze tenfold. This was a moment of truth; my husband’s fantasy was realized, and he only had eyes for me. 


His expression flickered uncontrollably, and I saw the cuckold’s dilemma my friends described. He was mildly humiliated, lustful beyond belief, but totally enamored by his loving hotwife.  


“Is his cock bigger than mine, Scarlett?” 


“Yes, babe, and it feels much nicer and deeper inside me, too. I think he will be an exceptional fuck, more so than you, but remember, sweetheart, he’s not you, and I only like him whereas I love you.” 


“I love you too, babe.” 


When Judy’s swollen, sweet, creamy labia brushed gently against my lips, another surge of pleasure rippled through me, and I cringed with desire and delight. The hard-wired delicious flavor of my first lesbian lover was resurgent, and I knew she wouldn’t be my last. 


James rocked his cock back and forth, squeezing the soft tissue walls of my pussy, fucking me slowly at first while I stretched wide, accommodating his steely shaft. Bulging veins on his cock slid easily inside me as I pressed back, squeezing and milking him until he withdrew utterly, then reversed his stroke to drive deep inside again. 


With each thumping stroke of his cock deep inside me, James tiptoed higher, moaning, becoming more desperate until he pounded my slit harder and faster than any man had. 


Judy rocked gently backward and forwards on my face, feeding me her drooling, creamy pussy and the tiny, hard pearl that trembled delightfully. When I brushed her clitoris with my tongue, my best friend quivered, sitting fully down on my face with a knee planted on either side. 


My husband and Simon prised my legs wider apart, and James took advantage by easing deeper inside, ensuring I enjoyed every millimeter of his cock. 


When Judy moaned, shuddered, then squirted like a fire hose, I swallowed greedily while James’ hot seed flooded my pussy, racing toward my womb like a primal ocean hunting down a ripened egg. 


My lover’s semen would remain inside me for days, eventually dying off when exhausted once it failed to inseminate the egg primed in my ovaries. Only my birth control would prevent a pregnancy, something I would preserve forever to give my husband. 


“Frank, would you like to clean up?” 


Frank seemed uncertain and looked at James, who smiled, shrugging while pointing at me. I was pleased that my lover knew and accepted it was none of his business. My husband glanced at me, beamed, and dropped to his knees, crawling underneath the table until his mouth hovered inches from my cunt and James’ cock. 


The transfer of my pussy from lover to husband went seamlessly, as did the sluicing of James’ seed and my pussy cream into Frank’s mouth. He sucked hard on my pussy hole, gulping and swallowing once my swain stepped backward, having done a fine job. 


I held my husband's head in my crotch, and Simon helped, pressing him hard enough to squeeze Frank’s nose against my clitoris. 


Judy hopped off the dining table and grabbed both of my legs, prising them wide apart so that Frank had the best access to clean my messy hole. 


I was proud when my orgasm came because it was proper that my husband gave me one on our anniversary. The power of a tumultuous climax gripped me, and I clutched the tablecloth with both hands, pulling it close while crockery and cutlery fell to the ground. I jerked violently as though electrocuted while Frank steadfastly cleaned my cunt. 


When I’d had enough of my husband cleaning my hole, both swains helped me sit upright, and I slid off the table into Frank’s arms. We kissed and cuddled on the floor while my lovers extracted their clothes, dressing before waving goodbye and blowing kisses. 


“Are you happy now, husband?” 


“Yes, wife. This works. For us, I mean.” 


“I had my doubts, sweetie, but yes, this works for us.” 


I hope it continues working. 



Chapter Four

An Aftermath Surprise

◆◆◆

I woke up and rolled over in our bed with a delightfully satisfying aching sensation deep inside my pussy, womb, and reproductive organs. 


I’d been well fucked, many times over, and it felt incredible. 


I looked at my husband, who was still sleeping, and stifled my excited giggle while remembering how incredibly well-defiled I had been the previous night. 


He’s a cuckold. 


And I love him even more. 


Fucking hell… what a night! 


Once we got home and were settled in our marital bed, Frank had fucked me. First, he poured me champagne and spent half an hour cleaning what errant globs of semen seeped from my gaping, well fucked hole since he’d licked it at Judy’s. 


While lovemaking, my husband’s intensity felt desperate, but he was always considerate, working hard to satisfy me, then himself, while reclaiming my slutty, creamy hole. 


Watching my husband still sleeping, I was reminded of the best anniversary celebration we’d ever had. The gentle rise and fall of his chest, the warmth of his breath, and memories of how he’d reclaimed me felt intense. 


I nudged Frank gently, craving his attention and checking in, ensuring everything had gone as planned. He whimpered my name, rolled, and fell back into his dreams. I let him sleep, knowing the excitement of watching me being reamed by well-hung bulls, then fucking me afterward must have exhausted him. 


The previous night, my husband had sprinted to the car and opened my door. He held my hand at every opportunity, even for the ten-meter walk to our front door from the driveway. 


In our bedroom, he knelt and declared his love for me before removing my underwear for the second time that night. He inspected the drenched gusset, sniffing, then licking before setting it aside. 


Frank insisted on fucking me missionary style to gaze deep into my eyes while he rode a gaping wide, sloppy, used pussy. He needed validation from my body language, especially when emptying his seed. 


I looked over, smiling at my good fortune for accepting his request and carefully planning his cuckold inauguration. I nudged Frank gently again; this time, he roused from a deep slumber. 


“Good morning, most excellent wife.” 


“Six times in one night is more than you’ve ever fucked me before, Frank.” 


“I felt inspired after you cuckolded me with those two handsome bulls, Scarlett. I want you so badly right now; it feels like an addiction.” 


“You were by far the best lover.” 


“I don’t understand.” 


“The guys fucked me better than you, scratching an itch I never knew I had, but that’s not love, Frank. I had many orgasms last night, but the most powerful was with you. My heart is yours, and you alone trigger my love.” 


“I knew this would work out, Scarlett.” 


“It certainly has so far.” 


Frank drew me closer to him as if he couldn’t get enough. My body melted into his arms, and we kissed. A mildly stale pussy and semen aroma lingered on his breath, so I figured it was time to shower and groom for the day ahead. 


“You gave me the final orgasm in Judy’s restaurant. Did you feel jealous at all before that?” 


“Yes, somewhat, but feeling my emotions peak so high was worth it. I feel relaxed today.” 


“As it should be, Frank. You take care of me, and I’ll do the same for you.” 


“What’s next then, Scarlett?” 


“Do you want me to cuckold you again already?” 


“That’s up to you, sweetheart. I trust you’ll decide what’s right for both of us.” 


He nestled closer, gripping my ass cheeks tightly, but I couldn’t go another round, so I pushed back gently. 


“Sorry, babe. No enforced chastity for you ever unless we’re in the run-up to a cuckolding, but I can’t fuck you again right now because I feel sore inside.” 


“You need breakfast in bed, sweetheart. Watch a movie, and I’ll bring something up in fifteen minutes.” 


“Let’s slip into the shower together and wash properly. We can make breakfast together.” 


“I want to please you, Scarlett.” 


“In which case, let’s work as a team. I don’t want subservience from you, Frank.” 


In the shower, I washed my husband’s cock carefully, soaping under his balls and beneath a well-used foreskin. When I slipped a finger between his ass cheeks, rubbing his anal whorl with a bit of soap on my tip, I got a delightful squeak followed by a hum of pleasure. 


He voluntarily kneeled on all fours, pushing my dressing table chair aside so I sat comfortably in the saddle of my husband’s arched back, drying my hair. When we eventually reached the kitchen, I made Frank sit on a breakfast bar stool while I prepared poached eggs on toast and two Cappuccinos.  


“I’ve had a thought. Please bear with me before you shut it down, Frank.” 


“Oh, I’m feeling nervous already.” 


“You’re fed up with your job at the bank, aren’t you?” 


“Yeah, and mostly because I’ve reached a ceiling.” 


“Why don’t you start your own business, then? Be an investment advisor.” 


“We’ve already had this discussion Scarlett. I need high-net-worth clients to come along if I break away.” 


“What if I could help you secure a client?” 


His interest piqued. I’d been considering how to help Frank, and an idea that was impossible before last night kept occurring to me this morning. 


“What do you have in mind, Scarlett? Spit it out, please.” 


“You often take me to social functions to meet your clients. Mostly it’s boring as fuck, but one time, I met someone interesting.” 


“What’s your point? I’d rather you didn’t fuck my clients as part of our onboarding process for our consultancy business.” 


“I wouldn’t do that, but you have one particular investor who hit it off with me. We stood alone in the room's corner the whole night, mercilessly caricaturing everyone else.” 


“You’ll have to remind me who that was, Scarlett?” 


“Will Simonds. I met him at your last networking junket in Paris when the bank flew us there.” 


“He’s a multi-billionaire and very hard to hook because Will’s an honest man and won’t invest in any shady tax dodging schemes the bank keeps proposing behind my back.” 


“He’s one of your client accounts, though.” 


“How do you know this, Scarlett?” 


“He told me about investing at the bank and said he only stayed for your skills.” 


“Okay. He’s decent, but Will doesn’t place the bulk of his capital with us. What do you have in mind?” 


“I liked him, Frank. I’m sure he liked me too because we flirted a lot.” 


“Do you like him enough to sleep with?” 


“As a hotwife and cuckolding you, yeah. He fits every criterion to be a great bull. There might be a privacy issue, though.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“I don’t think he’d let you watch us fucking, babe. I wouldn’t mind, but I guess he’d want to fuck me in private and probably somewhere quite unaffordable for us.” 


“You’d still be cuckolding me, though?” 


“Yeah, but I’d have to be careful about what I told him. He might not want you to know about him and me sleeping together. It's dangerous territory, but I’d do it for us and catch no feelings.” 


“I’d prefer him to know that I was involved and consented to you both fucking. It hits my taboo and keeps things straight all around.” 


“If you want me to fuck Will and get him on board, of course, that would be my preference too, but if he insists on privacy, would you still want me to sleep with him?” 


I saw the figurative cogs whirr around in Frank’s head. The conflict implied by my proposal was writ large on my husband’s face because he knew Will might want me as a regular girlfriend. He sighed heavily and looked nervous. 


“We’re opening Pandora’s Box, Scarlett.” 


“We did that last night, babe. If possible, we might as well build a future out of this lifestyle.” 


“Can our marriage survive you fucking a billionaire that may catch feelings for you?” 


“Do you mean if he wants to fuck me regularly?” 


“Yeah. What if he sees you as a casual girlfriend he can have weekends and holidays? It might become an extra-marital affair as far as he’s concerned.” 


It was my turn to cuddle and reassure Frank. I’d agreed to cuckold him after months of pressure and an ultimatum, but it was my choice in the end, and the condition most dear to my heart was protecting our marriage. 


“I won’t stray in matters of the heart, husband, no matter how often Will fucks me, and I’ll only do it if I enjoy him. Last night lifted me, and I felt more empowered than ever, but my heart was always yours no matter which bull fucked me.” 


“Okay, honey, let's do this, but please proceed cautiously.” 


“You create a meeting opportunity, and I’ll do the rest.” 


I spent the week running a catering company that contributed around one-third of our family income. An old business, left to me by Mom and Dad, had a client list that remained loyal for thirty years. 


I soaked up most of my free time at the gym daily, enjoyed meeting friends, and spent evenings with Frank. I had little chance to think through a plan to hook my husband, his investor. 


The opportunity to dip a toe in Will’s water came much earlier than I’d expected, and by the end of the week, Frank told me he’d secured us a meeting. At dinner on Friday evening, we discussed our strategy. 


“We’re meeting him tomorrow at the Mandarin Oriental Hotel. They have a Chinese restaurant, and he’s booked a booth.” 


“I’ll go inside alone, meet Will, and then after half an hour, you turn up. If things happen during or after dinner, you either stay and be cuckolded or leave on a pretext of work while I close our deal.” 


“Perfect.” 


“You need to shop in the morning while I go to the spa, please.” 


“What do we need?” 


“Agent Provocateur, babe. I want the Lorna Party complete set in baby blue. That’s a bra, suspender, and open knickers.” 


“Open knickers?” 


“Yeah, instead of a gusset, it has sheer tulle fabric, so my freshly shaven pussy lips are on full view, dangling deliciously for whoever wins the honor of enjoying them.” 


“Fucking hell, Scarlett. Can we go to bed early and fuck, please?” 


“We can go to bed, honey, but you can’t fuck me.” 


“Oh, shit, why not?” 


“Because I want to be on top form tomorrow for Will’s cock and tongue, not yours. We’ll go to bed and get an early night, though.” 


I wouldn’t neglect my husband. In bed, I snuggled close to Frank, pretending to steal warmth, having bathed and laced my neck and legs with his favorite Chanel fragrance. 


I ran my fingers through his chest hair, untangling knots, making him wince. When my fingers rifled through his pubic bush, carefully grooming it, his gorgeous cock was rigid, so I smiled at him and took Frank in my hand. 


“You didn’t think I wouldn’t take care of you?” 


“I worried that you might not, Scarlett.” 


“Cuckolding you is great fun, and I enjoy the hotwife buzz, but I’m not about to neglect my husband.” 


I peeled the duvet back and slid down my husband’s body, smelling his gorgeous scent that was part testosterone, a little sweat, but mainly a rich lavender soap. 


“Let’s make this good and see if you can abstain until my womb is filled with Will’s seed.” 


“Will I be cleaning up afterward, Scarlett?” 


“Maybe, but if I end up staying the night with Will, I’d be a really dirty bitch if I didn’t shower in the morning. Can you help me pack and load an overnight bag in our car, please? I’d like it handy just in case.” 


He whimpered because I gazed into his eyes while gripping and squeezing his rigid shaft at its base. I wanked Frank’s cock slowly, enjoying rolling out his swollen, glistening glans that appeared when I slipped his foreskin back. 


“Don’t forget to tap the back of my head a few seconds before you empty your seed down my throat, please, Frank.” 


He was already floating away to a special place, most likely imagining me being gang fucked by half a dozen young, well-hung bulls. I licked around his glans to the pillowed ridge, removing a thin salty pre-cum veneer coating his tight, slightly purple cock head. 


I bobbed my head up and down his shaft, clenching my lips tightly, sucking, slurping, and moaning, giving my husband a great show. He cradled my head lovingly, gently rubbing an earlobe while I worked his cock, adding a sharp twist with my fist, wanking metronomically in time with my mouth sliding up and down his shaft. 


“You’re extra hard tonight.” 


“Everything has changed for me, Scarlett. I feel more alive since our anniversary dinner.” 


“I do, too, sweetheart.” 


I sucked his glans hard, curling my tongue around it, flicking the taut banjo string on the underside of his shaft until he moaned like a whore. I flattened my tongue and pressed hard while licking the back of his shaft from the top of his urethra down the bulging tube to his balls. 


I was pleased he shaved off all pubic hair every few days and rewarded that by sucking each ball inside my mouth, soaking them one after the other until both were warm and relaxed. 


When I slid my tongue back up his cock and sucked his swollen glans, I slipped a finger onto Frank’s perineum, rubbing his prostate to stimulate the semen I desperately needed to taste and swallow. 


I took a deep breath and cricked my neck slightly, allowing his cock a deep and clear passage while relaxing all muscles in my throat. I took Frank’s cock all the way down until my lips bottomed out on his pubis while rubbing my finger hard against his prostate. 


When his glans lodged deep in my windpipe, I choked, retching violently. When I came up for air, saliva drooled from my bottom lip, down my chin to his cock, with more dribbling onto his thighs. 


After a few big gulps of air, I went for it again, taking his cock deep inside my throat while slipping a finger lower down on each rub of his perineum, eventually slipping my fingertip across the ridges on his anal whorl. 


Frank’s body tensed as every muscle spasmed, and his ass lifted because he wanted more. At every pass of my finger across his puckered hole, I pressed down just enough for Frank to feel the taboo of what might soon become a back passage finger banging. 


I cricked my neck again, straightening up once his veiny shaft squeezed past my windpipe. I wanked the base of my husband’s cock with one hand, finger-banged his asshole with the other, and deep-throated my beloved like a whore clearing her Christmas Eve line. 


When Frank’s warning head tap came, I withdrew his cock from my throat until it rested inside my mouth. I wanked him furiously, twisting my wrist to pleasure to the maximum extent possible as he moaned, panted, and twitched like a man struck by lightning. 


I pressed my finger hard on Frank’s asshole, and it popped inside, impaling up to the first knuckle. He emptied his load, screaming and shuddering vigorously. Hot rope after rope of my husband’s cream erupted from the thin slit in his glans inside my mouth, layering my tongue and the back of my throat as I gulped without swallowing, storing everything in my cheeks while sucking hard. 


When he pushed my head down and away from his cock in a final submission, I knew Frank’s cock was sore and his balls were empty, so I withdrew. 


I crawled back up to face my husband with both cheeks full of his sperm. When I kissed him without forcing, he sent his tongue gently inside my mouth, collecting his cum while I swallowed my share. 


We cuddled, and both fell asleep soon afterward. 


I felt horny and wanted him desperately to fuck me, but I needed to control my urges to be on fire for the next day. My performance must be on point should Will want to use me in exchange for his future investment portfolio committed to Frank. 



Chapter Five

Business Is Business

◆◆◆

My husband called Will in the morning to confirm he’d arrived safely and was comfortable at the hotel. 


“He said meeting you again is a nice surprise.” 


“He wants to fuck me, Frank. Right now, Will is probably plotting to get you out of his way tonight.” 


“I find it thrilling that other guys want my wife so badly.” 


“I want him as well. Is that too slutty of me, knowing it’s not straightforward cuckolding and we have ulterior motives?” 


“I think that adds to the taboo. For the record, I love your inner slut.” 


The day was a blur. While I got a facial peel, my legs and pussy waxed, and my hair done, Frank went shopping, returning with everything I’d listed, correctly sized and with a bunch of flowers that was all his thoughtfulness. 


We enjoyed a light lunch at Judy’s, with me opting for Salad Nicoise while Frank enjoyed a robust seafood risotto. We drank water, making sure not to dull our senses before meeting Will. Both of us sizzled excitedly, exchanging lewd glances. 


“Are you sure about tonight, Frank?” 


“One hundred percent, Scarlett. I trust you absolutely, so go and make the decision you feel is right for us.” 


“I really want to fuck Will.” 


“If you’re going to fuck him, please message me beforehand, please?” 


“Of course, but then I’ll turn off the phone and enjoy my time with Will if that’s okay?” 


“As is your right to choose, darling.” 


As discussed in our playbook, we traveled together, and Frank dropped me off. He drove away from the hotel, planning to return after half an hour. I skipped through the foyer, already leaking cream into my gusset, enjoying the admiring glances from the concierge. 


I’d worn a simple knee-length black figure-hugging cocktail dress with baby blue color stockings to match the Agent Provocateur set my husband had purchased earlier. 


My arousal would have soaked any pair of knickers, regardless of its gusset, but the sheer fabric of my new panties was no match for the deluge of shame dripping through it and down my thighs when I reached the restaurant. 


Fuck! I need to close this deal quickly. 


“Hi, Scarlett.” 


“Hello, Will.” 


“Can I introduce James, please? He’s my youngest son and turned eighteen today, so I figured it would be a treat for him to join us.” 


Oh fuck. Two of them… fucking eighteen? 


I sat opposite James and beside Will. I felt flustered but contained my emotions, hoping I might salvage something. I doubted Will would make a move on me in front of his young son. 


“Frank is running late, so he asked me to entertain you.” 


He stared at me through blue piercing pools of truth serum, judging my honesty without realizing how that gaze worsened the plight of my open panties. 


“Is that right, Scarlett? Frank permits you to entertain other men.” 


He laughed immediately, nudging my ribs gently, offering a nod and smile to reassure me that it was only a joke. I knew it was anything but, and thus, our games began. 


“Is champagne okay for you, Scarlett?” 


“Yes, please.” 


“Could you order, James?” 


Oh, fuckety, fuck, fuck, fuck. 


Will leaned into me very closely and moved a few strands of hair so he could whisper. 


“James is a virgin, Scarlett. Do you know anyone who might help us with that tonight?” 


“Do you mean find him a friend?” 


“I want his first time to be with a classy lady. Someone like you. I know, of course, you can’t fuck my son because of Frank, but perhaps you know someone very like you?” 


I turned to face him while James summoned and dealt with a waiter for our order. It was time to pile on my power and start negotiations. I stared back, locking Will’s eyes with my tractor-beam gaze. My star rose in the ascendancy, knowing full well what he meant. 


I leaned in toward Will, placing my chin on his shoulder, pressing my hand firmly in his lap, gripping a sizeable, stiff shaft. His look of surprise was quickly replaced by delight when I squeezed hard, then again twice more. 


“It depends on how well this meeting goes.” 


“Oh, I see, and what do you want to achieve here, Scarlett?” 


“Whatever my husband asks you for, Will.” 


“And in return?” 


“You get whatever you want.” 


“Anything I want?” 


“Yes.” 


“And as frequently as I want it?” 


“If I like you, yes. You might want always to consider your behavior if you want a long-term arrangement with me.” 


“That sounds fair.” 


We toasted to Bollinger of a vintage. I had no idea, but the bottle was very dusty. James was a delight, and I played an attentive girlfriend role, staring into his eyes suggestively, giggling at his jokes, and occasionally knocking his shins with my shoeless toes, apologizing. 


Will had his hand in my lap, and I helped him explore my drenched lady parts by surreptitiously lifting my dress hem halfway up my thighs. I spread my legs wide and guided his fingers to my suspenders, where he played for a while. 


When James went to the toilet, Will moved closer, kissing my lips gently. I felt the searing decadence of infidelity raise my body to a frisson of excitement, wanting more, needing to be fucked. 


“Frank isn’t coming, is he?” 


“Yes, but he won’t stay.” 


“Was it meant to be just you and me, Scarlett?” 


“Yes.” 


“Is your husband okay with that?” 


“We have rules, but he wants us to enjoy one another.” 


“That’s so fucking liberating. I love married women.” 


“Why?” 


“Because they aren’t interested in love. They want raw sex, returning to their husbands with a belly full of semen, with or without permission.” 


“I have permission.” 


His eyes lit up, and Will knew he would fuck my pussy before the evening was through. It relaxed him, and he openly held my hand even after James returned. 


“What University will you attend, James?” 


“Oxford in the UK. I want to visit Europe.” 


“You’ll enjoy that, especially the ladies.” 


He blushed, so I drifted a hand across the table, resting my palm on the back of his, dancing my fingers lightly across his skin. James stared at me with an expression that suggested love, but I knew he was just cunt struck by me and would be until a younger pussy clenched down hard on his shaft one day. 


I stroked one finger across his hand as gently as possible, watching tiny hairs rise like whispers in a breeze. At the same time, his father slipped a hand inside my panties, plowing his finger up and down a very creamy slit, collecting abundant nectar pooling between two swollen labia. 


“Hi, Scarlett, Will, James.” 


“Hi, sweetheart.” 


“How are things going, Scarlett?” 


“I think negotiations are nicely set up for you to close.” 


My husband slid in beside James, smiling at me, shaking hands with them. Will gave him a left-handed twisted shake because his right was plowing my creamy furrow, making a real mess of my new Agent Provocateur. 


I stared at Frank, leaving him no doubt our deal was almost in place and that he should conclude and leave. He glanced at my hand, still playing with James’, and smiled. The young virgin seemed uneasy sitting beside my husband, so I blew a gentle kiss to assuage his nerves. 


Will circled two fingers gently around my pussy hole, eliciting a whimper and shudder from me. When he retrieved both digits, holding them close to his nose, I could smell my shame, as could Frank, judging by his expression. 


My prospective lover licked and sucked both fingers, mesmerizing my husband, who wriggled in the seat, loving every moment, undoubtedly savoring them to his spank bank. Once he finished a sweet pussy hors d’oeuvre, my billionaire boyfriend turned businesslike, regarding my husband with an eagle eye. 


“Why don’t you pitch while I sample your wife, Frank?” 


“Okay. It won’t take long since Scarlett already grabbed your attention.” 


“That’s good. I’m sure I have a lot of time.” 


Before my husband started, Will collected more of my pussy cream, helped by me spreading my legs wider apart. He licked his fingers as openly as possible. I saw an appreciative expression flicker across his face momentarily when he glanced at me before returning to Frank. 


“It’s simple, Will. I want to start my brokerage, and I need clients like you who can invest and bring others on board.” 


“What’s my upside for going with you?” 


“Half a percent more than you get now and a quarter percent commission on introductions.” 


“You are the best investment advisor I know, Frank. If it weren’t for the assholes on the board at your bank, you’d already be wealthy.” 


Will reflected for a moment, dipped his hand back under the table, and searched for then found my pussy, which was even creamier than when he’d left it. Our host strummed his fingers carefully up and down my creamy furrow, dragging my clitoris around in a circle on each pass. 


I placed both palms on the table, staring at my husband with tightly pursed lips and a deeply furrowed brow. I panted and whimpered, making my rise toward an orgasm obvious. 


“You guys must hurry, or I might make an awful mess here.” 


“You have an exquisite wife, Frank. It’s brave of you to share her.” 


“Scarlett is in charge, Will. I’m the beneficiary of her love; she wants you for fun.” 


“That works perfectly for me.” 


My husband’s eyes bulged when I slammed both palms on the table, moaning loudly while tossing my head and hair back. Will smiled at him, knowing he had the upper hand in their negotiation. James knew something was afoot, especially when my toes reached across the gap between us, clenching his cock. He held my foot tightly, massaging carefully and lovingly while ensuring I couldn’t escape. 


Will stared at me, making no attempt to disguise that he was fingering my cunt. My husband knew it, and so did his son. I was precisely the slut I came here to be. 


“Should I do this deal with your husband, Scarlett?” 


“I’d appreciate it if you would, Will. I need to be fucked, and I doubt you’ll hold on much longer.” 


“How much would you appreciate me if I grant this business request to Frank?” 


“As much as you’d like me to.” 


Will returned to my husband, smiled broadly, and retrieved his hand from my cunt, offering it to Frank. His fingers glistened with my nectar, even in the restaurant’s subdued lighting. My husband shook his head, and I knew that level of humiliation was a step too far. 


Will shrugged casually, licked his fingers, and smiled.  


“I’ll have the lawyers draw papers up tomorrow, and we’ll sign everything Monday AM, Frank.” 


“We have an agreement, then?” 


“We do. Shall we shake on it like gentlemen?” 


The most lascivious expression shattered my husband’s negotiating face when he stared at me, then at the recently pussy juice-soaked hand offered to him by his new client. 


I nodded to Frank, breaking the spell Will had over him so the damn idiot would shake, and thankfully he did. All three men were hearty in their celebration, raising champagne flutes to toast a new partnership. My lover wrapped his arm around my shoulder, drawing me closer, and I reciprocated, binding my arm through his. 


When our glasses hit the table, Will’s fingers returned to play a familiar tune on my pussy. While they talked, he strummed me gently, with his son watching agog and my husband suppressing his cock, resting both hands in his lap. 


When I exploded, climaxing through gritted teeth, I think Frank came in his pants, and James swooned when I crushed his cock between my toes and foot pad. 


Will let me descend from a tumultuous orgasm with dignity before retrieving his fingers and openly feasting on my orgasm. 


“Your wife tastes better than the Bollinger. Is she part of this deal for the long term, buddy?” 


“You must ask her yourself. Scarlett decides everything for herself.” 


“Ah, a hotwife with cuckold twist.” 


Will stared at me, leaned in, and then stopped half an inch from touching his lips to mine. 


“May I kiss the lady, please?” 


“You’ve already finger-banged her, so I guess it’s okay. We’re way past first date protocol now.” 


When Will’s lips brushed mine, I felt he belonged to me and that I was straying into no-mans-land. The electrifying brush of his tongue across my lips and its gentle, tantalizing sizzle inside my mouth felt like steam rising from a hot bath. 


An exciting rush of flavors and sensations spread wildly through my body as I got hints of champagne and my pussy juices. I pressed harder with my tongue, urgently searching his mouth while unzipping his trousers fly, knowing nobody could see inside our dimly lit booth. 


When I freed Will’s cock, wanking it gently, Frank sighed a cuckold’s desperation, and James moaned, looking jealous. 


“Don’t worry, James, your Dad is just my starter. The main course will also be served soon if we find somewhere private. I’ve never had barely legal, virgin seed inside my womb.” 


“Dad owns this hotel. Everywhere is private. You only need to say the word.” 


I gave Will one last whoreish look confirming my carnal intent to be defiled anywhere of his choosing, then bowed down into his lap where a salty pre-cum loaded glans waited for me. I peeled his foreskin, sucking his stiff cock, swallowing every drop of musky ambrosia that had gathered in the wrinkly folds of his skin. 


The flavor lifted me. A pungent aroma belonging to a new boyfriend tasted all the more hedonistic because my husband watched me enjoy it. Will summoned the restaurant manager. 


“Clear the room, please. Cancel everyone’s bill and feed them free of charge in the banqueting suite. They can have anything they want.” 


Will’s instruction brought a dozen waiters and maids scurrying. I heard them ushering other guests out of the restaurant until the room was clear. I continued sucking Will’s cock, openly slurping, choking mildly when I deep-throated him like a professional, knowing his son would take notes and my husband would enjoy the fuck out of it. 


“Scarlett sucks cock extremely well, Frank. I feel she’s agreed to let James fuck her, too, because her foot is buried in his crotch.” 


“It’s entirely Scarlett’s choice.” 


“Do you mind her sucking my cock?” 


“I feel jealous right now, but I know she loves it, and later, she’ll be mine again.” 


“How often can I have your wife, buddy?” 


“I keep telling you it’s not my call. Scarlett can fuck you and James as much as she wishes.” 


“You’re a damn good man, Frank. Any guy strong enough to share his wife like this and trust her so much is definitely the expert to take care of my cash.” 


I stopped sucking Will’s cock momentarily to speak with my husband. 


“Can you help me for a moment, please, Frank?” 


“What do you need, sweetheart?” 


“Slip my panties off so James can fuck me over the table.” 


He did as I asked, sliding my panties down using two thumbs in the elastic waistband, peeling slowly. I think he was extra careful, having paid for them himself. 


I lay backward on the booth table with my cunt draped over one edge and my neck dropped over the other. Will stood up and slid his cock deep inside my throat while Frank held my hand, and we waited for James to undress. 


My husband gasped, and I suddenly felt afraid. 


“What is it, Frank?” 


“Fucking hell Scarlett, James is a big boy. Much bigger than me and his father.” 


“How fucking big?” 


“Enormous. I doubt you’ve ever fucked a longer, thicker cock.” 


I stopped sucking again, moved Will’s testicles from my forehead, and stared down between my legs. My husband was right, and I saw around ten inches of stiff cock standing proud from the virgin about to ream me at one end while his father face fucked me at the other. 


“Help him slide that monster cock inside my pussy, Frank.” 


“F-f-f-f-f-ucking what now?” 


Will spluttered, laughing, but I also saw how impressed he was by me and his son’s cock. My husband gingerly gripped James’s shaft, which twitched and jerked, electrified and throbbing to get inside my cunt. 


I dragged Will’s cock back towards my mouth, admiring his hygiene when his balls slid over my forehead, nestling on either side of my nose. He face fucked me gently while I pulled with both hands from behind his knees until we had a regular rhythm, and I could breathe every few strokes, choking and drooling saliva on the floor. 


When James’ glans spread my labia apart, then pressed softly against my pussy hole, I felt juices drain down my thighs, so I knew his cock would be soaking. For good measure and in the best of spirits, Frank slid the virgin’s solid glans up and down my creamy furrow, wanking me, following where his father’s fingers had already plowed. 


My husband dragged my hard pearl in a circle on each pass, teasing and stimulating me using my lover's cock, pressing his banjo string down hard while I moaned and shuddered wildly. 


I wriggled around on the table, reeling from one orgasm after another, raking my soul while oxytocin released warm blood, flooding my reproductive organs, engorging me. 


I felt excited, as did my cunt, pleading for more cock when my husband had only fed around three inches of the ten available inside me. My cunt walls pressed back hard on James’ thick girth but were being stretched and widened by his incredible cock regardless of how tightly I clenched. 


I thanked the universe for allowing me to be his first, determined to take the full load of James’ seed inside me and keep it there for as long as possible. The fact he’d never given his sperm to another woman drove me insane, tickling my taboo in the tawdry locker of shame buried deep in the dark recesses of my soul. 


He was illegal yesterday but legit today. Fucking lucky Scarlett! 


Hands maneuvered my legs, and I glimpsed my husband wrestle with my heels, slipping them back on. Once strapped tightly, Frank stood behind James and gripped the shanks of both shoes, spreading my legs wide so that my virgin swain had the best possible access to my pussy hole for his cock to fuck me. 


James leaned in, placing both palms on my washboard abs, then glanced at me with his father’s cock in my mouth and uttered the most delightful words. 


“Thank you for this privilege, Scarlett.” 


“No, babe, thank you for the honor. Now fill me the fuck up with virgin’s seed.” 


While Will bounced from one foot to the other, desperate to slide his cock back down my throat, I wanked him and felt a slight pull of his cock, indicating he was close to orgasm. 


“Your wife needs all of my son’s cock now, Frank. I can’t last much longer because she’s that good at sucking.” 


I pulled Will’s legs so he’d know to face fuck me harder, and I breathed in before his solid shaft slid down my throat. My worry that he wouldn’t pull out and let me swallow properly when the time came for his seed to be ejected was assuaged by my husband. 


“Tap Scarlett on the head just before you shoot your seed, Will, and withdraw so she can swallow. She prefers that.” 


“Of course, Frank. Cheers, buddy.” 


James slid his cock slowly but inexorably inside my cunt until he bottomed out balls deep. I felt every lump, bump, and bloated tube as he drove his gnarly shaft along my soft tissues. My pink cathedral rejoiced its new and pure visitor, unspoiled by any other cunt. 


It was as though my reproductive organs knew there was something special about James’ cock, making a safe and clear passage to enjoy as much inside me as possible. He rocked his solid shaft gently in and out of my cunt once he was balls deep, and I squeezed the muscles I’d trained so hard with heaps of kegel exercises to ensure his welcome was complete. 


When James railed me, I knew Will was close to decanting his load because he hopped from one foot to the other, moaning uncontrollably. His son fucked me with long steady strokes, and I heard my husband give tips and pointers. I was so far gone, drifting on a cloud of ecstasy to pay attention to specifics. 


Frank stretched my legs wider and held them higher. James kissed my calf muscles, which were tensed, as my body rolled through one ecstatic wave of climax after another. 


James sought extra leverage, wrapping two strong arms around my thighs while Frank kept stretching my legs wider and further apart. With a better grip, my virgin lover reached further inside my cunt, pounding my cervix so hard I knew it would ache pleasantly in the morning. 


When Will tapped my head, indicating he was near orgasm, his son was already emptying hot seed deep inside my pussy, screaming joyfully while pushing his weight behind a massive cock. I felt a jerk, and James’ shaft buried deeper inside me; then another came, and one more, and I realized my husband had leaned on my lover’s back and was shoving, maximizing penetration deep inside my cunt. 


When Will dragged his cock out of my throat, I felt the twitch of a cum explosion through his shaft, jerking vigorously. His salty, hedonistic head fucking cream swarmed inside my mouth while his son’s cock twitched the neverending virgin cum dance inside my cunt. I swallowed hard, sucking one cock while clenching my pussy tight on the other, wishing for more semen in both. 


I needed the virgin’s cum inside me, satisfying a need to contrast my sluttiness with his innocence, holding forever the memory of his purity in my dreams. A primal jerking and twitching of James’ cock deep inside me confirmed his joy while he moaned and whimpered so uncontrollably that it made me proud. 


We lay on the table like a heaving, sweaty beast of many parts, me with one cock half inside my mouth, still hoping for a few more drops of semen from the father, while the son's shaft twitched his last inside my cunt. 


Frank smiled proudly at me, and I returned an expression I hoped would convey my deep love for him. When James backed away, my husband lowered my legs to rest on the floor, helping me to my feet. 


“Do you want me to clean your pussy, Scarlett?” 


“Maybe later, honey; I don’t think we’re done yet.” 


I nodded behind my husband, where three room service maids stood. One held a tray of tissues, another had a bathrobe for me, and the third offered me a glass of water. 


Will sat heavily in the booth with a huge sigh and a joyful expression. 


“Scarlett, you are a prize indeed. Please join James and me in our penthouse suite upstairs?” 


“For a few hours?” 


“For the whole night, if it pleases you. All day tomorrow as well. As your husband so properly put it, the choice is yours.” 


I turned to my husband and hugged him tightly, kissed him gently while he ground his solid cock into the bathrobe and my cunt on the other side of it. 


“Are you happy being a cuckold, Frank?” 


“More than happy darling. I’m fulfilled in a way I can’t describe.” 


“Shall we play a game?” 


“Yes, please.” 


“I’ll go upstairs with Will and his son to their penthouse and leave a swing tag on the door as a sign for you. You come up in five minutes and obey what the sign says. Can you live with that?” 


“Yes, absolutely, Scarlett. It’s your decision.” 


I wrapped my arms around his neck, slid my bathrobe aside, grinding my pussy into his cock. I kissed Frank’s lips three times, then disengaged, enjoying the flaming desire in his eyes. 


“Goodnight, husband, or perhaps not.” 


“I love you, Scarlett.” 


I strolled to the bank of elevators and whispered instructions to Will when we got inside. I waved to my husband before the doors closed and kissed James with my best new girlfriend’s tongue and lips while we ascended to their Penthouse. 


I took a swing label at the suite door, checking both sides: Green for Please Clean My Room and Red for Do Not Disturb. 


When I closed the suite door, the red side of the swing label was displayed, instructing my husband that all access to his wife was prohibited. 


As I skipped into a father and son's arms, I felt elated just thinking about my husband’s disappointment that would turn to glee when he headed back downstairs, where the concierge would stop and return him to the Penthouse next door. 


I asked Will to play along with my game and help tease my husband, then put him in the penthouse next door so he could wait in luxury, then clean and fuck my hole after Father and Son were done with me. 


Will agreed without hesitation, telling me to use the room for the whole weekend and at any time in the future that I wished. 


Frank and I were ascending, but with much more to come. 



Chapter Six

They Spitroasted Me!

◆◆◆

I grinned like the cat that got the cream, pressing my stomach around the same depth as my cunt was penetrated by James’ giant cock. A father and his son had fucked me for hours, taking turns about to defile my hole. 


Both men were immensely respectful, very gentle, and for that, their stiff, unwavering cocks, and some incredibly debauched sex, I felt grateful. When they fucked me, each was insistent I provided access, but I enjoyed being used. 


James had made desperate virgin love to me while his father, Will, enjoyed the ecstasy of defiling another man’s beautiful wife, who was already exquisitely experienced in the bedroom. 


Sex was especially taboo between Will and me because my husband, his business service provider, was right next door. There was an exchange of favors between the two men that labeled me a whore. Will’s carnal desire and desperate urgency when exploring my mouth and cunt with his cock were off the Richter scale. 


Between fucking me and when his son snoozed beside us in the bed, Will held me close, kissing me softly, caressing my back and ass cheeks, holding my frisson of sexual anticipation. 


“Can you taste semen from where you both came in my mouth off my lips, Will?” 


“Yes, but I don’t mind that salty delight. I frequently clean my mess. I like the occasional humble moment. It helps to ground me.” 


“I love a man who does clean up his mess, especially immediately after he cums because that’s when the testosterone drop-off occurs and desire wanes.” 


“You understand the biology of sex very well.” 


“And the psychology of certain taboos. I didn’t want to cuckold Frank and discover a nasty surprise leading to divorce. 


“Will you feed your husband soon?” 


“After the next time, you and James fuck me, I’ll return to his bed and the love of our marriage.” 


He seemed contemplative, and I wondered how thought proking a night with me might have been for a man who could own anything he wanted. Will was not one to humiliate me or Frank, but my nature fired his curiosity. 


“Could we do this regularly, Scarlett?” 


“Fuck like bunnies?” 


“Yes.” 


“Have you caught feelings for me, Will?” 


“None whatsoever, although I like and enjoy fucking you.” 


“I’m enjoying our fun as well. As long as you don’t engage in any romance or love, I’m good for us to fuck more regularly.” 


“What will Frank allow?” 


“That’s mostly up to me, but I will discuss some things with him.” 


“Have you agreed on the terms of his cuckolding in detail?” 


“Yes. It took weeks to get to this stage.” 


“Am I your first fuck buddy?” 


“No. There were two other guys on our wedding anniversary, but you’ll be the first I would consider repeating. I’m unsure about James because I’d be distraught if he fell in love with me.” 


“This is a one-time deal for James. I wanted the perfect woman to be first to unwrap his foreskin and fuck him.” 


“Hopefully, I’ve achieved that.” 


“You have. Would you like to see me alone next time, Scarlett?” 


“Maybe. What do you have in mind?” 


“The occasional overnight session in a nice hotel after dinner with Frank, perhaps a weekend away.” 


“Okay, yes for Frank overnight, no to him joining us at weekends. I’ll think it through, but for now, could you fill me up with semen again because I want to visit my husband with a gift.” 


“You’re both fortunate to have this level of openness and trust.” 


“How do you operate with other couples?” 


He seemed reluctant to answer my question, so I knew the answer that was coming before he said it. My heart rate elevated, thumping hard, almost trying to escape the aching rib cage containing it. 


The whole playing with fire aspect of cuckolding Frank flooded my senses as I considered how many other women Will fucked regularly. I was pre-orgasmic, leaking cum, and fresh arousal from a pussy still widened by James’ massive cock 


“They all cheat on their husbands, encouraged by me.” 


“Does that add to your enjoyment, Will’? 


“To my shame, yes. It’s a sense of owning, or at least taking, someone who belongs to another that wholly appeals to me. That’s my kink, Scarlett.” 


“Is it better with me and Frank with him knowing you are fucking me?” 


“Yes. I love the husbands to know and hand over their wives, but so few will do that.” 


I was joining a billionaire’s fuck buddy harem to be called upon occasionally for play. Was that luck? Maybe, but for sure, it was slutty. James stirred, sporting another fine erection. The two men eyeballed each other, then father smiled, offering pussy position to his son while I sucked Dad off. 


I peeled Will’s foreskin, enjoying the creamy aftertaste of the love cocktail swilling around inside my pussy and womb. My cunt ached gently, the work of James, the former virgin, who was an absolute joy because his cock was forever hard, enormous, and, after the third time of making love, I was convinced he’d meet me at the altar in a heartbeat. 


“Fuck me hard, James, and this time, leave your semen deep inside for my husband to enjoy.” 


“Is Frank going to-?” 


“Yes, sweetheart. My husband will clean me up once you and Daddy cum inside me.” 


“You’re sucking Dad’s cock.” 


“At the end of which, and after you decant your cream inside me, he will as well, then I’ll run the gauntlet as best I can.” 


“My god, Scarlett. You are the most perfect woman that ever lived.” 


“I’m a fucking slut, baby. You’ll find a nice girl one day, get married, and all of this will be in your spank bank.” 


I loved scrambling into position on all fours, arching my back while pointing my drenched, creamy slit high to be railed by one guy while I sucked Will’s cock. I enjoyed his hand on the back of my head, forcing my lips further down his shaft until I felt wiry pubic hairs scratch my nose. 


When James gripped my waist with powerful hands, the act of being manhandled and defiled by two men for their sexual pleasure sank into my mind, fulfilling every taboo need I had. The son’s cock was so much thicker and longer than any I’d enjoyed, slid easily into a creamy hole used by both men to satisfy their needs. 


My pussy lover fucked me hard, squelching in and out of my dripping wet cunt. He pressed his glans on my cervix with every stroke, aching my organs while scraping a swollen urethra along my compressed pussy. I clenched hard, squeezing and milking while wanting much more. 


Will face fucked me, leaving creamy semen and traces of pre-cum coating my throat with a salty, musky veneer. 


When James came deep inside me, I slipped his dad’s cock out of my mouth, wanking him hard, staring up. 


“I need this load inside my cunt.” 


“Your wish is my command, sweet Scarlett.” 


“Their changeover was seamless, although James’ father’s cock slid easily inside my gaping wide, well fucked, creamy hole. I still felt the platter of more semen flooding me inside.  


When my beautiful swains fell backward exhausted, I slipped out of their bed, preferring the warmth and comfort of my husband’s loving embrace. In a bathrobe, I scampered down the hotel corridor and slipped into my husband’s room with Will’s key. 


I discarded my robe and felt the warm cream from two lovers seeping from my pussy, so I crawled up the bed quickly, careful to avoid waking my husband. 


I straddled Frank’s face with a knee gently pressed against his ears but didn’t sit down fully. I swirled two fingers gently inside my aching pussy hole, allowing a mixture of theirs and my cum to drip slowly onto my husband’s lips. 


He flinched, then jerked and opened his eyes a slit, then much wider in wonder and love. 


“Oh, f-f-fuck, oh wow. My god, sorry, Scarlett, I didn’t realize it-” 


“Shhh, my love. I brought you dessert if you’d like to enjoy it.” 


“Oh, yes, please. I’m fucking desperate.” 


“You can try fucking me afterward, but the truth is, I’m so fucking gaping wide and full of their cum, I won’t feel your cock, and there might be very little friction.” 


He wrapped both arms around my thighs, then pulled my swollen slit downwards. I relaxed my midriff, then tensed the muscles to increase love’s natural nectar flow for him. When his lips sealed onto my sore pussy, it ached, but with some gentle sucking and licking from Frank, I soon felt better. 


“I need to reclaim you properly, Scarlett.” 


“I know it's important to you, Frank.” 


“Isn’t it important to you, too, Scarlett?” 


“Only for your sake, darling, because I never belonged to anyone except you in my mind and heart. They were fun to fuck, but you, husband, are forever.” 


Frank gripped my thighs harder in joy, rolling us both until he lay on his stomach, forcing my legs wide and high to devour my cunt. I felt semen seepage like a torrent while my husband slurped it all. I smelled like a well fucked whore, which I was, as we had intended. 


James and Will’s musky scent, mixed with my hormonal aroma, lifted my self-esteem, twanging every taboo string on my debased banjo so I could only imagine how my husband felt. 


“I love you so much, Scarlett.” 


He puckered his lips tightly, sealed them inside my aching, gaping pussy hole, and sucked hard. It was his way of purging my most treasured place of their seed, and I loved it because he did. 


Frank’s desire for me was my addiction, and I craved his devotion. His expression and the determined look in his eyes when he competed for me with my two bulls, drove my soul to another place where only love mattered. 


“Did my tease go too far, sweetheart?” 


“I loved it, Scarlett. The humiliation made me sparkle in shameful arousal, especially when the concierge lady stopped me from leaving the hotel and handed over the key to this penthouse.” 


“What did she say exactly?” 


“She had a sassy expression and told me to be a good boy and stay in the room next to the one my wife was fucked in until you were done.” 


“How did that moment feel?” 


“I was validated as your husband and felt elated, hun. She wasn’t offensive but firm that I should comply with her instruction and that it was in my best interests. She said you’d probably bring me something to eat later, saying she surely would if I were hers.” 


“Good, because I worried about you.” 


He sucked my clitoris, humming a loving tune between lips clenched around its swollen base. I felt an orgasm flicker to life as an idea deep in my cum filled womb. Frank systematically cleaned my pussy lips, licking, sucking, and swallowing James and his father’s semen. 


When I relaxed, more semen flowed through my pussy, and Frank met that salty, sweet flood with his mouth agape and a slurping tongue, sucking and swallowing while purring delightedly. 


“I’m glad it worked out so well, Frank.”  


“Please don’t fret. I asked you to cuckold me, and this lifestyle is working out great.” 


“I agree; now, could you stop licking my pussy and deposit your seed inside, so I can sleep peacefully with your semen swimming around in my womb with the others?” 


He made love to me with a furious intensity, and even though I’d been fucked for hours, I felt content as Frank battered his cock in and out of my hole, desperate to make an impression he had no chance of achieving. 


When he emptied his semen inside me, the thrill of fucking Will and his son was burnished beautifully by the sweet love of my husband. I slid off his cock, slipping on fresh panties and a pad, wanting to sleep with my three men nearby. 


“Was that nice, Frank?” 


“Soaking wet, warm, soft and loose. Surprisingly, I love it.” 


“I believe they call it sloppy seconds, honey.” 


“Thirds in your case, Scarlett.” 


“I’ve been a whore, my love.” 


“I would never call you that.” 


“I rather enjoy the moniker. Those two men fucked me harder than anyone ever did, and the outcome was a business deal and creampie.” 


“Both for me.” 


“I’ll do anything for you, Frank.” 


With all of my taboos struck off for another day, I nodded off in my husband’s loving arms and slept peacefully. A knock at our door roused me from a deep sleep and the exquisite dream that revisited me frequently. A knight courted my favor, kneeling before me in submission and love. 


My blurry eyes failed me, and sleep retook me, rolling my soul into a deep ocean of taboo ecstasy. I was unable to discern dreams from reality, burning in taboo. When I finally woke up, Frank stared at me with wonder and eyes filled with love. 


“I ordered breakfast and wondered if we might discuss something important, Scarlett.” 


“What is it, baby.” 


“I’d like us to transform our relationship into a Wife Led Marriage, Scarlett.” 


“Wow, are you sure?” 


“Yes.” 


“You were in my dreams again, Frank.” 


“As a knight?” 


“Yeah.” 


“I fucking love it, Scarlett. I feel overwhelmingly that a Wife Led Marriage would work for us.” 


“I don’t know, Frank.” 


“Why not?” 


“This all happened because you gave me an ultimatum of divorce. That’s hardly a sign of a submissive man wanting female leadership.” 


“Oh yes. Oh dear, sorry. I hadn’t considered that.” 


“Why don’t we park the idea for now and enjoy today together?”  


I rolled into him, wrapping an arm lazily across his chest, unknotting his wiry entangled hairs while an army of hotel waiters set up our breakfast buffet of fruits, toast, grilled bacon, fresh juice, and coffee. 


The head waiter approached our bed, nodding and smiling with a bunch of files and papers on a silver tray. He presented two beautiful red roses I took, blushed and smelled, giggling at Frank. 


“One from each of my swains?” 


“Yes, ma’am. The breakfast is compliments of Mr Simonds Snr. He also wanted your husband to review some documents and for you to read his letter.” 


“Thank you.” 


Frank poured our coffee and brought me a Danish pastry with two slivers of perfectly grilled streaky bacon while I browsed the document pile. The smoked porcine delight drew me away from Frank’s tedious paperwork, and I crunched the salty treat while sipping deliciously addictive filter coffee. 


“I think these are legal agreements for you to sign from Will, sweetheart.” 


“That was bloody quick. I’ll review them now. What’s in the envelope, Scarlett?” 


“It’s says Dear Scarlett and Frank.” 


“Read on, darling wife.” 


He settled back on pillows I’d fluffed with his head close to mine while I munched bacon. 


Dear Scarlett and Frank, 


Thank you both for a beautiful evening. It was the best night I’ve had in years. I’m pleased to report it was a night James will treasure forever. I’ve left the documents committing my investment to you, Frank, for review and sign-off. 


I want to continue playing entirely on your terms, so I hope your enjoyment was such that we can. 


With that in mind, and this is entirely your choice, I’m having a function tonight on my yacht. Many friends will attend, most of whom enjoy a similar lifestyle to mine. Should you both like to join, network, and pick up more clients, please advise the hotel manager, and he will arrange a helicopter at my cost. 


Other than that, stay in the penthouse as long as you wish, gratis, and accept my humble thanks and love to you both. 


Sincerely, Will. 


“Wow, I wasn’t expecting such generosity, Scarlett.” 


I glanced at my husband, knowing he’d caught my coy expression and a tiny, tawdry nibble as I pulled my bottom lip. 


“They both had a good time inside me, husband.” 


“They were lucky, as I am every day, sweetheart.” 


We rolled around playfully on the bed and fell into a loving embrace. Frank kissed me passionately, groping my breasts before slipping his fingers into my panties. I felt guilty because he looked crestfallen when I gently pushed him away. 


“We can’t make love, sweetie.” 


“Why not, Scarlett?” 


I sat up in our bed, bolstering myself against two cushions, patting my lap for him to lie down his head. When Frank did, sprawling one leg over mine, I rifled through his hair gently with my fingertips. 


“I need to be on my best form tonight, husband.” 


“What for?” 


“To cuckold you again, sweetie. I like your attention before and afterward.” 


He sat bolt upright, startled. Frank surprised me because I thought it was an obvious thing to take up Will’s offer. 


“You don’t have to do that for me. We can network without you, y-y-you-.” 


“I want to fuck them.” 


“Why?” 


“Because I haven’t fucked more than two guys at once before, although I’ve fantasized about being gang-banged many times.” 


“Oh, come on, Scarlett. That’s not the reason you’ll do it. You’re doing it for me and to secure more clients.” 


“No, babe. We’re doing this for us. If cuckolding isn’t about us anymore, then please tell me.” 


I felt annoyed and made sure Frank knew that. He rolled back into me with a cute, apologetic expression that melted my heart. I enjoyed cuckolding my husband because it elevated his performance in every sense, bizarrely making him a better man. 


“I’m sorry. I didn’t want you to be manipulated into this situation.” 


“Will’s letter isn’t a manipulation. He’s making a friendly, slightly suggestive offer to help. It will do you some good to watch multiple guys fuck me just to remind yourself to behave.” 


“I said I’m sorry.” 


“You will be Frank because if you think I’d sleep with other guys just for your client list, we aren’t on the same page. Cuckolding you to our mutual benefit in matters of the heart is the crucial reason for my infidelity.” 


What had been a playful apology on my husband’s part suddenly became a serious one. He looked distraught, having failed to consider my feelings. 


“Oh, god. Scarlett, I’m sorry for being so thoughtless.” 


“Forget about it now, Frank. Let’s focus on enjoying a helicopter ride. Consider this a step towards the Wife Led Marriage you so desire.” 


We bathed together in the most enormous rain shower I’d ever seen. Powerful water jets pulsed us from every side, complimenting a monsoon deluge from above. We were both cleaned as though we sat inside a car wash. 


While we lazed in leather chairs wearing bath robes, drinking coffee, and laughing, another knock at the door preceded an army of staff carrying hanging garments, designer bags, and underwear boxes. I was taken aback while Frank scooted around, organizing, stacking, and hanging everything in the massive walk-in wardrobe. 


The head concierge stayed when his colleagues left, handing Frank and me jewelry boxes. 


“Mr Simmonds asked me to tell you these are gifts and in no way influence your decision to join him on Serendipity.” 


“Serendipity?” 


“His yacht.” 


“We’ll be delighted to join him.” 


“Yes, ma’am, and I know he will be too.” 


He left us alone, staring at each other, wondering what to do next. I didn’t dare look inside my gift box, but I felt delighted that Will’s affection was extended to my husband, too. 


“He’s wooing both of us, Frank.” 


“He wants you, Scarlett.” 


“Yes, but he wants you to feel comfortable about him fucking me. He doesn’t want me as a matter of the heart either. Will wants to ride my hole, knowing I belong to you, which works perfectly for you and me.” 


“Yes, it does work for us.” 


“He loves fucking other men's wives, husband.” 


“He told you that?” 


“Yeah. He loves the fact you know about him fucking me and that you’ve consented to his enjoyment of your wife’s cunt. He also doesn’t want another wife, ever.” 


“What happened to his wife?” 


“She died, and he’ll never replace her. Fucking other men’s wives ensures he won’t acquire a new one.” 


Frank sat on the bed, and I could tell the logic I’d explained made sense. He smiled but seemed off balance. 


“Open your gift, please. I’ll bet he spared no expense.” 


Frank opened the velvet-lined box, and there was another smaller box inside. 


“It’s a Rolex watch.” 


“Open it.” 


“It’s the Sea-Dweller, and there’s a note.” 


“Read it then, Frank, c’mon, for fuck's sake.” 


Frank, please enjoy this gift because I know you love diving. 


I felt jubilant and flipped open my box, which I knew from the size would be a necklace. 


“Angara vintage style ruby pendant with a diamond halo. I can’t fucking believe it, Frank. This is a ten thousand dollar gift, and I think yours is worth more. Will certainly did his research on both of us.” 


“I feel different about him, Scarlett. I understand what you mean now. He doesn’t want to own a woman, just borrow another man’s wife occasionally.” 


“Only on my terms, Frank.” 


“Yeah, sorry I made a fuss earlier.” 


I sprung out of my chair and skipped to the closet. 


“I bet a red cocktail dress and stilettos are hanging in the closet to go with this ruby.” 


I hunted through our new clothes and discovered a complete set of Nyxie by Agent Provocateur. The straps diagonally crossed my midriff, sheer tulle gusset, and silk-bound, suggestive keyhole that looked fabulous when I tried them on. 


My little red dress with expensive heels made me feel like a harlot. I enjoyed my slutty look but worried others might judge. 


“Am I overdoing it?” 


“A skin-tight red cocktail dress, babe? Few women could make that work.” 


I glanced repeatedly at my reflection in the mirror, directly, then tangentially, twisting, crouching, and testing every possible pose to make sure every perspective was flattering. 


When Frank slid on my new necklace, I stared at myself again and instantly knew what to do. 


“Pass me the silver heels, please. There’s too much red.” 



Chapter Seven

We Have Lift Off

◆◆◆

We stepped onto the hotel roof, following a crew member, carefully dipping our heads underneath the spinning rotor blades of Will’s luxury corporate helicopter. I felt excited, struggling to hold a dress billowing wildly in a ferocious downdraft. A dark night, bright flashing landing lights, and a suggestive red hue emanating from the aircraft gripped my psyche. 


“You don’t need to worry, ma’am.” 


“It feels like the blades will take off our heads.” 


“They are far above us. You only need to be careful when the rotors start or slow down.” 


The helicopter’s plush interior felt like we’d boarded a first-class spacious airliner. The co-pilot offered headsets with built-in microphones to hear pilot-to-air traffic control chatter while a cabin crew member secured Frank and me into luxury Merlot red leather reclining seats. 


After we lifted off and my butterflies cleared, a beautiful, lithe cabin crew girl arrived beside my seat carrying a silver tray with two champagne flutes. 


“Champagne for the lady and her gentleman?” 


“Yes, please.” 


“Mr Simmonds asks whether you are prepared for this evening, ma’am?” 


“I think so, yes… why wouldn’t we be?” 


“He’s more concerned about you and whether an aching feeling inside might preclude him and other guests from fucking you? I believe the gentlemen are vying for the opportunity, and your arrival is much anticipated.” 


“Umm, no… err. I’m feeling fine.” 


“May I tell him that?” 


I glanced at Frank, who tipped his glass toward me, nodding and grinning. I looked back to the cabin crew girl and realized this was all part of Will’s tawdry, exciting game. I hadn’t considered how many men I might fuck on board his luxury yacht or even whether there would be more than one sitting to satisfy my hole. 


“Tell Will I can’t wait to enjoy his cock.” 


“Should I use those precise words?” 


“Yes, please. Quote me.” 


I clinked crystal flutes with my husband, enjoying his desire to celebrate my sexual freedom as much as I did. Stepping out on my marriage vows was a newfound exploration for me and one I’d entered into reluctantly, but now, I could only be described as anything but unwilling. 


Our flight was short and gentle, with great views over the bay area, stars above, and twinkling lights of small sailing yachts at anchor below. Within twenty minutes, our pilot set us gently onto a floodlit helipad aboard the yacht Serendipity. On disembarkation, my bull and Frank’s new client met us, stepping onto the landing pad enthusiastically, wrapping me in a loving embrace, and French kissing me while Frank still held my hand. 


Will glanced at my husband, smiling as a gentlemanly handover moment occurred between them. Frank’s fingers slipped gracefully from mine, and his face expressed the same lewd feeling that surged through me. 


Will proudly waved a hand expansively over his prized yacht. 


“Serendipity is one hundred and fifty meters long. You and Frank can stay here anytime, Scarlett. It’s a great place to do business or make love.” 


“I’m here for both, Will.” 


“I know. Is Frank on board?” 


“You should know better than to ask, sweetheart.” 


“Sorry, Scarlett.” 


Will led us into the main lounge, where his friends quickly surrounded me. I bathed in appreciative looks from men and a few of their wives, some absolutely gorgeous. 


When I sat on a long, luxurious lounge sofa, Will sidled close while drinks were served, and an excited buzz of chatter circulated the room. I noticed we were the subject of most conversations, with occasional appreciative glances towards me that accompanied lip movements. 


I was being assessed like a champion broodmare at auction for those who could afford to be there and bid, then book a slot to mount me. Will took my hand and stared romantically deep into my eyes. I noticed that he clenched my husband’s fingers, which was a sweet gesture. 


“Have you given any thought to my suggestion, Scarlett?” 


Will addressed both of us, which pleased me. I wasn’t keen to exclude Frank, but if he were permitted to participate in how I was to be shared, the magic of a delightful cuckolding might be undone for him. 


I sipped a dirty vodka martini while Frank drank what he declared was a classy merlot. My husband mulled over our situation, and I knew the taboo shackles that bound him were loosening because a salacious grin was etched deeply in his expression. 


I stared at Frank to gauge his appetite, and when he nodded slightly and smiled, I decided he could stay and watch my defilement by gangbang. Since the decision and means to cuckold Frank were my rights and preferences, I took up the discussion with our benefactor. 


“What did you have in mind, Will?” 


“How many new clients would you like to acquire for your husband’s new venture?” 


“Well, I’ve only ever had two guys fuck me at the same time, and that was last night. Each swain must commit to my husband’s portfolio.” 


“That’s already agreed. Even friends not wishing to partake of your beauty and sensual ability are signing up to work with Frank. He and you will be wealthy before year-end.” 


“They appreciate my husband?” 


“Yes, indeed. The only thing holding Frank back was the bank, and now that’s a non-issue; investors will come pouring in for the man who knows how to manage their wealth.” 


I felt elated. My Frank was clever, and I knew it all along. He would get what was rightfully his, and that wasn’t because of me. My hotwife status and his becoming a cuckold was a side benefit that I was determined to manage carefully. 


“How many guys do you have ready, willing and able to fuck me, Will?” 


He chuckled, and I snapped him a faux shy, schoolgirl virgin smile, looking downwards demurely. 


“Few women could pull off a virgin look in that dress, Scarlett. Am I to understand you’d prefer a gangbang to entertain each bull separately?” 


“Hmm, as long as everyone is respectful and kind, yes. I want four swains, please.” 


Frank stepped in and whispered to me. 


“Is this still about a gangbang, Scarlett? I’d rather you fuck guys for yourself than to establish my business portfolio.” 


“Please don’t ask me again, sweetheart, or I might not let you watch.” 


My husband had irked me because I wanted to make choices that suited our needs without his reprisals or concern, and he just broke my cardinal rule. He backed away immediately, and Will didn’t bat an eyelid at Frank’s chastisement. 


Good boy, Will, don’t upset my husband. 


“Let me show you the venue, Scarlett. I’ll have four nice and wealthy guys lined up soon, although I don’t think it will be enough to satisfy your libido.” 


We strolled through Serendipity, and I was impressed by its classic Italian style. Unrestrained richness in solid, highly polished wood panels everywhere was matched by teak decking outside and plush carpets inside. I removed my heels, and Will studied me inquiringly. 


“I love the texture and feel of deep pile carpets squishing through my toes, sorry.” 


My lover laughed, but my husband was first to quip. 


“My Scarlett is easily pleased.” 


“I think we both know that isn’t true, Frank. Your wife is challenging to please but very worthwhile if treated properly.” 


I slid one arm through my husband’s, entwining the other with my lover, continuing our stroll toward a party deep inside the yacht. I felt aroused and saw that Will had noticed two tight, sharp peaks where my solid nipples pressed against the little red dress. His surreptitious smile and a lewd wink went unnoticed by Frank, as did my ever-growing moistness inside the Nyxie panties my lover had bought me. 


We turned one more corner and walked through double doors into a cavernous room where naked dancers cavorted with guests. I saw a woman licking whipped cream off one dancer’s breasts, sucking her cherry red nipples, while sliding a hand up and down her pussy, obscured by the shortest dress. 


A guy stood talking to his wife while having his small cock sucked by another dancer who kneeled, guided up and down the husband’s solid shaft by the wife’s hand cupping the back of her head. 


“This is my theatre of dreams. We installed a fuck swing on the stage, especially for your gang bang, Scarlett.” 


“Fucking hell. That was fast.” 


“I anticipated everything just in case you accepted my invitation.” 


“You expected my acceptance, Will?” 


“No, but I hoped you and Frank would come. It was always your choice, as your husband said.” 


“Will you join my fuck team tonight?” 


“No, although I’d love to.” 


“Why can’t you be one of the four or make it a five?” 


He held my hands, glanced at Frank, then stared at me. 


“I want you guys to be successful, and this is an opportunity for you to seal that as a couple. I hope to fuck you again, Scarlett, but it’s up to you. Besides, I don’t have a wife for tonight’s fun.” 


“Okay. Shall I get ready?” 


“I’ll leave you both here and escort your fuck squad down.” 


My husband and I explored the room, a plush cinema and theatre combined. A large stage at the front had a massive white screen wall behind it. At least thirty brown, deep-cushioned leather seats, and sofas were arranged in a high-end cinema configuration running from a few feet in front of the stage upwards on an inclining floor to the rear. 


“There’s a huge projector at the back, Scarlett. Maybe they’ll play a movie while fucking you.” 


“I’ll put your sass down to the excitement and forgive, darling husband.” 


“Sorry, babe.” 


“What do you think Will meant about not having a wife?” 


“I thought that was strange. Perhaps he’s searching for one.” 


“Hmm, it's very odd, Frank. He was adamant about never remarrying.” 


The sex swing was a complicated contraption of webbing straps, light stainless steel chains, pulleys, and buckles dangling from the ceiling to the stage floor. It had a winch with a hand controller and thumb buttons to raise or lower the slut cradled inside. 


I trembled with delicious expectation, about to be presented front and center in the performance of my life, being fucked by many strangers while my husband watched. Even Agent Provocateur couldn’t contain my arousal, and I felt another trickle of shame escape the light tulle fabric. The tiny bead of sweet nectar zig-zagged down, varnishing my silken thighs, leaving a thin, damp trail behind. 


While I inspected the swing, figuring out how to climb into it and what position to be fucked in, people filtered into the cinema, smiling and nodding at me and Frank. A wave of utter horror paralyzed me as one lady approached us with her arm outstretched. 


“Hello dear, I’m George’s wife.” 


She wants me to shake her hand. 


“F-f-fucking what now?” 


“This guy right here who’s been invited to fuck you. I’m his wife.” 


To my utter horror, she pointed at a man nearby, and my head snapped from one to the other, desperately processing what she’d said. He was undressing, smiling lewdly at me while nodding, acknowledging he belonged to the lady shaking my hand. 


Her tone was gentle, and her expression completely calm when my fingers were eventually released. She was a beautiful specimen in her late forties, not far from my mother's age. She kissed my lips gently, cupping my chin while I could not resist. When she approved and nodded, the woman left, tousling her husband’s hair on the way to taking a seat in the front row. 


“You shall enjoy her. This one is an exquisite young lady who will fuck for hours.” 


“I agree. Scarlett is exquisite.” 


“We must ask Will if this one allows home visits.” 


“We could easily accommodate her and the lovely cuckold husband for a weekend.” 


“I might like to enjoy him if she would agree.” 


I hadn’t considered that Frank might get laid due to my infidelity. I’d have to unpack that later fully, but it seemed like a reasonable future step we would take if he were agreeable. 


Will ushered three more couples into the Cinema, who were all smiles and full of excited chatter as though they’d been invited to a red-carpet performance of Hollywood’s latest blockbuster. 


When each guy and their wife had introduced themselves, except one who was missing, the women peeled off and chose seats, where servers set down drinks, bottles of champagne, and large syringes filled with god knows what inside. 


“What the fuck is going on, Will?” 


Frank looked stunned, too, but, in fairness to him, my husband didn’t interfere, and I was pleased about that. 


“You asked for four guys who’d all want to fuck you, and here they are.” 


“With their wives?” 


“Yeah. These couples all have open relationships. The wives asked if they could come and watch your performance, so I agreed. I hope you don’t mind.” 


“They want to watch their husband’s fuck me?” 


“Yes. Look, I’ll be honest, Scarlett. Pretty much everyone upstairs thinks you are gorgeous. The red dress and what’s inside it is all anyone talks about, and there are quite a few disappointed they weren’t invited.” 


I sat down, nervous as hell, and stole Will’s champagne flute, downing its half remaining glass of nectar in one quick jerk backward of my head. I shaded my eyes while sneaking a peek at the wives, who were all gorgeous women. I held out Will’s glass on an outstretched arm. 


“Frank, please fill that up again for me.” 


My husband ran to the nearest couple who had a bottle of champagne. They were a row behind, and I overheard their conversation. 


“Are you the hotwife’s husband?” 


“Umm, yeah.” 


“What’s her name? I arrived late and didn’t introduce myself, sorry.” 


“Scarlett.” 


“Oh, that’s beautiful, and yours?” 


“Frank.” 


“Thank your wife for letting me watch, please, Frank. When I saw her photograph, I wanted my husband to be one of your wife’s lovers.” 


“Okay, well, that’s nice, thank you.” 


My husband almost choked on his words, and I couldn’t believe what was happening either. When he returned, I downed a full glass of champagne like it was water, and I was a thirsty marathon runner. 


Before wiping my mouth and setting the crystal flute down on a table nearby, a feeling of exhilaration surged through me, part alcohol, but mostly, it was an indecent arousal from the question confronting me. 


When did I become such a slut? 


Will knelt before me and slid his hand gently inside my dress, along one silken thigh, tickling my trembling skin until he rested his fingers on two engorged labia that almost burst the gusset of my Nyxie panties. 


“You can’t deny your arousal, Scarlett.” 


“I won’t, but I can’t disguise my shock, either, Will.” 


“There are loads of empty seats in the cinema. Would you like an audience as well?” 


I leered at him, intoxicated by the hedonistic tsunami gripping me, unsure whether I was dreaming or if this was the moment I ascended into the most whoreish hall of fame. My head floated outside my body, screaming. 


Go for it, Scarlett. 


“Scarlett?” 


“Sorry, yes, what?” 


‘Would you like an audience?” 


“I guess so, yeah.” 


Will sprinted away, and I pulled my husband closer, kissing him, enjoying my safe place for a few moments longer before other men arrived to debase me. 


“Umm, shall I cancel this whole thing, Frank?” 


“Why would you do that?” 


“I feel like the whole gang bang idea is getting out of hand. I’m a sexual performer. This is so much more than a cuckolding.” 


“It’s up to you, sweetheart. We agreed it was your call.” 


“If I do this, would you like to stay and watch the full performance?” 


It was a crucial question because I knew it was a step over our boundary if Frank said no. 


“Fuck, yes, please. I was terrified you might banish me, so I shut my mouth.” 


“Good boy, Frank.” 


I sighed and felt an immense release of pressure, wanting to fuck these guys so much. Having the men fuck me before their wives was gripping, and I felt petrified that I’d lost control. 


“Do you need help undressing and getting into the swing?” 


I was goggle-eyed and lost for words when two wives, roughly my age and both drop-dead gorgeous, had left their undressed husbands to descend the cinema’s tapered ramp to offer me support. 


But I’m going to fuck your husband’s. 


“Umm, yeah, please.” 


“Come with us, Scarlett, we’ve all been fucked in this swing at some point.” 


“Okay. Have you been gang banged?” 


“Damn fucking right. We’ve all fucked each other’s husbands as well.” 


While one girl unzipped me, the other gently held my hair out of the way. My dress slid off easily when tugged by its hem, and I stood in underwear, enjoying light kisses from both girls planting their lips and tracing warm wet tongues up one thigh to my ass cheeks and along a shivering spine to my neck. 


“I’d keep the gorgeous necklace on if I were you. It will look great in the movie.” 


“What fucking movie?” 


“Yeah. Will has high-definition cameras recording your performance for his collection. While you’re being filmed from six angles, the movie plays with no buffering delay on the big screen for us to enjoy every tiny detail of our men fucking you.” 


I felt pangs of a rising orgasm tickling deep inside my womb just from thinking about how depraved my behavior was. I glanced at Frank, checking he enjoyed the fun, and noticed both pupils were fully dilated, his cheeks burned bright red, and his mouth agape, which confirmed he was thrilled and aroused. 


I couldn’t believe how things had got this crazy so fast. One of the wives who had slipped my dress off gasped while the other whistled. 


“Nyxie, oh wow, it suits your figure, too. You look so beautiful, Scarlett.” 


“You do, too.” 


She came very close to my ear and whispered. 


“I’m in the Nelson suite later if you want to drop by. I won’t care how messy your pussy is. I shall clean every drop of semen unless your cuckold gets there first.” 


“Be nice to my husband; he may share his dessert with you.” 


She sank to her knees, slid two thumbs into my elastic waistband, took one final admiring look at my body, and slid my underwear to the floor, handing it to Frank once I stepped out. He lifted my Nyxie panties to his nose, breathed deeply, and beamed widely. The woman whose lips were inches from my drenched, swollen labia stared up with nothing but affection for me. 


“You smell divine, Scarlett. Are you ovulating?” 


“Umm, yes.” 


“Do you mind if I taste you, please?” 


“I umm, I… ahh. Fuck, yeah, okay, why not.” 


She gently wriggled two fingers into my damp slit, splitting a creamy furrow that felt sticky. The woman swiped her digits up and down my pussy, brushing a creamy, solid clitoris with the faintest stroke on each pass. I shivered, and both knees buckled, then she withdrew them and offered my bounty to her friend. 


The taster wrapped her hair into a makeshift ponytail before stooping low, seeming desperate to taste me. I watched the woman bearing my cream open and close two fingers like scissors. When spread wide open, tendrils of my sticky cream dangled between both digits like gossamer bunting.  


When she licked her friend’s fingers, then sucked both clean, I saw an expression of appreciation ripple across her face confirming admiration and addiction. 


I was mesmerized and watched their sexual exploitation of me happen in slow motion. Gentle fingers delved between my labia, searching for, then inserted inside a tight, sucking hole that clenched down hard at my will. She swirled, grinning at me, activating the fuck hole about to be stretched wide open by her husband’s cock. 


“Are you harvesting my pussy cream?” 


“You are a ripened fruit, my dear girl.” 


“There is plenty to share.” 


“You’ll need some to lubricate the cocks about to fuck you senseless.” 


She bent both fingers backward, scooping another creamy load of my hormonal arousal. The woman gazed longingly, never averting her eyes, and deliberately took time to ensure I watched her lick every drop of my pussy juice from sticky digits. 


When she stood up, and I was undressed, Frank joined them, helping me with the swing configuration, lifting net straps, tightening webbing, and securing me into position. The swinger’s wives saw his struggle and took control, having both been fucked this way. 


“I suggest lying on your front to start Scarlett. You’re an easier slut to fuck in the cunt and mouth simultaneously. It’s better to suck cock without balls dangling over your eyes when on your back.” 


“I don’t understand. How do you know all of this?” 


“We’re all swingers, sweetie. Perhaps not as exceptional as you, but we all live in the lifestyle.” 


The second wife quickly stepped in and gripped my ass cheeks, digging her fingernails into both silken, firm pillows, raking my skin while I wriggled delightedly. She dragged me closer, gazed lovingly into my eyes, leaned in, and kissed me. 


I was surprised but yielded quickly to soft, sweet lips on fire and an electrifying tongue darting into my mouth that felt divine, exciting, and lifting me. We French kissed deeply for ages, embroiled in one another, while more shameful rivulets of lady cream drenched both thighs. 


I disengaged first, desperate to sample both of their husband’s cocks. They helped me wriggle and lift my weight until I was comfortable in the swing that was tightened when I lay flat on my stomach, facing the tiled floor. I felt the whole swing rise when a motor whirred somewhere, hauling me upwards like a whore to be used.  


One woman handed my husband the controller, then stooped to whisper to me. 


“Can I give you some advice, please, Scarlett?” 


I had little choice, to be honest, because I was strapped into a very comfortable fuck position, pretty much restrained and still reeling in shock and awe from the last half hour. 


“Yes, go ahead.” 


“Get your husband to find you some more fuck buddies. Four isn’t enough if you take their cocks two at a time. It’s just my friendly advice to help your inaugural gangbang. Your husband will love helping out.” 


“You know it’s my first time?” 


“Of course. I wouldn’t let my husband fuck just anyone without checking up on them, to say nothing about our investments.” 


“You checked us out?” 


“Yeah, of course, and while my husband fucks you, I’ll be running financial projections with yours. I know he’s your cuckold, so I won’t touch him inappropriately, although I think he is lovely and somewhat gorgeous.” 


I thought about it, realizing my mistake, not considering that the guys would spit-roast me. I’d counted on there being four men, all fucking my pussy. She watched me mulling it over and knelt down beside me again. 


“You need four pairs to spit roast you plus one if you ask me.” 


“Nine?” 


“No. Ten guys in total.” 


“Fuck, you just said four pairs, that’s eight, plus one more is nine.” 


“The plus one is a pair, too.” 


“What for.” 


“Double penetration. You’ll enjoy being fucked in your pussy and back passage as the final curtain call.” 


“Oh, fuck!” 


Her words bounced around my head, reverberating through my soul and ripping out any inhibitions I had left. I shimmered, quivering like a tired, soaking-wet lamb needing to be fed with cock. 


She laughed and stroked my hair. My nostrils flared when her arousal reached them from a damp pussy less than a foot from my tongue. I wanted her to feed me my first fully loaded cream bun but dared not ask lest it break some protocol I wasn’t familiar with. 


“Did Will tell you another reason all the wives are here?” 


“Go on. I can’t be any more shocked than I am already.” 


“The wives don’t mind their husband’s shooting seed inside you, but they won’t let you keep it, including me.” 


She locked my eyes in a tractor-beam stare as though waiting for me to get to the same line on the page she was on. 


“Oh… Oh, I see. You’re all going to-?” 


“Oh yeah, we have cleanup rights on your pussy. I’m looking forward to sucking my husband’s seed out of your cunt, you fucking naughty girl.” 


Flutters in my womb, where a tickle from a raging oxytocin release, triggered a warm blood rush through my reproductive organs. My body chemistry transformed, and I gripped my husband’s fingers while all the wives left my stage, strolling, giggling, and chatting back to the VIP seats. 


“Frank.” 


“Yes, darling.” 


“Can you get me six more guys, please? It’s going to be a long night.” 



Chapter Eight

Wham Gang Bang Thank You Ma'am

◆◆◆

Frank stayed close by to enjoy my performance, and I was pleased because he boosted my confidence. I looked up, marveling at the heavy stainless steel bolt in the ceiling from which I dangled comfortably, cradled securely in a fuck swing my husband helped prepare and mount me into. 


I’d watched Frank steer out of the cinema cabin door, shaking a few well-wishers’ hands. He would find six more fuck buddies to ream me, making my inaugural gang bang a fuck fest to remember. 


My pussy lips twitched with anticipation as my whole body reveled and trembled in a sordid breeze of decadence that was about to ensue. 


I smiled at my beloved, biting my bottom lip, almost to the point it fattened before splitting, like the twin swollen labia behind which my pussy juices pooled, waiting to lubricate the first cock to slide in and fuck me.  


“Are you okay with this, darling? I worry about you.” 


“No need to be concerned, Scarlett. I think we’re both getting what we want, right?” 


“Yes. I was reluctant, but I don’t think I could turn back now. This gang fuck puts us way over any boundary we might have imagined.” 


“Are you still my loving wife, Scarlett?” 


“Yes, of course, sweetheart. These bulls are excellent fuck buddies, and this lifestyle… well, it lifts me, satisfying a deep urge that I shut out for years. It’s like all of my inhibitions have been crushed to dust.” 


“You’re about to be gang-banged by guys with very long, thick cocks, so inhibitions would be the antipathy to your needs right now.” 


“I’m so happy, Frank. Will you kiss me, please?” 


As he stepped in with a beaming grin, movement flickered from the corner of my eye. I saw my first two swains stroll naked onto the stage to some polite applause from an audience still settling down, ordering drinks, and getting comfortable. 


The massive screen beside me flickered, drawing my attention, and I stared sideways, examining my image in high definition and double lifesize. 


I kissed my husband far too hurriedly and felt ashamed for that, especially since the sight of the cocks about to ream me caused the dam in the almost closed slit between my pussy lips to burst with a thick teardrop of pussy juice gathering weight until it dripped, then slid down my thigh like raindrops beading on a window pane. 


Frank backed away to let the show commence, and I suddenly felt alone. I viewed the giant screen with curiosity, enjoying my curves and how well the lights and camera picked up my body. It was surreal, like watching a pornographic movie with unknown actors, and I felt a little detached from the slutty girl swinging in a fuck chassis with her glistening cunt and asshole on display for the audience. 


With four point-of-view cameras displayed on the screen, one of which was a very close-up of my creamy pussy hole, showing how wet and prepared for fucking I was, there was no escaping a very close examination by my adoring fans. 


A couple of girls strolled up to the screen, pointing at my engorged pussy lips, examining every pore and puffy fold of skin that was magnified for their delight. When they were done and on the way back to their allocated seats, both smiled at me, waving a sign of girl unity. 


Frank summoned my first fuck buddy, asking them to line up their cock with my fuck hole. He lay me forward, face down, then adjusted my height from the floor using the motorized winch until my mouth and pussy were perfectly lined up for the cocks waiting to plunder them. 


When the guys introduced themselves, I was too far gone to remember their names, whimpering and desperate for cock in both holes. I was vulnerable, with my husband gripping both stiletto heel shanks, prising my legs wide open while the swain about to fuck my mouth took a simple wooden seat in front of my face that perfectly presented his cock for my mouth.  


The guy fucking my mouth had a lovely, average-sized cut cock, fully loaded with a glistening layer of pre-cum veneer that smelled so musky the aroma flared my nostrils, activating my inner slut another couple of notches. When his shaft slid gently inside my mouth, I was finally satisfied in total submission, driven on by a massive hit of salty musk on my tongue and back of my throat while a billion synapses exploded in my head. 


I sucked his cock hard, encircling the swollen, smooth, purple glans with my tongue, ensuring I got a full hit of his salty flavor. 


When the puffy pillow of skin wrapping his glans slid past my lips, I breathed in deeply and cricked my neck, making sure a deep throat was available upon his desire. He took full advantage when my swain carefully slid his cock deep until my lips were buried in his pubic bush. 


I choked and enjoyed gripping around his back, helping my fuck buddy rock gently back and forth, face fucking me. I drooled and felt saliva spread across my cheeks, some draining into my nostrils. When he relented and withdrew his solid cock, my swain held out a handkerchief, and while I gagged and coughed, he cleaned up my face. 


“Try again, please.” 


“Are you sure, Scarlett?” 


“One hundred percent. Keep fucking my mouth until you cum down my throat.” 


“Okay, baby girl. Slap my legs if you need me to pull out quickly.” 


His politeness took me aback, as did the broad, pleasant smile on the face of his friend, who bent low to make eye contact with me before fucking my pussy. He looked appreciative, grinning up at me, then my husband, almost like the two were about to shake hands. 


An orgasm tickled deep inside my aching womb just from the lustful thoughts of my debasement and the fact I would have begged them to fuck me. When my fuck buddy pressed his glans against my swollen labia, parting them wide, my inner slut assumed complete control over my body. He thrust gently from the hips, sliding his gnarly, stiff cock balls deep inside my tight cunt while I squeezed the soft tissue walls tightly around his steely flesh. 


My pussy felt tight, having resumed its usual size hours after James had plowed me with his enormous cock the previous day. I focused and clenched hard on my first swain’s cock, enjoying his lewd moaning when my velvet sheath milked him. 


During a breathing space, when my throat swain withdrew his stiff cock, I gasped desperately, catching my breath. From the corner of my eye, I watched a woman crawl along the floor on her back, aiming to get underneath me. I assumed she wanted a better view. I didn’t care because she didn’t matter to me, and neither did the background chatter, continued light applause, and some cheers as I was fucked by two cocks, gently rocking from one to the other. 


I barely registered more people entering the room as they were ushered to their seats by my husband while I was fucked at both ends by two very muscular and gorgeous men. 


Hands gripped my waist, and I swayed gently back and forth in the swing. My mouth was pushed down onto one cock, then my alabaster smooth pussy was hauled onto another until the swollen lips and clitoris, which symbolized my creamy shame, ground into my lover’s pubic hair. 


The action repeated at a metronomic pace, and my face was pushed deep onto the other shaft that slid lasciviously down my throat, gagging me when it blocked my windpipe. 


It was like a sexual fantasy playing out on stage and screen. I closed my eyes, and with little point in listening, I focused on a deliciously salty flavor oozing from the tight, tiny slit on one cock, coating my throat while the other reamed my desperately engorged, slutty hole. 


The first hot rope of salty semen that splashed against the back of my throat activated a gag reflex, and I choked violently but controlled it well, squeezing his delicious cream through my teeth, sucking my cheeks in, gathering every drop of precious baby-making load, then swallowing the whole lot before a next salvo hit my tongue. 


A hot rush of semen flooding my pussy, was decanted from a vigorously jerking cock buried as deep as my lover could reach inside my throbbing cunt. While my husband spread both legs wide to provide excellent access, my lover gripped my waist and pulled me onto his cock, rocking back and forth hard, reaching deep inside while taking me over the edge of an orgasmic chasm. When another salty rope splattered inside my mouth, I retained it in my cheeks, swallowing little, heeding the hotwife’s caution. 


I watched her wriggle underneath me, smiling up while her husband’s cock jerked and twitched, emptying every drop of his precious load into my mouth. 


When her husband withdrew his softening cock, she wriggled some more until her mouth was perfectly lined up with mine. She looked eager but slightly fearful. 


“You saved all my husband’s cum for me, didn’t you, Scarlett?” 


I nodded, terrified of disappointing her. It was quickly becoming apparent how much the wives valued their husband’s seed, even when they allowed the guys to play away, fucking a sluts hole. 


“Good girl.” 


She reached up, gripping me behind the head, and swung me down so that my cunt was presented high up. Someone began licking me out, then sucked each swollen pussy lip, cleaning her husband’s cum from my hole, and I ascended into heaven, shuddering through a massive orgasm. 


My hotwife friend held her mouth open an inch from mine, so I dribbled a few drops of her husband’s seed onto a desperate, outstretched tongue for her enjoyment. She licked her lips, swallowed, and purred delightfully as I fed what rightfully belonged to her. 


“Give me all of it, Scarlett, please.” 


I squirted his seed accurately, hitting her tongue and the back of her throat, enjoying watching her swallow hungrily until my mouth was empty and she’d had her fill. She swilled her husband’s smen around, coating every part of her mouth, as I had, then made a show of swallowing, then blowing cum bubbles, deeply enjoying her husband’s hot, salty seed. 


My pussy was sucked hard and almost desperately eaten out by another wife, urgently clawing open my gaping wide fuck hole with bony, powerful fingers. I watched her face buried deep in my crotch on the big screen through the corner of my eye. 


Whoever was licking my pussy, prised my legs wide open, burying her face deep in my creamy labia. Her nose nudged against my anal whorl, activating a whole new deep taboo desire, reminding me that I still had a double penetration to come. 


When the hotwife below me was satisfied, and her husband disappeared off somewhere, she winked, kissed me deeply on the lips, then wriggled away, replaced by another. The new wife stared at me, smiling while wagging a comedic finger. 


“Don’t you swallow a drop of my husband’s seed, young lady? Do as you would at the dentist… swill as much as you like, then spit.” 


I assumed her husband might be of similar age to her, in his fifties, so when a guy in his mid-twenties sat down and slid his cock inside my mouth, I was astonished, shooting her a confused look. 


“He’s my third husband and is sure to fuck your face very well, young slut. At least when I get home tonight, he’ll be calm enough to fuck me for ages, having been sated down your throat. I can’t stand when he’s frantic for pussy and fucks me like an alleycat.” 


Another cock was guided by hand inside my sloppy wet pussy. It was bigger than the last, stretching my soft tissue walls more but not bottoming out deep inside. I needed more cock and wanted James to fill my aching pussy hole. 


Two exceptionally fit and gentle lovers railed me hard. When it came time for them to cum deep inside my creamy holes, both wives prepared to retrieve what they deemed to be theirs. When their husband’s cocks stopped twitching, I was licked and kissed exquisitely by both ladies, thoroughly enjoying my role as a conduit between husbands and their wives. 


Two more lovers replaced them as my inaugural gangbang progressed with the vim and vigor of a xxx-rated porn movie. My defilement was witnessed by a growing crowd who sounded thrilled by my performance, clinging to my grunts, moans, and whimpers as though watching a penalty shootout at the World Cup. 


I summoned my husband after three couples had railed me in the same position. 


“Can I sit up in this swing, please, Frank? The blood is going to my head.” 


“Of course, but these next two can take turns fucking your pussy because your mouth will be out of range.” 


“No problem. I want a few kisses, anyway. I’m feeling neglected in that regard.” 


My husband flipped the swing through one hundred and eighty degrees until I lay on my back. He adjusted straps, hauling some while loosening others until I sat comfortably. The winch raised me to a correct level for the guys to fuck my cunt, and my husband hooked both my heels in sleeves with straps, tugging them tightly to stretch my legs wide open. 


He stepped between my legs, gripping me around the waist to pull me closer, wearing an expression of deep love, profound respect, and wonder. I frowned and bit my lip like a naughty girl, enjoying how that affected him.  


“You are awesome, Scarlett. You’ve captivated everyone in this room. I really want to kiss you, honey.” 


“Undress first, please, Frank.” 


When he was naked, I wrapped both arms around my husband’s neck, pulling myself further into him until my pussy lips rubbed against his cock. 


“Can you feel how wet my cunt is with other men’s cum?” 


“Yes, their semen is dribbling onto my cock, and I fucking love it.” 


“Have a few strokes inside me and enjoy how loose my cunt is. Use their cum to lubricate your cock.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“I’m positive, honey. Fuck me for thirty seconds but don’t cum inside. You can go last when we’re alone, and no friction is left inside.” 


Frank’s cock felt terrific, but even more enjoyable than that was the ecstasy etched into his face when he went balls deep inside my creamy, gaping wide hole, reaming a sloppy, well fucked pussy. 


“Can you tell I’ve already been fucked plenty?” 


 “Yes. You feel soft, gentle, and warm.” 


“Do you enjoy sloppy seconds, Frank?” 


“Very much.” 


When our lips brushed, I felt a sizzle before his tongue desperately invaded my mouth, seeking any drop of salty semen he could enjoy. He fucked me vigorously, withdrawing shortly before his cock exploded, enjoying a round of applause that rippled through the room as everyone stared at us, totally engaged. 


My tongue tangled with Frank’s, and I knew he enjoyed the salty, semen-loaded veneer coating my soft tissues because he sought them urgently, swallowing what he purloined. 


“Did you taste my lovers, sweetheart?” 


“Yes.” 


“I need to fuck more of them, so could you please step aside and sit down.” 


“Of course.” 


“Because you fucked me, you’ll have another guy’s seed coating your cock.” 


“Shall I wash it off?” 


“No, babe… I’m sure she’ll want to reclaim what’s hers,” 


I nodded towards a wife who stared at my husband’s stiff creamy cock. She kneeled before him, gripped his solid tool, and sucked him before anyone could intervene or protest. It took less than a minute for her to clean Frank, and she smiled, then left him halfway to an orgasm, descending from its edge. 


The next two guys fucked me in cock size order while I sat elevated, holding onto their necks like on a first date fuck, with my forehead bouncing off each of their chests. Both men gripped my ass cheeks tightly, railing my cunt with nice big cocks until each exploded deep inside my well fucked hole, emptying an ocean of baby-making seed inside me. 


One fuck buddy bottomed out on my cervix, rubbing his glans against the soft tissue wall until I ached. The other guy almost reached the same point but fell half an inch shy of the target. Both men rode my cunt to exquisite orgasms, causing my body to shudder, tremble, and explode like I was a Fourth of July fireworks display. 


My body was evolving as though rapturous sex had opened the doors of perception in my mind, sparking new desires. I stared at Frank frequently, blowing kisses while he was mesmerized by the amount of fucking I could take. Wives came and went, cleaning my cum drenched, red raw, overfucked hole, and I wondered whether this might be how villages in antiquity got their women folk pregnant quickly. 


It takes a village to make a child.  


When I was done fucking my final cock and having been cleaned up by the last wife, my new friend Chloe, a hotwife of similar age, helped Frank release me out of the swing. She passed my husband one of the large syringes I’d noticed earlier, but I still didn’t know what was inside. 


“Have you been fucked in the back passage before Scarlett?” 


“Never.” 


“Okay. Frank has a lube gun. Let him insert that inside your asshole and grease you for the guys to fuck.” 


“Who wants to fuck me in the ass?” 


“There are a couple of guys ready to go.” 


“Two men in my ass?” 


“No. You’ll mount one; I suggest you choose the biggest cock and have him inside your pussy.” 


“While the other guy fucks my ass?” 


“That’s it.” 


I stared at Frank, who looked fit to explode. I couldn’t even fire off the question asking if he was okay with my next sexual ascension because he nodded enthusiastically, providing no doubt of his consent. 


“Are you sure about this, sweetheart?” 


“I’m positive, Scarlett.” 


“This v-card was meant to be yours.” 


“You deserve something longer and thicker.” 


I grinned confidently at Chloe, wanting to have both my holes filled up with more cock, hoping I could take the guys. 


“Where are the swains?” 


“On the outside party deck of the yacht where everyone is waiting to watch your final performance.” 


“Fuck! How many people are out there?” 


“I’d say a couple hundred, and they’re already chanting your name.” 


I listened intently, and sure enough, they were cheering. 


Scarlett. 


Scarlett. 


Scarlett. 


My husband held my hand in trembling fingers as we strolled through the yacht, too excited to speak, while the cheers grew louder and more frantic. We were both naked, which would be handy for cleanup and reclaiming once the other guys were done fucking me. Increasing, sticky wetness on both thighs seemed not to matter as my ascendant soul and pounding heart stepped out onto the party deck to a rapturous welcome. 


I saw Will, then James, and one other guy waiting to fuck me. The thought of every one of my pleasure holes being plundered by three men in front of a crowd sent me wildly into a hedonistic trance. 


“There are no wives to clean me up, Will.” 


“I can find volunteers if needs be.” 


I glanced at Frank, who’d raised a hand, wagging his finger from side to side. He looked humiliated, and I worried we’d gone too far, but when he smiled, shrugged, and nodded, I knew everything was fine. 


“I’ll take care of Scarlett once everyone has their turn.” 


They laid a thick gymnasium mat on the highly polished teak wooden deck. James kissed me gently, like a boyfriend who was keen to impress. I lingered with my lips brushing his, enjoying his tongue while holding my husband’s hand tightly. 


The crowd hushed respectfully. Some wives sucked their husband’s cocks, while others were being fucked doggy style while sucking off strangers. An orgy was developing, sparked by the sight of my whoreish body, covered in semen and about to be sullied. 


Frank helped me onto my knees. I planted my palms firmly on the mat and heard whispers of admiration, more so when I arched my back, pointing a sticky, creamy slit high while shuffling my knees wider apart, presenting the best possible target. 


Lube her up! 


Lube her up! 


Lube her up! 


Lube her up! 


“You look incredible on all fours, wife. I’m so proud.” 


“Prepare me for an ass fucking, please, Frank. I’m ready to be filled up in both holes.” 


When he slid the tapered syringe nozzle past my sphincter, it was lubricated by excess semen that pooled there from the guys who had already fucked me. I clenched my anal whorl onto the tapered plastic as it slid deeper inside my back passage because I’d had nothing that size going in this way before. 


“You must relax, Scarlett.” 


“Okay, but will you hold me while they fuck me this time, please. I’m kinda nervous, babe.” 


“Will wants you to suck him off so there won’t be room for me when the other two take up position underneath and behind you.” 


“There’s always room for you, Frank. Just stroke me from the side or hold my hand. I’ll know it’s you. I might need to look at you for confidence that I’m doing okay.” 


“Of course, sweetheart.” 


Frank slid the lube syringe nozzle deeper inside my rectum, stopping only when the syringe plastic backstop rubbed against the ridges of my puckered hole. When he pumped and withdrew the tapered nozzle, Chloe placed a supportive hand on his, making sure he filled my back passage with lube at a steady, even pace. I felt cool grease delightfully fill my rectum, coating my soft tissue walls. 


When Frank pulled the nozzle free, I clenched my sphincter tightly, retaining all the lube I could. I was ready to lose my anal V-card. 


James wriggled underneath me, and I grew excited by the thought of his enormous cock sliding deep inside my pussy. Will came around to the front, wanking his cock steadily, keeping it rock hard, while my husband lay beside me, entwining his fingers with mine, shooting me a confident look. 


I arched my back, sat up on James’ cock, and moaned like a whore when I took it all, and he stretched my creamy hole wide. A few girls in the crowd being reamed simultaneously mimicked me beautifully. 


As I slid down James’ shaft, his glorious smile lifted my self-esteem because he seemed like a young man in love. I couldn’t do anything about that as I frowned and contorted my face enjoying how much my pussy stretched wide, molding herself around the shape of James’ cock. I was sure muscle memory was imprinted deep inside me from the night before when my favorite bull first pumped my cunt full of his virgin seed. 


He gripped my ponytail gently, pulling my head back while leaning forward to whisper. 


“I love you, Scarlett.” 


“I know, but there will be others for you to enjoy, my sweet. I love my husband, but I like you very much.” 


“Thank you.” 


My husband winked and smiled at me. I was sure he enjoyed the fact a young man fucking me had fallen in love. I wouldn’t let it become a problem because I had no feelings for the swains. I fleetingly thought it might be a sweet and fun idea for me to train James as a boyfriend, helping him become a better man and more accomplished lover for a wife who could appreciate what a treasure he was. 


For now, I needed their cocks and as much of that solid flesh crammed deep inside me as a girl could get. 


I gasped and clawed his chest when James bottomed out deep inside my pussy with his bulbous glans pressing hard against my cervix. He was the only man who had fucked me so satisfactorily. His enormous shaft was celebrated inside my pink cathedral by my entire body, and I resolved to take on the challenge I’d considered earlier, carving out a fine husband for a lucky girl. 


James fucked me solidly, gripping my waist while reaming my pussy, widening the creamy fuck hole so many other men had already enjoyed. My husband smiled up and slid a finger onto my clitoris, electrifying me as I ascended into the heavens. He slipped his tongue and mouth on my nipple, sucking hard while my lover fucked me. 


I felt another guy straddle me from behind while James lay still, rocking gently to keep stretching my soft tissue walls. When the second cock pressed against my springy anal sphincter, I wasn’t sure he’d be able to squeeze his reasonably sized cock inside such a tight hole. 


He pressed on and off a few times, slowly spreading my asshole wider until his cock popped in, and I gasped, brushing Frank aside so I could kiss James deeply. I felt afraid and with my guts unusually full but in no mood to stop the guys from degrading me. When my swain gripped my hips with powerful fingers and leaned in, his cock slid deep inside my back passage, bottoming out while I screamed. My rectum squashed his flesh while my pussy clenched on and off James’. 


“I’m so fucking full, Frank.” 


“That’s great baby. Are you enjoying it?” 


“This is so fucking good, honey… thank you.” 


When I arched my back, rising, enjoying both fuck holes being crammed full of stiff cocks, Will gripped my head and slid his veiny shaft past my lips, deep inside my mouth. 


I bit down a little too hard, and Will flinched. An intense pain in my back passage had provoked a bite response, so I eased off, squirming on two cocks while James tweaked my nipples, expending immense sexual energy. 


Frank’s finger dragged my creamy pearl from side to side, and he chewed my left nipple, rocking my world while James’ cock did the same inside my cunt. Gradually, my back passage stretched wider, and the swain, with his cock buried deep inside, started fucking me.  


Soon, my pain became overwhelming pleasure. I orgasmed quickly, squirting juices that almost sprayed through the gap between my tight pussy seal and a well-hung lover's cock. 


The guy with his cock buried deep inside my asshole began fucking me harder while James’ unrelenting shaft slid against his friends, separated by the thinnest tissue membrane inside me. 


All the while, Will carefully fucked my mouth, making sure I had time to breath regularly, holding my cheeks firmly in his palms. 


With three swains fucking me and my husband wanking my clitoris while chewing a nipple, I was a constantly erupting volcano of ecstasy. I closed my eyes and focused on milking two cocks that utterly filled my holes while relaxing my throat to let Will fuck it, breathing when I could, calming myself while the men worked me expertly as though I were a prized, well-paid whore. 


Taking three cocks at once wasn’t easy, and it took all my effort to ensure each was enjoying their visit inside me. It was definitely worth it, being the most profound sexual experience of my life. 


I blocked out their rapturous applause and cheers and thought of myself and Frank proudly. We’d been on a sexual journey, and this moment felt like an important milestone. My husband could not be cuckolded any more profoundly than in this moment, watching three men enjoy my fuck holes from inches away. 


I’m ascending. He’s proud, humiliated, aroused, and we’re a strong couple. 


My back passage swarmed with hot seed as my fuck buddy jerked his load deep inside, coating my married woman’s rectum with a shameful veneer while every lump, vein, and gnarl of James’ cock left its signature inside my pussy walls as he pounded me mercilessly. The ass fucking cock slid out of my back passage, and I clamped the tiny sphincter shut tight, holding his cum inside me. I was already rolling through wave after wave of climax that slammed into me like massive waves grinding away granite cliffs. 


Will tapped my head, and I prepared for the semen that wouldn’t be shared with any hotwife. He came in hot streams of salty, musky seed, splashing the back of my throat while his son’s cum painted my cervix and pussy. 


Their cocks jerked deep inside me while Frank wanked my hard pearl nub furiously. I swallowed a mouthful of seed, shuddering violently, gripped by a powerful orgasm, barely able to see. Will withdrew his cock while I dragged my lips across the creamy shaft, taking all the salty load I could. 


James gripped my ass cheeks, raising me while slamming his cock deep inside half a dozen times more to decant every drop of seed out of his balls and prostate. 


I dragged my husband to my face, needing to share the moment with my true love. We kissed, Frank shared the semen I passed over on my tongue, and we both swallowed my bull’s salty load while another man wrung the biggest orgasm of my life out of me on his giant cock. 


I collapsed on my lover, enjoying the vigorous twitching of James’ cock deep inside my cunt while my husband stroked my back, then reached down and gently fingered my back passage. 


When Frank helped me to my feet, the crowd went wild, and people reached out, stroking me in appreciation as though I were a pop star. When we walked back inside the yacht, hands were outstretched to shake mine or pass a business card to my husband. 


In the middle of a luxurious lounge, surrounded by new friends while dripping other men's cum onto the wooden parquet floor from my gaping cunt, I kissed my husband. He kept dipping his fingers inside my pussy, harvesting the cum dribbling freely from my gaping wide hole before licking and swallowing his prize. 


“What’s next, Scarlett?” 


“We’re going to the Nelson suite, husband.” 


“What’s there?” 


“Chloe. You’ll enjoy my pussy, while she cleans the other hole.” 
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