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    The Cuck Life 1 
 
      
 
    My name is Charles and this is the story of how my cuckold life began. 
 
    I met Melanie five years ago. She was working a second job, waitressing at a local pub that catered to yuppies in our neighborhood. It wasn’t super popular, but there were some regulars and I liked they didn’t play crazy loud techno music like the other places.  
 
    She had a perfectly tanned, smoking hot body. The kind of top-tier genetics that triggered all men’s deepest evolutionary desires to mate with. She wore the shortest miniskirts and tight dress shirts with the fabric so thin her bra would be on full display. It wasn’t even the dress code. She just did it because she enjoyed making men drool over her. Guys would just drop whatever they were doing and stare whenever she walked by. She had stuck up bitch face to match too, and always wore makeup, which accentuated her eyes and lips to great effect.  
 
    Her arrogant expression kept all the timid guys at bay, which was 99% of everyone in our age group. Most of them wouldn’t dare to even hold eye contact for more than 2 seconds, much less approach her. The only guys who tried to hit on her were the old rich guys who occasionally came in to catch some sports. I heard some of them were the bar owner’s friends. I noticed she would loosen up a bit with them, and sometimes crack a disinterested smile. 
 
    As for me? I was new in town after taking a job transfer out of the big city. As a network engineer for a major telco, my job consisted mainly of supervising fiber optic cable installations. Fascinating, I know.  
 
    I was also a scrawny geek who’d been single since my last girlfriend dumped me three years ago. Not much of a drinker but I frequented the place, mostly on Friday nights. What can I say? It was better than being home alone. Work was spiritually unrewarding and I was lonely. I’d taken a break from trying to find a partner via dating apps. The digital scene was stacked against average guys like me, so for the time being, I planned to just hang out alone for a bit until I got some new inspiration. 
 
    Spoiler warning: despite the odds, Melanie and I eventually became a couple. The only reason we hit it off was that I never gave myself a chance in hell. The lack of ulterior motives or desires allowed me to act (and treat her) like a normal human being. She would stop to chat when the crowd got thin, usually nearer to closing time. She probably saw me as the only straight guy around who didn’t solely objectify her for her body. 
 
    Turns out that once you got past her bitch shield, she was actually quite a nice person. I found out she had a day job doing admin for a small local advertising firm. She was single at the time and would turn 23 come July. She rented a house with her mum and step-sister, and they had some other rooms which they sub-let to college students. From her stories, I inferred that money was tight and that she had some daddy issues (duh).  It seemed her mum and step-sis not only had a closer relationship with one another, but they also shared the same body type. Both were fat and had round bodies, which was the opposite of Melanie. I figured she must have inherited her father’s genes. 
 
    I listened to her attentively, but I knew well enough to steer clear of those sensitive subjects. Although she treated me well, sometimes she would get emotional or show flashes of anger when she thought someone was trying to bully her. It was rare, but it did come out occasionally, especially when the other person was also hot, young, and female.    
 
    But I’m getting too far ahead of the story. 
 
    We became good friends. Our pub was right near an indie movie theater, so we ended up catching late-night screenings after her shift, and these became the highlight of my week. I never thought of them as dates, it was just our Friday night routine. The cinemas were mostly empty except for other couples. After the movies, we’d drive around the hillsides in her old Honda. Sometimes we’d stop for some fresh air and look at the city lights, sometimes we’d just cruise around. Usually, she requested I take the wheel. We swapped life stories, and the mood was always a little melancholic.  
 
    Meanwhile, I still acted as though the relationship was platonic, even when she started holding my arm and leaning on me during the movie. I don’t know what to tell you, except that I’m not a moron. It’s just that she was so out of my league that I must have put up mental barriers as a safety mechanism. I wanted to avoid the pain of rejection. Apart from burying my nose in her head and inhaling the scent of her long dark hair, I made absolutely zero moves on Melanie. 
 
    One Friday night, after our movie (I don’t even remember what the film was), she told me her mum was still at work doing an annual stock take (Mum worked at a liquor distributor). It was around 2 in the morning and she wanted to make sure her mum was okay. She told me her boyfriend should accompany her.  
 
    When the realization dawned on me that I was the one she was referring to, it felt kind of surreal. To tell you the truth, I was also scared. I didn’t know if I could handle this kind of woman. In the back of my mind, I also knew that my rejection or potential future breakup would make her go crazy. As I highlighted earlier, there were warning signs. Either way, I wasn’t going to reject her.   
 
    As we kissed deeply, Melanie asked if I liked her for her body or her personality. I said both, which made her happy. After we checked on her mum (she introduced me as her boyfriend), we drove back to her place and made out passionately in her room. We had a few hours left until dawn.  
 
    When she took off her bra I thought I was dreaming. She took the lead, making me caress her full round breasts and sucking on her nipples exactly the way she wanted. When she slipped out of her skirt and g-string I longed for nothing more than to bury my face in her beautiful shaved pussy and lick her to orgasm. 
 
    But Melanie had other plans, she was urgently rubbing my dick and pulling my pants down. She had a condom, and she was having trouble rolling it on me. My erection just wasn’t hitting top gear. Not that I wasn’t aroused by her. No straight man wouldn’t be. I was just so intimidated that I was suffering from performance anxiety. It had been so long since I’d had sex and suddenly, I was doing it with the hottest woman I’d ever known. Plus, it was now close to 4 am. We had been up the whole night, and I regretted the couple of beers I’d downed at the pub. 
 
    After a while, I could sense Melanie was upset. She had a way of twitching her nose when she was angry. She thought I didn’t find her attractive, and I guessed this never happened with other guys. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” I said. “It’s just that….I’ve wanted you for so long that I blew it. I wasn’t ready for how sexy you were.” 
 
    She felt a little better after hearing that, her nose stopped twitching. We kissed and cuddled until we fell asleep, the condom still wrapped around my limp dick. I desperately wanted to try again but I couldn’t take the risk. The moment had passed. But there was no hurry, we were in a relationship now. 
 
    The next night onwards she started staying over at my place. This time I initiated the sex, being well-rested and eager to make up for yesterday. I was as hard as a rock this time, but my body couldn’t resist as Melanie’s expert fingers stroked me to an orgasm in her hands. She made me ejaculate effortlessly into a condom in under 60 seconds. It was like she had some magic insight into how to pleasure a guy, and she knew exactly when to crank up the intensity exactly when I was on the verge of cumming. It was also the first time a woman had ever cupped and played with my balls. 
 
    It felt amazing. 
 
    “It’s alright baby,” she smiled softly as we lay naked in each other’s arms. “You can take care of me next time. We have all the time in the world.” 
 
    I felt relieved to have such an understanding girlfriend. But I was still a little worried because just staring at her tight ass alone often sent me close to the edge. 
 
    Monday came around eventually, and I started driving her to work. Melanie wore a black button shirt and a short white skirt to the office, with a sweater tied around her waist. When I dropped her off, she untied the sweater and put it on, which allowed me to see her backside. To my surprise, the back of her skirt was translucent. Her full rounded ass was on display and I could see her black g-string accentuating the whole scene. She often complained about her sexist office culture and the harassment by the boss, yet she dressed like that?? 
 
    When I arrived at my office, I found she’d sent me a text to ask if I liked her outfit. She said the sweater was to cover herself so that mum wouldn’t get mad at her for showing off her ass. I didn’t know how to respond to that. Out of all the other guys she could have been with, she’d picked me. We had a special trust and openness in our relationship. Melanie told me that when we were together, she felt comfortable and loved for who she really was. It was true. With me, she never had to hide or put on a façade.  
 
    All things considered, I decided to do what a supportive boyfriend would have done. I replied that it was sexy as fuck and that I couldn’t wait to get her alone after work. That was also true, I was incredibly aroused. It was going to be a long day at work. 
 
    Fast forward to dinner that evening and Melanie was telling me about her workday.  
 
    “We played a game today. Everyone had to pretend it was doomsday and choose a colleague to fuck for two hours. We wrote it down in secret and then someone counted up the scores.” 
 
    “That’s terrible!” I exclaimed, secretly hoping that she had refused to participate, now that she wasn’t single anymore.  
 
    “No, they’re just having fun. You’d love them once you get to know them. I picked Dave, he’s the black guy in sales I told you about. All the girls think he’s super hot.” She giggled. 
 
    “Isn’t that just giving the guys leads about who they should hit on?” I argued. I kept my tone calm and reasonable like I was just making an innocent inquiry. But inside I was jealous and angry. My girlfriend worked 8 hours in a 33-person office with her entire ass exposed, and during that time she’d let everyone know that she chose to fuck ‘Dave the black guy from Sales’. If the dude had a single ounce of testosterone in him, he’d have taken that as an invitation.       
 
    “Don’t be silly, baby,” she pouted at me. “They all know you’re my boyfriend.” 
 
    Okay, that was that. I had to let it go. I hoped I didn’t sound too old-fashioned or prudish. My ex-girlfriend left me because I was too insecure. I didn’t want to let that happen again. I’d just have to be more open-minded and accept that this kind of thing was the norm in her industry. 
 
    “And your boss?” I asked. She’d told me earlier that he’d been hitting on her the whole day. 
 
    “Early on I caught him me out from the window reflection. Then later he found every excuse to get me into his office. When I was inside, he tried to get me to bend over by picking up stuff from the ground. I gave him the finger and told him to go fuck himself,” she said. 
 
    “Wow, sounds like a real creep. Isn’t he married?” 
 
    “Yea, he’s got four kids. Vanessa took me out to the car park to show me his new Lambo last week. If only he wasn’t in his sixties,” she sighed. “Or such a dirty old man. Did I tell you his office floor is mirror polished? Vanessa’s dress code is short skirts only.” 
 
    Vanessa was the boss’s blonde personal assistant, and one of the few hot girls that Melanie seemed to get along with. From the stuff she told me, I got the feeling that Vanessa was fucking the boss on the side for cash. I hoped Melanie wouldn’t be similarly tempted. She wasn’t materialistic, but she was a realist. It was her response to the way most men of the world treated her since puberty: like a sex object. 
 
    We started making out on my living room couch. My place had a modern design with wide glass windows. The lights were on and the curtains weren’t drawn, meaning that anyone who walked past could have seen inside if they wanted to. 
 
    I kissed and caressed her breasts inside her shirt. Her large nipples stiffened as I tweaked them. There was little obstruction because she’d already tossed her bra during dinner. The silk thing was hanging off the dining table chair.     
 
    Melanie knew I was horny. She reached for my cock and instantly I got hard. My ex had touched and stroked me the same way in the past, but the pleasure I got from a really hot girl like Melanie made it feel like night and day. It’s like her sexuality amped everything up to eleven. 
 
    Ever since that first time I came in her hands, Melanie was merciless. She loved fulfilling my physical needs, but she also enjoyed making me ejaculate fast. I felt humiliated every time, but my orgasms were intense, the best I ever had.  
 
    Of course, if I couldn’t resist her expert hand job, then that was on me. It meant I wasn’t worthy of sexual penetration, much less of reproducing with her. Her luscious hips and thighs were a constant reminder of how fertile she was, and I ached to one day cum deep inside her without a condom. 
 
    But right now, I had to set the record straight. The sexual balance of power was currently heavily tipped in her favor. To restore it, the first step was to make sure she didn’t jerk me off again. 
 
    “Stop, babe,” I said. Pushing her hands off my crotch, I knelt in front of her and started tugging off her booty shorts. “I want to kiss you down there.” 
 
    “Are you going to take off my panties here? Your window’s open, someone could see,” Her eyes widened and she glazed over. I could tell the idea turned her on. 
 
    “It’s only for a short while,” I said as I peeled off her g-string, exposing her hot and completely bald pussy.  
 
    “I didn’t think you’d be so daring….ahhhh!” she moaned, as my tongue made contact with the length of her slit. 
 
    She tasted amazing, and I’m proud to say I gave her the first two orgasms of our relationship that night. It was a huge milestone for us, and it did wonders for my ego. If the option was open, I would have kept my face buried in her juices forever. I even kissed and made out with her anus! I’d never tried that sort of thing before, but the sight of her intimate hole was so arousing, that it felt like the most natural thing in the world to do. 
 
    The risk of being seen by strangers just made our lovemaking hotter. 
 
    After she came the second time, it was my turn. She made me sit on the couch as she pulled my pants down and expertly rolled on the condom. Now it was my turn to have my sex organ exposed to the outside world. My rubberized cock twitched and nodded in anticipation. We couldn’t tell if anyone was watching because it was bright inside and dark outside. It was a calculated risk since my place was on a quiet street and very few people there ventured out for walks at night. In any case, it wouldn’t have mattered. We were too horny and too far gone to care. 
 
    She watched my face intently as she played with my balls, forcing me to maintain eye contact. Jesus, those fingers! She smiled whenever I moaned and squirmed in pleasure. Then she climbed up and sank down onto my dick. Her tight pussy clamped on my manhood like a velvet vice. Even with the condom on, the feeling was exquisite. Her vaginal muscles squeezed and milked my engorged shaft, swallowing me up deeper and deeper as though it was starving. Before long, I succumbed, spasming wildly as I ejaculated my seed into the rubber barrier, the only thing preventing my semen from entering her womb. How I hated it. 
 
    We were both sweaty and exhausted, but very satisfied. 
 
    Melanie held my head in her hands and kissed me. “Thank you for making me cum, baby. I love you…” 
 
    I kissed her back. “I love you too.” 
 
    A couple of months later her company won a prestigious award for one of their ads. It was a pretty big deal considering most of the winners were usually the industry goliaths. Melanie’s boss gave a special bonus to the creative team out of his own pocket, but as part of the official award, their agency received four tickets to a weekend all-expenses-paid stay at a luxury resort in the Bahamas. 
 
    Vanessa leaked to Melanie that their boss had given her two tickets. This pissed Mel off. She helped worked on the project too, although hers was a minor admin role. Vanessa didn’t. She stormed into Vincent’s office and demanded the other two tickets. 
 
    He leered at her as he named his price. She had to give him the underwear that she was wearing, right there and then. He brought out Vanessa’s pair of pink silk panties from his pants pocket and sniffed them just to show her the proof. When I heard the story, the first thing I realized was that since his office floor was essentially a mirror, and Vanessa was only allowed to wear short skirts, it meant that he would have been able to see her pussy the entire day. 
 
    My heartbeat was starting to race. I pulled Melanie in closer, and when I lifted the back of her short flared skirt, the mirror on my bedroom cabinet showed me her ass was completely bare. She was so close she must have felt my dick twitch in my briefs. 
 
    Melanie stood on tiptoe and kissed me. “We’re going on a vacation, baby.” 
 
    We flew into the Bahamas on a direct flight that took us less than 4 hours. Calling it paradise is cliché, but that’s the only word I could think of as the plane circled for landing. Large stretches of pink and white sand were lapped by turquoise sea water on one side and coconut palms on the other. There were tourists but it wasn’t crowded or messy. To celebrate, I’d purchased a sexy white bikini for Melanie and we were both looking forward to her wearing it outside. 
 
    When we finally arrived at the resort, we saw that our villa was set amidst lush tropical gardens and very close to the beach. Inside the compound were two separate buildings. Melanie and I would be taking the left one while Vanessa and her boyfriend would be in the other. In between our buildings was our shared private pool and jacuzzi, which was already occupied when we got there. 
 
    Imagine our surprise when we saw that Vanessa’s partner for the vacation was not her boyfriend but none other than their boss Vincent. I watched Melanie’s face closely and her shock was genuine, meaning Vanessa hadn’t told her. They were already getting it on in the jacuzzi before our arrival interrupted the proceedings. 
 
    Introductions were quickly made. I’d met Vanessa before, but this was my first time meeting Vincent. He said he’d heard a lot about me and asked me to call him Vince. Vince was pretty good-looking with a lean muscular profile and grey hair. For a sixty-something-year-old, he was in very good shape. I guessed he was on TRT or something. He didn’t look or act sleazy in person, but he was sarcastic and cocky with the girls. 
 
    Vanessa had a really pretty face, but her body was slimmer and less curvy than Mel’s. Her breasts were popping though, it was clear she’d gotten a boob job since the last time I saw her. I vaguely remembered Mel bitching about it some time back. She looked great in her tiny red bikini. 
 
    The afternoon weather was warm and we took advantage of the sunshine to hit the beaches. When the girls were walking up ahead, hand in hand, Vince patted me on the back and said “Look at that tight ass! Charles, you are one lucky man to be able to hit that every night.” It was purposely loud enough for the girls to hear and Melanie flipped him the bird without looking back. I noticed after that her strut was more accentuated and that she arched her back further, pushing her chest out. She was clearly enjoying the attention. Privately, I agreed with Vince. That bikini was made for her. 
 
    Vince had obviously been there before. He led us to a private beach, where the sign said ‘clothing optional’ and we all went in. In the periphery of my vision, I could already see many couples walking around naked so I was very reluctant, but the girls were giggling with excitement. There were young couples, old couples, and black and Hispanic couples who were all sunbathing topless or completely nude. 
 
    I heard the girls comparing notes about a black guy we passed. He had a huge cock that swung like an elephant trunk as he walked. He grinned and checked them out as well. He was holding hands with an older Asian woman. The lady put her petite hand on his cock as a warning to keep their eyes and hands off her property. I could tell Vanessa and Melanie were having fun teasing out jealous reactions from the other ladies. 
 
    Anyway, all that nudity made me uncomfortable so I watched some surfers doing their thing instead. Vince and the girls were also starting to talk more about work-related topics, so I stayed a little farther back from the group. Without the insider context, it all seemed boring, the last thing I wanted to subject myself to on a tropical island. 
 
    Earlier during our walk, I’d pulled Mel aside and whispered that if she didn’t like the situation, I’d be more than happy to book another villa further away. 
 
    “It was kinda awkward at first, but I guess it’s fine now. He’s my boss. It’d be even weirder if we stayed somewhere else,” she replied. My priorities were her comfort and happiness, so as long as I knew she was fine then I was too. 
 
    About an hour later, the girls decided to go topless, much to Vince’s approval. He made a lot of comments comparing their breasts and complimenting Melanie on being so big and natural. He didn’t seem to care if I was around. The girls didn’t seem to mind either. When he told them that they were giving him a boner, they dared him to get naked and show them his ‘old man dick’. 
 
    I think it was the ocean vibes and the sexually charged atmosphere, but after another hour, the girls were begging for all of us to get completely naked together. I decided it was my cue to leave. I wasn’t comfortable getting naked in public, plus I was a bit left out of the conversation, so we agreed to meet back at the restaurant for dinner. 
 
    When we reconnected, they seemed happy and the mood was light-hearted. Vince winked and nudged me in the ribs. 
 
    “Very nice, Charles. Very nice,” he sighed looking in Melanie’s direction, as she pulled on her summer dress over her bikini. “You missed a lot. I always knew Vanessa was a natural blonde.” 
 
    Vanessa stuck out her tongue at him. 
 
    We retired back to our separate units after a wonderful seafood dinner. The ocean breeze fluttered our curtains and we could still smell the sea. City life felt like a different universe. We started making out on the couch in the soft lighting. 
 
    Melanie told me how they’d all gotten naked, saying she and Vanessa wanted to avoid tan lines. I knew it wasn’t the only reason but I didn’t mind. 
 
    “Vince is actually really hung,” Mel said, eyes wide open as she broke our kiss. “Not as big as the black guy this afternoon, but still huge. I couldn’t believe he was bigger than you. Much bigger.” I felt the words sting at my ego, but I knew she didn’t mean to hurt me, she was just stating a fact. I also got a little aroused whenever she openly confessed her sexual turn-ons like this.  
 
    I considered telling Mel that during dinner, I’d noticed Vince discreetly taking a pill that looked suspiciously like Viagra. 
 
    “It all makes sense now, that slut Vanessa’s always been a total size queen,” she continued.  
 
    “Did it turn you on?” I asked.  
 
    “A little. Wait, did you mean Vince or the black guy?” 
 
    I ignored her question to focus on the bigger picture. I’d already pondered and internally debated this issue for a long time. This was as good a time as any to tell her. 
 
    “Mel,” I said. “I…I want you to know that I’m okay if you want to sleep with other men who are bigger than me. You’re the love of my life. As long as we’re together, I’m fine with that.” 
 
    After the first few months of our relationship, I finally accepted there were some things I lacked sexually. She was my soul mate and I didn’t want her to fool around behind my back.  
 
    “I love you too baby. Thank you for being so good to me,” she said. Melanie looked deep into my eyes, feeling how vulnerable I was. And I was, baring my soul to her like that. I took comfort in the fact that a real man puts his girlfriend’s needs above his own. 
 
    Our passionate kissing was interrupted by the sounds of Vince and Vanessa fornicating in their unit opposite. 
 
    “Ohhhh gawd, it’s so deep!” came the sound of Vanessa’s voice. We could hear the slapping sounds of flesh on flesh and the rocking of a table on its wooden legs. 
 
    “Can your boyfriend fuck you like this?” Vince grunted. 
 
    “N….no. You’re so much bigger than him, he has a tiny dick!” 
 
    Melanie rose on the couch to check out their silhouettes. “OMG, that’s so annoying,” she said. I could tell she wasn’t faking irritation from the way her nose twitched. Before I could stop her, she bounced off the couch and ran outside.  
 
    “Everyone can hear you, keep it down!” she yelled.  
 
    We were both unprepared for what happened next. As my girlfriend passed the swimming pool, Vanessa burst out of the door, completely nude. She ran up and planted a kiss on Melanie. Mel’s eyes widened in surprise and her head partially turned to look at me. Before I got close, Vanessa had already grabbed Melanie by the arm and dragged her into her building. The door slammed shut behind them. I caught a flash of Vanessa’s huge tits and blonde pubic triangle before both girls disappeared from view. 
 
    In a state of semi-disbelief, I staggered over to their bedroom window. Like our unit, it was open and the curtains were fluttering, giving me access to what was happening inside. Peering in, I saw Vince, also in the buff and seated on the couch.  Mel was right, even from far he looked huge. Much longer and thicker than me. 
 
    She was back in her white bikini. Her summer dress had been ripped off and it lay discarded on the floor together with whatever clothes the other two had been previously wearing.   
 
    Then, the two girls knelt in front of Vince and sucked on his penis! I watched hypnotized as Vanessa’s tongue traveled from the tip of Vince’s cock downwards while Melanie’s tongue licked his balls before slowly moving north. It was a long trip but their tongues met in the middle and intertwined for a deep kiss.  
 
    I was aroused and jealous to see such a different side to Mel. She was always the dominant one in our relationship. I’d always worshipped her body, not the other way round. She’d never even given me a blowjob before. But in this scene, she was the exact opposite. Not only was she worshipping Vince’s cock, Vanessa even held her chin when they shared a kiss. 
 
    The eroticism of her submissive attitude shook me to the core of my being.  
 
    The girls received the fucking of their lives. What they did to Vince would have made me cum in less than 10 seconds, but thanks to his possible chemical enhancements, i.e. Viagra, he was immune. They stroked, licked, sucked, kissed, and played with his erection to no avail. It stood there, rock hard in its glory, always demanding more.  
 
    Defeated, Vanessa and Melanie became his sex slaves, catering to his every lustful and perverted desire.  
 
    He made Mel take off her bikini and lie down on the edge of their bed. Still standing, he gripped her feet, fingers interlocking with her toes as he raised her legs high up, exposing her bald pussy to him. I could still see a sheen of fresh saliva on his cock and balls. 
 
    Vanessa grasped Vince’s love muscle and helped to push him into Melanie’s slit. Vince and Mel groaned as he went deeper inch by inch. Her face was contorted in pure pleasure. 
 
    “Oh my god you’re fucking huge!” she screamed.     
 
    “It feels sooo good doesn’t it babe?” asked Vanessa looking down at Melanie. 
 
    Before she got an answer, Vanessa climbed on the bed and lowered her blonde cunt onto Melanie’s face. She gave a wicked and triumphant laugh as she forced Mel to service her pussy orally. Vince was also wearing a huge grin as he pumped in and out of Mel. He squeezed Mel’s boobs and then Vanessa’s as if comparing fruits at the grocer. Vanessa leaned forward to kiss him, her hands on his chest, completing the triangle. Her eyes looked down all the time, marveling at his alpha cock buried deep inside my girlfriend. 
 
    Before long Melanie was building up to a huge orgasm. Vince knew it too. He slowed down on purpose to tease her. 
 
    Melanie opened her eyes. I thought I saw a faint twitch in her nose.  
 
    “Ahhh…you bastard,” she said. “Don’t stop! I need to cum.” 
 
    “Say please, daddy,” said Vince with a cocky smirk. 
 
    “Please daddy!” said Melanie. “Don’t stop….unghhh!” 
 
    “Tell me how hard you want daddy’s cock to fuck your hot little cunt,” Vince said. 
 
    “Unghhh….fuck me harder daddy! Fuck my tight little cunt hard and make me cum!” Melanie screamed.  
 
    As he resumed his powerful fucking of her, I realized the intense sensations his oversized (and very long) dick could provide my girlfriend were something few men could compete with. I shuddered to think that Melanie would become addicted to it.  
 
    She didn’t resist it for much longer. After a few minutes of pumping, Melanie orgasmed hard all over that monster cock. I knew from the exact the way her toes curled up, how she closed her eyes and bit her lower lip that she wasn’t faking it. Her body shuddered for what seemed like an eternity. How had it happened so quickly? 
 
    Vince was far from done. He made them swap positions multiple times. He fucked Vanessa doggy style while she licked Mel’s pussy and vice versa. His cock also gave Vanessa a powerful orgasm. She screamed equally loud. The whole resort must have heard the girls scream because neither one of them held anything back. 
 
    After that, he watched them soothe each other’s stretched pussies in a 69 before again introducing his cock into all their holes. Even with the dick pills, this old man had the stamina of a pro athlete. I could tell his ego was over the moon by the way the girls were writhing and moaning while being impaled on his cock. 
 
    I don’t think condoms occurred to any of them at any point in the threesome. The whole thing went down unprotected. He even made the ladies take turns cleaning his bare cock after he took them anally! I was ashamed to feel how my hard-on felt as I watched the view of Mel’s back as she sank down onto his pole, her ass taking him so deep it must have hurt. I couldn’t make out what they were saying but Mel’s hands were around Vince’s neck, holding him close. Her skin glowed with perspiration and I could see her bikini tan lines highlighted in the soft yellow light. She looked so beautiful. 
 
    All I could do was stare at them in jealousy while accepting that Mel’s mouth and ass were off-limits to my dick. He pumped like a machine until he was close to orgasm. Then the thrusting started to become more erratic.  
 
    “My wife begged me to stop cheating on her,” roared Vince as he orgasmed into my girlfriend’s tight asshole. “I told her it’s not cheating to unload into a fleshlight!”  
 
    His cock and balls spasmed and pumped until their contents had been fully released as deeply as possible. I counted at least seven times. His syrupy-looking pole slipped out of her asshole still semi-erect and Vanessa’s mouth was waiting to slurp it up. 
 
    Vince kissed Melanie. “Ahhh….I think she loves the taste of your ass on my cock. That’s going to be her favorite flavor from now on.” 
 
    My balls were sending their own warning signals, so I tugged my pants down in a hurry, hoping to free my dick before it was too late. I barely cleared my boxers before I ejaculated, splattering lines of cum onto the wall. It made me lightheaded. This was my first orgasm as a grown adult without any physical contact. I realized my boxers already had a huge wet spot on them from all the precum. 
 
    An hour later Melanie returned to me, tired but utterly satisfied sexually. Vince had bathed the insides of both their pussies and asses with a sticky load of cum. Even his fourth orgasm produced more cum than mine. It was remarkable. He was twice my age yet he outperformed me thoroughly in almost every department.   
 
    I sensed she was a little remorseful about letting Vince spurt his cum so deep inside her. I did my best to calm any pregnancy fears as I gently soothed her stretched and swollen pussy with my tongue. It seemed only natural to suck up and swallow as much of Vince’s cum as I could, although I knew most of it was so deep I’d never get it out. It was a little weird at first, but it didn’t taste any different from my own cum, which Mel sometimes made me lick from her fingers. 
 
    As she squirmed with pleasure, her anal muscles reflexively clenched, making a huge glob of sperm ooze out of her asshole. Without hesitation, I sucked that up as well and continued to lick her clean. It was so erotic to think about Vince’s huge cock and Vanessa’s lithe pink tongue inside her barely ten minutes ago. I felt my member stiffen up again as I performed my duties eagerly. Spreading her asscheeks wider, I dove my tongue deeper into her intimate hole as Melanie moaned and told me how much she loved me. 
 
    It felt amazing to finally fully embrace my cuckold role in our relationship. Melanie was my goddess, and I wanted to be with her for the rest of my life. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Lauren And Me 1 
 
      
 
    Wherever Lauren went, men drooled after her like ravenous wolves. Not surprising. I mean, most if not all straight men find attractive Asian women extremely desirable. Plus, my wife was slightly taller and curvier than average. She also had a baby face and shoulder-length hair which she dyed blonde. It made her look distinctive. What I’m trying to say is, her looks awakened two primary animal instincts in men, which were to protect and to mate, usually both at the same time. 
 
    I was no different. I fell in love the first time I laid eyes on her. 
 
    When we met, I figured she had to be a fitness model or something of that nature. Turns out I was totally off the mark. Not only was she not a model, she didn’t even work out in the slightest! On top of that, she was conservative like no one else I knew. I’d never dated Asian girls before. Unlike most women her age that lucked out in the genetics department, Lauren never took any sexy selfies and never wore revealing clothes. Nada. Not once in real life or on social media. Most of her dresses were modest, even the ones she wore out drinking or to nightclubs. And she rarely ever went out to party. Her nights out were for work events or to catch up with old friends.  
 
    The only exception? Her workout attire. This was my only chance to get her to put on sexy clothes in public. When we started dating, I insisted we go for runs together at the park, and so I bought her running shoes, compression pants, and sports bras. These showed off her small waist and tight ass perfectly. Of course, she was self-conscious walking around in just those items, so we had to get some outerwear as well. I handpicked extra short shirts in the thinnest fabric I could find. Privately, I wanted her bra visible underneath and her midriff exposed. 
 
    Lauren didn’t mind the attention that she received. She always brushed it off lightly with no further thought. It was different for me, as an observer. I’d always get incredibly turned on when I saw men ogling her in public. Strangers would stare at her and undress her with their eyes. I knew that in their minds, they were fantasizing about getting her naked and making her do all kinds of erotic acts with them. Not that I blamed anyone. I loved watching her exercise too. Her fair skin would glow and her whole body was covered in a thin sheen of sweat that was almost erotic. Nothing sexier than a woman who didn’t know how sexy she was. If I were in their shoes, I’d have run home and masturbated to her too. 
 
    Later on in our relationship, I tried encouraging Lauren to dress sexier whenever we went out to town, but these mostly yielded below-average results. She was a product of stereotypical strict Asian parenting with very strong family values, so it was no wonder she was shy and reserved when it came to sexual matters. Having dated only Caucasian women my entire life, this monogamous creature was the polar opposite, a breath of fresh air. 
 
    Don’t misunderstand, Lauren loved sex. Our lives between the sheets were amazing. During the first few years of dating, all we ever did was stay home and make love. Sometimes on the weekends, we would go out to the museum or some concert only to cut it short and rush back home to have sex. Of course, for the first 6 months of our relationship, I didn’t even get past first base. It was only after that the floodgates shattered. 
 
    I wish she married me for my looks, but if I’m honest, I’m average-looking at best. However, I’m built like a tank. That gave her a sense of security. My main selling point though was that I owned a successful Asian food importing and distribution business right here in Houston. It was actually how we’d met - her parents were major clients. They’re the proprietors of the Lucky Wok, a popular restaurant in Chinatown that only offers seven dishes, but they’re always full during lunch and dinner hours. Well, they were, before the pandemic anyway. 
 
    For the last eight years, my business relationship with the Lee family has been a strong one, which I built based on extremely reliable service and fair prices. My track record is the main reason why I’ve managed to corner the market here. No doubt, my success also helped to influence her parents’ approval of my dating Lauren, right from the start.  
 
    I played everything to my advantage, of course. Old school Asian parents tend to have a huge say in their children’s partners. They want the best for their kids and often cross the line into becoming overly domineering. Typically, they place a high value on academic qualifications, status, and financial security. Looks and age are not a big deal, not when it comes to prospective sons-in-law. Anyway, I discovered all this mostly by accident. 
 
    Lauren wasn’t attracted to any of the boring Asian boys that her parents tried to set her up with, so I happened to enter the scene at the right place and the right time. She could be a little rebellious, but on the whole, she was a dutiful kid who loved and respected Mum and Dad. 
 
    Long story short, Lauren Lee became Lauren Matthews. 
 
    Side note: once we married, I supplied the Lucky Wok all products at cost, naturally. 
 
    Even though I could provide for us financially, one of Lauren’s conditions for marriage was that she could continue her career. She felt fulfilled working in a supply chain role for a local fashion retailer. I respected that she didn’t want to give up what she had built for herself.  
 
    We looked like a strange couple for sure. On vacations, people would think I was some kind of sugar daddy or a celebrity. 
 
    Anyway, I digress. As I said earlier, the sex was amazing. In the beginning, she was so shy and reserved I thought she was a virgin. I loved knowing that I had the rest of our lives together to tease out her sexual nature, little by little. Before Lauren, I was never satisfied with a single partner. I got bored easily and was always on the lookout for casual hook-ups. I don’t know if I matured with age, but all those desires went away after the first year we got together. Moving forward I knew that I was now a one-woman man and that Lauren was the one. 
 
    But that didn’t mean that my wife couldn’t enjoy a little variety.   
 
    I longed to push Lauren’s sexual boundaries slowly, in subtle ways, to see how wild she could be. Over time, it grew into my secret life quest, a burning desire that never seemed to wane. I made up plans and dreamt up erotic schemes, polishing and reworking them over and over in my mind, trying to iron out the flaws. I had to keep refining them to make them foolproof. 
 
    Just the mental process alone lit my libido up like dynamite. There’s this cliche that the most powerful sex organ is the mind, and I wholeheartedly agree. Just fantasizing about the various scenarios I wanted to see Lauren in was like a pure shot of Viagra in my bloodstream. I guess now’s the time to let the reader in on the secret. Number one on the list was watching my wife make sweet love to a huge cock, i.e, not mine. 
 
    I’m aware of this subculture called ‘hotwifing’, where a man doesn’t cheat but encourages his wife to take a lover known as a ‘bull’. However, I didn’t want to do the whole dual consent thing. It was a lot more satisfying to seduce my loyal, monogamous wife into having intercourse with a stranger. Coming clean with everything on the table open to all parties just didn’t get my juices flowing. Subterfuge was sexier, plus I liked my privacy. Orchestrating and pulling the strings unseen from behind the curtain seemed like the sane way of doing things. 
 
    I don’t care if you judge me. Many men with attractive partners have this fantasy. It’s pretty common, just do an online search. Most of them just repress it out of fear, insecurity or maybe they just lack the resources. I’m proud to say that I’m not one of them. The only thing I was afraid of was if Lauren ever found out that I planned it. 
 
    Obviously, Lauren would never agree to anything like this. She would have been horrified if I ever proposed it. No, I had to tempt her over time, get her defenses down, maneuver her into increasingly vulnerable positions and let her lust take over. Did I feel a bit guilty about doing this to the love of my life without her knowledge? Of course, I’m not a sociopath. I knew this was selfish of me. But I also refuse to repress my sexual urges. Anyway, I was confident that in the end, she would enjoy it as much as I did. This was about pure sex and nothing else. I’d given it a lot of thought and I didn’t think it could diminish or affect our love for each other.  
 
    Of course, I needed help. 
 
    There was one person I could turn to. Maria was my former maid, a single mother, and close confidante. The Alfred to my Batman. I let her go when I started dating Lauren, knowing that my then-girlfriend would never have approved of a hot-blooded Latina living with me. 
 
    I was always very professional with Maria and treated her with the utmost respect. I don’t screw the hired help. Besides, she was never into me anyway. She had a thing for young muscular men, the local LA Fitness gym rats whom she often used discreetly, purely for physical enjoyment. A little un-Latina-like, sure. But who was I to judge? She wasn’t just attractive, she had a ton of other skills too. 
 
    “Hi Maria, god I miss your cooking,” I said when the call connected. 
 
    “You should have thought of that before you fired me, boss,” Maria said. We were on a first-name basis but she still preferred to call me boss. Ahh, the good old days. I was happy to hear her familiar hoarse and heavy accent after so long. Such a contrast to Lauren’s gentle lilt, yet both were incredibly feminine in their own ways. 
 
    “Well, I got you a 30% pay rise,” I said. I couldn’t help grinning. 
 
    We used to be close, Maria and me. So much so that I helped her to get financial aid to send her kid Matteo to Nord Anglia’s Village School, a private boarding school up on Gentryside. I still felt a deep platonic affection for her that I’d locked away after getting married. I felt slight a pang of guilt, but Maria would understand. She used to warn me a bachelor’s lifestyle would not carry over to married life. And she too was overjoyed when I met Lauren.  
 
    I asked about Matteo and we made a little small talk before I told her the plan. Every single depraved detail of it. 
 
    At first, she thought I’d lost my mind and tried talking me out of it, but eventually, she consented to help. I gave her the green light to use one of Lauren’s photos from social media and Maria promised to get to work ASAP. 
 
    Before she hung up, she said, ”Are you sure you’re not gonna regret this? These things, there’s no going back. You change your mind, I give you a refund.” 
 
    Maria knew me like no one else, maybe not even Lauren. Throughout working for me, she had also entrusted me with her own darkest secrets. I was one of the very few who knew her kinks. Stuff that would put old perverts to shame. Her reasons for dissuading me were rooted in personal experience. 
 
    I laughed. “Thanks! I won’t regret this, Maria.” 
 
    I logged off and wired her the crypto. This was a huge step, and everything was going to plan so far. I knew I could trust her.  
 
    Three days later Maria delivered me, Kirk.  
 
    He was a foot taller than me, although less heavyset. Where we differed the most was that Kirk was all lean muscle. I guessed he must have been on steroids. Not that I cared. My other requirements were that he be a certified masseur and fitness trainer who was willing to pretend to be gay. Kirk checked those boxes. Oh, and lastly, I needed him to have a huge cock, which I trusted Maria to pre-verify before sending him over. 
 
    He didn’t look effeminate in the least, but he’d sneak by with some basic acting. Being completely bald helped too, although I thought it gave him a male porn star vibe. Lauren didn’t watch porn and didn’t have any close gay friends, so it was unlikely to arouse her suspicions. Naturally, I had instructed Maria to ensure that he do what was needed on any of his social media profiles, whether to hide or modify them (at least temporarily) to maintain the ruse. Just a minor precaution to cover all the bases, which probably didn’t even matter. Lauren hardly ever used social media. As I said, she was a rare breed. 
 
    I was excited. 
 
    The first time he massaged Lauren in our guest room, I had a raging hard-on the whole time. I watched them from the privacy of my study via four hidden cameras. My hands trembled so much that I almost spilled the Glenmorangie 18. One camera in the fake smoke alarm gave me top view. Another in the floor lamp was positioned at an upward angle that started near ground level. The last two cameras were built into the table clock and the air purifier. All in all, these allowed me to cover all possible angles in 1080P. Meanwhile, my 5 TB SSD hard drive would record everything down for private reruns. Like I said, I’d had a long time to plan this. 
 
    Lauren was reluctant, not comfortable being partially nude, even with a gay guy. But I convinced her that there was nothing to worry about. If she felt uncomfortable at any time, she could call it off, and besides, I was just three rooms away. Of course, once it started I knew she would never do that unless Kirk really stepped out of line. Her Asian upbringing made her polite and agreeable to a fault. 
 
    So, there she was under the towel, topless and wearing white boy short panties, giving Kirk full access to her milky light-skinned, and toned body. She looked so delicious I wanted to lick her all over. I was pleased to see that Kirk had followed Maria’s instructions (mine, by proxy). He was wearing a tight fishnet shirt that showed off his arms, pecs, and abs, coupled with dark sweatpants. The pants were a little tight. Even on my 32-inch screens, I could see the outline of his bulging package, which meant Lauren would notice it too. 
 
    The fact that they were both wearing face masks just made it kinkier. 
 
    Right there and then, I was tempted to start rubbing myself but I used up a majority of my willpower to put it on hold. Since my marriage, masturbation had become pretty much an alien concept to me. But today my brain was adamant that it made perfect sense and reminded me incessantly. Truth be told, I could have watched another man knead and rub every inch of my wife for hours. This was more riveting than any fucking Hollywood blockbuster. It was so sensual, so sexy to watch without them knowing. When he made her flip over onto her back, I leaned in closer to the monitor, hoping that he would catch a glimpse of her breasts. It didn’t happen. Lauren was too careful. 
 
    Taking another sip of whiskey, I admitted reluctantly that the voyeurism was boosting my ego. I was tripping on the god-like feeling of power. It was so intoxicating that the liquor paled in comparison. Behind the scenes, I was the mastermind guiding us both into new sexual horizons. I felt a little like a super-villain. 
 
    The hidden mic fed me audio which I received through a Bluetooth earpiece. They made some small talk, with Lauren politely curious about his lifestyle. Maybe she was trying to collect further proof that he was gay, to subconsciously assuage her shame. She must have felt like she was being unfaithful just by letting another man touch her body. Yes, she was that innocent. Another reason why I loved my baby more than anything. 
 
    “It’s just a massage!” I’d told her moments before Kirk arrived, hoping to relax her and lessen her discomfort. The first of many, said the dirty old man inside me, rubbing his hands in glee. 
 
    To his credit, Kirk never broke character. Lauren was convinced he was only into men. It didn’t matter that his erection got more and more noticeable towards the end. She must have chalked it down to those things happening by themselves. Anyway, if she asked me about it later that’s what I would have told her. 
 
    Two hours later, it ended with Lauren’s joints and muscles mellowed, her entire body relaxed and in a state of bliss. The fuck? I thought, checking the Rolex again. The whole thing felt like barely twenty minutes to me. I was more than a little disappointed and couldn’t wait for next week’s session. Guess I’d have to rewatch this recording until then. Strategy-wise, it was all on track. Take it slow, I said to myself. There’s no rush.  
 
    That night, Lauren was all over me. She took off all my clothes, then stripped off her own and kissed me passionately. I tasted the warm sweet mix of her lip balm and saliva. Her tongue pushed against mine, then further down my throat. I felt engulfed in her feminine energy even as she did her best to cut off my oxygen. 
 
    “Oh god baby, you’re so horny,” I said, between intense bouts of face sucking. 
 
    She smiled as we locked eyes. Then biting her lower lip, she reached down between our bellies and squeezed my rock-hard member. Lauren was never aggressive like that! This was new, and her passion made me feel like my schemes were being vindicated. 
 
    For the next one hour, we had some of the best sex of our lives. 
 
    I did my best to hint and tease that the massage had made her horny. The only time I could do this with her was during our lovemaking. When my cock was inside her, she was more submissive and open to sexual suggestion. As were most feminine women. 
 
    “Ohhh I’m so close baby, I love the feeling of being inside you,” I said, kissing her neck. Lauren’s eyes were closed and her mouth was wide open as I plunged in and out of her quivering pussy. Could she be fantasizing about Kirk? “You enjoyed your massage today, didn’t you baby? Ohhh god, your pussy feels so good…I could tell Kirk enjoyed it too. Maybe...maybe he’s bi.” 
 
    Outside of our lovemaking, any mention of any stranger entering our sex lives was liable to get me slapped and given the cold treatment for days. But right here and now, if my sex talk didn’t surprise her or turn her off, it would mean she did feel something during Kirk’s massage. 
 
    “You’re so big today, ungghhh, don’t stop, don’t stop!” cried Lauren. 
 
    Mentally I did a fist pump.  
 
    It was time to move on to the next step, which was audacious, and admittedly, pretty crazy. I would convince my wife to let Kirk shave her dark hairy bush. She was so reserved she wouldn’t let me do it for her or even go for a bikini wax. Most of the time, she just trimmed it as short as she could. I decided to dangle my desires out there, like a fishing rod, and hope for a bite.  
 
    “Ohhh my god baby, you’re so hot. I’m not sure how much longer I can hold on. You know I like it when you shave your hot cunt baby. Maybe….maybe I should get Kirk to shave you next week.” 
 
    To my shock and utter pleasure, Lauren suddenly convulsed into an orgasm, her pussy squeezing and milking my love muscle. It felt incredible. 
 
    “Oh babyyyy don’t stop,” she screamed, “I’m cumming!” 
 
    “Both of us together baby,” I shouted as I struggled to maintain the rhythm, resisting the urge to just go crazy. I always tried my best to satisfy my wife in bed, and as usual, I wanted to give her the longest and best possible orgasm. But today my body went into manual override, leaving my brain no veto powers. 
 
    I lost control like a bitch. 
 
    Thrusting furiously, my balls unloaded wave after wave after wave of hot sticky cum deep inside her. I was like I was a jackhammer running at full power while being rocketed to space. It was amazing. After what seemed like minutes, the haze finally subsided and slowly I drifted back to earth. 
 
    I opened my eyes to see Lauren watching me curiously, wondering what her perverted husband was really up to. 
 
    The next 21 days flew by. Their second and third weekly sessions pretty much went the same as the first, but Lauren was much more relaxed by then. Their small talk progressed into sharing personal stories. She even told Kirk that we would try for a baby next year, or once the whole virus business subsided for good. She also started asking him about the men he dated and about the protection they used. I chuckled when Kirk showed her the box of condoms he carried in his man-bag. Maria had instructed him to be prepared in case he got lucky. No way was I allowing him to take Lauren without protection. Much as I would have enjoyed it (and trust me I would), the risks were too great. 
 
    Every day she received a full body massage, our subsequent lovemaking that night felt extra hot. During sex, I frequently expressed my desire for Kirk to shave her slit.  
 
    “The….the way you’re twisting, ahh…you’re so hot tonight baby. It would turn me on so much if I let Kirk shave you. The…unggh…sight of your cunt is gonna turn him on too,” I said. 
 
    “You…you want that?” she moaned. “He won’t get...ahhhh…get turned on. He prefers your huge cock, just like me.” 
 
    “But my…unggh…huge cock is all yours baby.” 
 
    “Yes! Ohh yes, give it to me,” she said. “Cum inside me, give me your baby!” 
 
    During Lauren and Kirk’s fourth massage session, something amazing happened. When he flipped her over, she didn’t make any effort to cover her boobs! Kirk capitalized immediately by massaging her breasts. He spent an inordinate amount of attention on them but still, Lauren didn’t seem to suspect. The entire time her sensitive tits were being worked over, my sweet and innocent wife looked away to one side, avoiding any eye contact. 
 
    My video calls with Maria took place when Lauren was at work. She still had her misgivings about the project, but I always laughed them off. She told me that Kirk was dying to have sex with my wife and that he wouldn’t be able to control himself much longer. He was probably jerking himself off every day ever since he was granted access to her breasts. 
 
    He also guessed that I was recording them via hidden cameras. 
 
    “Jesus fuck, Maria,” I said. “Tell him of course I’m recording! He’s alone in my house with my wife for hours. What does he think I’m gonna do with the footage, blackmail him?” 
 
    “It’s okay, boss, I’ll sort him out. Hot as fuck, but not the sharpest tool in the box,” she laughed. She had a subtle yet effective way of calming me down quickly, a testament to how well she knew me. 
 
    Meanwhile, business had slowed down due to the pandemic. Worst still, the prevailing stigma meant Chinatown would bear the full brunt, with local restaurants losing 90% of their business practically overnight. Sure, things were opening up again and the dine-in customers would return slowly, but there were still many hassles with getting enough workers who were willing to come back. The good news: this was only temporary. Also, the Asian grocers were still operating, with the majority maintaining their break-even revenue, thus surviving the worst. This meant my business would stay afloat as well.  
 
    Recently I was spending less time at home and more time on the ground, seeing what I could do to help my operations team as well as our customers. Some extra hands and support from the management went a long way to boost morale during times like these. I knew Lauren was secretly stressed and worried about both my business and also the Lucky Wok. As per her disposition, she was understanding and helpful whenever I had to help out at the warehouse. 
 
    But today, that was a lie. It was Lauren’s fourth weekly massage, and I’d decided to make my move. Earlier that morning, I had given her a present, some new lingerie I bought: a sexy lace bra and a tiny matching thong. 
 
    “I can’t wear that!” Lauren exclaimed, her voice a mixture of hilarity and disbelief. 
 
    You can and will, once your beautiful hot little cunt is shaved, I thought. Without being asked, my groin throbbed in agreement. 
 
    When Kirk arrived, I began to leave, hinting to them that I would not be home in time for dinner. Just before I walked out the front door, I turned to them and said, “Kirk. Can you do me a favor? Please help me shave Mrs. Matthews. She wants to try out some new accessories tonight.” I indicated the lingerie and the woman’s razor on the kitchen table. Kirk’s eyes were gleeful and he gave me a discreet nod. 
 
    “Shawn!” Lauren protested as I kissed her and headed out, leaving her shocked and indignant as to my bold request. 
 
    Instead of going to the warehouse as I told her, I drove over to my small operations office just two miles east, which I knew would be deserted at that time. Settling in, I rushed to log in and establish the connection to my hidden cameras and microphone. 
 
    On-screen, Kirk had prepped the room and had his massage oils ready. This entire scene gave me déjà vu, but this time it felt slightly different. Lauren had taken off her sheer white t-shirt, leaving her black sports bra on, the type which formed an X at the back. She bent at the waist and stripped off her yoga pants. It was tight and she didn’t want to accidentally pull her panties down too, so she wiggled her hips to get it off. I don’t think she had any inkling of just how seductive it was. It had taken her close to a month. But now she was physically and sexually comfortable in Kirk’s presence, just like when she was alone with me. 
 
    Kirk also looked on in appreciation. I saw the lump in his throat and his crotch, and for a moment I half expected the tube of massage oil in his hand to explode. His forearms have been busy recently, I laughed quietly to myself. 
 
    My sweet innocent darling wife raised her hands above her head, indicating for Kirk to help remove her bra. This was new. Up to now, she’d always undressed herself while covering up with the towel. He wasted no time, hands greedily digging under the tight Lycra and lifting, making her firm round boobs bounce out into view.  
 
    “Oh my god,” she said spinning around, her voice muffled under the mask. “You’re hard.” 
 
     Damn, I missed it. He must have pressed his erection against her ass.  
 
    She got up and lay down in position on the massage table, not even bothering to cover her breasts this time. 
 
    The massage proceeded as usual, but now Kirk was more dominant, more brazen than before. He made her stretch in submissive positions, such as when he made her lay on her side and put her arms behind her back. Then he reached forward and massaged her breasts, making her moan under her face mask. I didn’t know if these techniques were from any official textbook, but I loved it. He was boldly touching her erogenous zones with zero hesitation, and my dick and balls were unanimously cheering him on. I saw with excitement that he was also brushing his erection up against Lauren whenever he had the opportunity. If it made her uncomfortable, she didn’t show it. Her impassive eyes didn’t betray anything. 
 
    Finally, after two hours, he flipped Lauren onto her stomach, the same position as when the session began. Her skin was glowing, looking rosy, and she was tired but satisfied. Just like how she always did after I made love to her. 
 
    Kirk cleared his throat and said, “Mrs. Matthews, I’m going to shave you now.” Then without waiting for her response he reached down and peeled her cotton panties off, exposing her dark hairy triangle. She was naked in front of him except for the face covering.  
 
    I clenched my jaw, anticipating that Lauren would grab her clothes and storm out of the room yelling fire, but the day of surprises was not over yet. Lauren simply raised her ass in the air and spread her legs, allowing Kirk full access to her pubic triangle! At that moment I felt like the luckiest SOB on the planet, with Kirk coming in a close second. 
 
    “Be gentle,” she said. 
 
    I had to unzip my pants to give my dick more room to maneuver. It was getting too constricted in there. Meanwhile, a part of me longed to be in that room with them, but another part of me was more aroused by spying on their intimate moment. How could a loving husband seduce his own loving wife’s mind and body into cheating? But I did, I longed for Lauren to be unfaithful to me with a well-hung stranger, to make me a cuckold. There was no going back now. 
 
    Kirk could barely believe his luck. He looked as though his mind couldn’t believe what his eyes were seeing. I was worried he was going to be too excited and cut her but my fears were unfounded. Maria had prepared him well. Trim, exfoliate, apply cream and shave. His technique was impeccable, and fifteen minutes later my wife’s pussy was as bald as his head. In all our years of dating, I had never had the pleasure of seeing my wife completely nude down there. Even during the occasions when Lauren trimmed herself, there was always bush left over. 
 
    “So..so…hot,” he kept repeating, throughout the entire procedure. He looked like he was having trouble concentrating. His erection was a fucking huge tent pole in his sweatpants, and he was breathing heavily. He stared at the thong I purchased and then squinted back at my wife’s gorgeous bald cunt two feet in front of him. 
 
    “This will satisfy your husband,” he remarked as he ran his finger across the length of her slit. 
 
    “Kirk! You can’t just do that!” she said sharply, reaching for Kirk’s crotch in retaliation. Was her mind justifying her actions? I don’t think she realized how much her lust was corrupting her. Lauren was behaving like a different person now. 
 
    Upon making contact with his boner she gasped and looked as though she had just touched electricity. “I’m so sorry, I shouldn’t have done that. We…we should stop.” 
 
    “Sure, Mrs. Matthews, if that’s what you really want,” said Kirk. He was smirking now, his gay persona nowhere to be seen. He knew her sexual defenses were in tatters and that he was in complete control now. “But how about just one quick peek?” he said, tugging his sweatpants and briefs down. Lauren let out another gasp as his huge dong jumped out like a jack in the box. It looked like a weapon, impossibly hard and masculine. Its skin was even darker than his already well-tanned body. Even on his muscular frame, it looked disproportionate, as though he had undergone surgery to attach a horse’s dick. Similar to Lauren’s now shaved cunt, his cock and balls were completely hairless.       
 
    “You’re so big,” she groaned, her eyes pleading for mercy as Kirk took her hands and placed them on his throbbing member. “I thought you liked men.” 
 
    “You’re going to find out exactly what I like, Mrs. Matthews,” he said. His cock twitched in her tiny grip and she blinked like she didn’t believe it could be real. While her mind was conflicted, her hands were on autopilot, stroking his massive boner up and down.   
 
    “Fuuuuck yess,” Kirk groaned. “You had me hard since day one and you knew it, Mrs. Matthews. I knew you couldn’t resist my huge cock.” He ripped off a condom and made Lauren roll it onto his boner, then aligned his wrapped tool against my wife’s cunt. Her petite frame always made me feel like I had the biggest dick in the world, and now I got to witness it for myself as an outsider. 
 
    I loved the way she tried to resist him. My wife placed her tiny hands on his muscular chest as she tried to twist away from his grip. From the way my wife was looking at him and hyperventilating under her mask, I knew she was very very horny. I was relieved that Kirk stuck to his part of the deal to use protection. Although it would be ten times hotter for them to fuck bareback, I didn’t want to risk Lauren’s health or the unthinkable. Kirk ripped his mask off followed by Lauren’s, exposing her mouth and full lips. She was now completely nude.    
 
    “This…this is too far. I’m married…I..I..love my husband,” she gasped. “We can’t do this.” 
 
    “He wanted you naked for me. To let me shave your pussy. You enjoyed that, didn’t you,” he said, as he kissed her neck. It wasn’t really a question. At the same time, his hands started spreading her legs wider and wider. I quickly switched to camera two, the one that aimed upwards from the ground. 
 
    “No...I...I don’t know what’s gotten into me,” said Lauren. Her legs were so far apart that I could clearly see her clean-shaven cunt twitching with need. I wasn’t sure if she would be able to take his massive cock inside her, it didn’t seem like he could possibly fit.  
 
    “I’ve gotten into you, Mrs. Matthews,” said Kirk aligning his giant cock up to her slit.  
 
    “Ahhhhh!” Lauren screamed as Kirk’s cock plunged into her with one smooth stroke. “You’re huge!”  
 
    I watched spellbound as he slowly pumped in and out of my sweet darling wife, making her take him deeper and deeper with each stroke. It was fascinating how her cunt stretched around the thick girth of his penis, gripping him so tightly and lovingly. Slowly, Kirk made her his. The delicious friction of each thrust must have pleasured her to her core, and I watched in real-time as her loyalty to me faded away. Her hips started to meet his rhythm as her clit begged for more attention. I could tell by Lauren’s face that she was horrified by her body’s betrayal. Kirk’s triumphant grunting rose over my sweet wife’s incoherent groaning and babbling. I realized only after a moment that she was doing it in her native Mandarin. Meanwhile, the sounds of their sweat-covered bodies slapping together only served to heighten the eroticism. 
 
    My wife was really having sex with another man. 
 
    “No…no..no…no….I can’t think straight,” she cried, as Kirk mated with her. Steeling her will, she pushed Kirk out, severing their physical connection. Instinctively he tried to re-enter her again, but Lauren scrambled off the table. 
 
    “Ohhhh god, let me make you cum,” she said as she ripped off the condom and started stroking his cock. He took her head gently but firmly and guided her mouth to plant kisses along the entire length of his shaft. Lauren didn’t resist. As her full lips reached the base of his cock, I saw her hot little tongue snake out and caress his balls.     
 
    The sight of the most demure and chaste woman I had ever known eagerly performing hardcore fellatio on a strange cock was too much for my brain to take. I pushed the whiskey away and started stroking myself. 
 
    “Suck that cock good, make it shine,” he crowed. “Lick my balls too. I’ve pictured this since the first time I saw you, Mrs. Matthews.” Maybe she thought if she could make him orgasm in her mouth, it would tire him out and that would be that.  
 
    Kirk wore a triumphant grin as he pushed her blond hair aside, just in time to allow me to see Lauren worshipping his massive balls as she was commanded to. All this time she was never really into blowjobs, but she always did it for me when I asked. This was different though, I could tell she loved it. Kirk’s cock craved the attention too. Grabbing her head tighter now, Kirk was thrusting harder and harder into her face like he was inside her cunt only seconds ago. My wife was choking on him, gagging and struggling to take in more air. Thankfully for her, Kirk looked like he was on the verge of cumming. 
 
    Lauren felt it too. She suddenly stopped and stood up, averting her gaze and adjusting her hair behind her hair. Even while totally naked she looked demure. But her fingers never left his cock. She stroked him with both hands.  
 
    Kirk wasn’t going to let her finish him off like that, and she must have known this too. I’m convinced that subconsciously, she wanted him to cum deep inside her, the way that nature intended. Kirk scooped her up easily and dumped her on all fours on the couch, her ass sticking up in the air. 
 
    “You need my cock inside you, don’t you?” he grinned. “Without the condom.” 
 
    “No! Don’t you dare,” said Lauren defiantly, as she felt his fingers spread her pussy lips for a good look. His warm breath was on her ass and he was breathing in her intimate scents. 
 
    “This hot little cunt is telling a different story,” said Kirk. He rubbed his monster cock at the opening of her sopping wet entrance, making her gasp.  
 
    “You…you have to pull out,” groaned Lauren, defeated. She was clearly on the verge of submitting to him, allowing him to use her body as he pleased. 
 
    I felt like my jaw had locked up permanently. Lauren was never a big fan of condoms, but with a stranger? I never expected her to allow her lust to override her safety. My dick twitched in arousal even as my wife’s final betrayal twisted like a knife in my chest. Did I really want to risk my wife getting impregnated by someone other than me? 
 
    “Don’t fight it,” commanded Kirk as he entered her again, this time bareback. “I can tell you love it, your cunt is gripping my cock so tight!” 
 
    She bent her head down and stared in disbelief at the giant penis penetrating her, burying itself deeper and deeper inside her most intimate hole. 
 
    “It’s….it’s so deep….pumping in,” groaned Lauren. “Oh god no…I’m going to cum!” 
 
    This sent Kirk over the edge. Holding her by the waist, he pumped so deep and hard into my wife that I feared she would break in two. All her pleas for him to pull out fell on deaf ears. I knew she didn’t mean it anyway. Even as she implored, her arms, core, and lower body acted as one: grinding against him, urging his balls to inject the potent baby-making sperm deep into her womb. This was what all women wanted and needed on a purely genetic level. To mate with and get impregnated by an alpha male. 
 
    I was in heaven. 
 
    “Unghhhh….here it comes!” He shouted as he climaxed, hot seed flooding my wife’s cunt. “Fuuuuck yeah!” 
 
    From camera two’s low angle, I had a clear view of his full balls unloading. Small amounts of white fluid immediately flowed out of the seams of Lauren’s cunt.  
 
    I couldn’t take any more. I pumped like my life depended on it. The images my brain sent to my cock made my dick spurt rope after rope of liquid, like an erupting volcano. The sweet release that came was one of the most satisfying climaxes of my life bar none, even though I must have lasted less than twenty strokes. Even seated in my office chair, my knees were weak and I felt on the verge of blacking out. 
 
    Lauren and Kirk had both collapsed into the sofa in a spooning position. I felt a tinge of jealousy creep in. They both looked sated and exhausted. From Lauren’s facial expressions, it seemed like he was still inside her. He stroked her body as they embraced in a deep kiss. Was he still hard? I couldn’t discern from any of the cameras.   
 
    My post nut clarity was starting to gain momentum, and the jealousy mixed with feelings of guilt and regret hit hard. What had I done? Even as I reached across my desk for the wet wipes, I knew things would never be the same again, for better or worse. I had caused the love of my life to cheat on me, and there would be emotional consequences for both of us. 
 
    Fortunately, I had another plan.  
 
    But first, I had to clean up and get out of there. 
 
    As I made the final preparations to leave, my earpiece picked up Kirk saying something that instantly had the dual effect of making Lauren groan and my deflated cock twitch to life again. 
 
    “Now that the icebreaker’s out of the way, Mrs. Matthews, let’s take a closer look at that hot little asshole of yours.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Neighbors Take Nicole 1 
 
      
 
    Nicole and I were headed back to our new home in Dana Point, a tranquil seaside suburb in Orange County. Yachts of all shapes and sizes cruised the harbor and the surfing was good, although we moved there more for the amazing food, weather, and laid-back vibes. We’d been saving and planning this for the last three years since we married. 
 
    To an outsider, our faded beige single-story two-roomer must have looked plain and unimpressive. But to Nicole and me, it was our dream house and we absolutely adored it. We got a killer mortgage on it too, that didn’t hurt. Many of the houses in the area were built as vacation homes in the past, so we managed to get one that was smaller, more affordable, and cute. Perfect for just the two of us, and maybe an additional family member down the line. The public schools here were all highly rated, so we were all set for the foreseeable future.  
 
    It was our own little slice of coastal heaven. An 8-minute drive to the beach. How many people get to turn their favorite vacation destinations into their very own backyards?  
 
    We lived among a community consisting of mainly Gen X’ers and early retirees, most of whom were in their late forties and beyond. Some of the sections consisted of wealthy and high-status families who valued their privacy. Nicole and I would often admire their mansions from far and wonder what went on inside. We’d done the homework before moving here, we knew how many millions they cost. 
 
    Nicole and I spent most of our free time going on long idyllic walks and cycling around the harbor. Often, we had no destination in mind. Every evening, we’d discover a new nook or corner and there was no shortage of cafes to stop for our caffeine fix. The soft golden June sunshine and cool breeze made staying indoors feel utterly sinful. 
 
    Today, as I cruised the Lexus onto the home stretch of asphalt, we glimpsed our neighbor Samantha out running with her golden retriever. Her husband Greg was presumably at work. She was wearing black skin-tight yoga shorts that showed off her tight full ass and shapely thighs. My eyes were pulled downwards to the curves of her lower buttocks. Those tights had given up the fight in trying to fully contain the lower curves of her asscheeks. An equally tight, high-cut sleeveless top with floral motifs showed off her chest and abs. Tan, smooth and firm skin coupled with a great body: most other women in their late forties would have killed for a physique like that. 
 
    Most men would have willingly traded places with the dog, I thought. 
 
    “There’s your mum...I mean…BFF,” I said, quickly switching as Nicole dug me in the ribs. 
 
    “Look at her ass, she’s sooo hot,” said Nicole squeezing my arm. 
 
    We all waved at each other as we passed by, and I took a discreet last glance at Samantha’s body in the side mirror. 
 
    I got caught. 
 
    “You perv! You were checking her out!” Nicole said.  
 
    “You told me to look.” 
 
    “Don’t tell me she doesn’t turn you on.” She put her face closer to mine. 
 
    “I agree she’s super-hot for her age, but no, she doesn’t turn me on like you do,” I kept my eyes on the road, hoping to stay out of trouble. 
 
    “That’s what a real woman looks like!” Nicole finally said, after studying my poker face for two whole seconds. “What would you do if I dressed like that for our walks?”  
 
    An index finger traveled up my thigh and then the next thing I knew, her hands were caressing my crotch. 
 
    “Absolutely not! Babe. Stop it, I’m driving!” I said. The initial ticklish sensation quickly gave way to pleasure, and I felt the blood rushing towards my groin. In private, Nicole could be very naughty and sexual, and she liked to tease when she was feeling horny. 
 
    The line our car took was slightly erratic for the last 200 yards or so and my parking was far from immaculate, to say the least. But at least there was no danger – no one else on our entire street was outside. I guess everyone was at the beach or too busy having sex. 
 
    We barely made it to the bedroom in time and after our lovemaking, we stayed in for the rest of the afternoon. Like the cormorants swooping for fish at the harborfront, I was doing some diving of my own, and all I heard were the sounds of Nicole’s moans. 
 
    *** 
 
    Three weeks ago, Nicole and I stayed our first night here. The experience was novel and very calming. Unlike a short vacation, we realized we were going to adjust to this new environment for the long term. Living in Anaheim for so long, we’d gotten so used to the city sounds of people and cars. Now it was replaced with singing birds and Mediterranean vibes. Fewer tourists meant fewer traffic jams. We had a lot more privacy. Not to mention our living space had doubled compared to the ex-apartment. And finally, we had a garden. A real garden with a barbecue grill left to us by the previous owner.  
 
    We made love three times that night. 
 
    I’d say Nicole had an average sex drive when we first hooked up. Until recently, I’ve never had any trouble keeping up with her demands. I remember the first time I met her: she was working the front desk at the Mariott. It was just across from my office at the convention center. Even in a suit jacket uniform and long blonde hair tied up in a bun, she was beautiful. She had curious eyes, regal cheekbones, and was a bit of a tomboy. I never imagined she would be a geek like me but to my surprise, she loved Star Wars and D&D. I’d found my soulmate. 
 
    Fast forward two years and I proposed to her at Disneyland. We were both dressed in Jedi robes, and she said yes to me in front of Lord Vader, Chewbacca, and twenty stormtroopers. It was the happiest day of our lives. 
 
    But we were both introverts, and living in the city was draining. We felt tired and unmotivated most of the time. 
 
    Moving to the suburbs was a goal we established early, giving us a lower cost of living and allowing Nicole to quit her job and continue her MBA. We were still young so we weren’t in a rush to have kids. Vacation time was spent scouting for places that allowed me a decent commute and kept us close enough to our family scattered around California. Sure, our board gaming sessions with friends would be less regular, but we could still meet up on weekends. We were sure that some of them would move out to join us eventually once they saw how lovely it was. 
 
    When I got promoted to Senior Manager, we knew Dana Point was finally within our grasp.  
 
    Now less than a month in, almost every aspect of our lives already reflected an overall positive change. There were fewer distractions, we shared more quality time and we made love regularly. Like Nicole, I was exercising more. I’d lost almost 5 pounds and was running regularly. I also became a more attentive lover, which I took pride in, and I could tell Nicole appreciated it. When I was home, we could do it at all random hours of the day.  
 
    Nicole told me she couldn’t remember ever feeling more vigorous and alive. 
 
    Of course, there had to be some sacrifices. My daily commute along the I-5 took me 35 minutes each way, on good days. And since Nicole quit her job to pursue her master's degree, the financial burden would be solely on me. 
 
    Today was Monday, and work was often hectic early in the week. While I was having a late lunch of packed tuna sandwich, I received some bad news: Nicole had gotten a little too ambitious while carrying some heavy boxes from storage, injuring her back and shoulders in the process. I was concerned and wanted her to see a specialist but she replied saying it was fine. She just needed some rest. 
 
    When I got home, she was still lying in bed so I carefully changed out of my suit and moved into the spooning position behind her. She was typing out a text message on her phone. 
 
    “It's Sam. Had to cancel tomorrow's yoga,” she said without turning around. 
 
    “How is it?” I said, touching her shoulder lightly.  
 
    “Ouch! It hurts all over,” Nicole grimaced and pouted. “I wouldn’t have done it if I knew I’d get hurt. You realize you’re going to have to take care of your own needs for the next few days.”   
 
    “Remember I told you to space it out more. And I'm not the horny one who tried to jack someone off while they were driving,” I said. “Guess we should have paid the movers to do an extra round. Or maybe you could have waited for me.” 
 
    “I know…but things were so nice here. I wanted to decorate,” she said miserably. 
 
    “Wait….Greg’s a chiropractor or something right?” I said, remembering that Samantha’s husband worked in the medical field. “I hope you’re not thinking of...” 
 
    "OMG Greg is an orthopedic surgeon!" Nicole laughed and winced at the same time. “Don’t call him that or we’ll never be invited to their place ever again. If I’m still in pain by then, I guess it’s okay for him to take a look.”   
 
    They were having us over for dinner on Friday. We couldn’t wait to visit their massive three-story Spanish-inspired villa.  
 
    From day one, it was Samantha who made us feel welcome in the neighborhood. Despite their age gap, Sam and Nicole hit it off immediately, alternating daily between runs, cycling, and yoga. I teased her that the 25-year-old dressed like a 45-year-old and vice versa.     
 
    I didn’t trust Dr. Greg though. He was cordial and nice enough. But I had a hunch he was secretly a pervert. He had a puffy face and was square-shouldered, making him look a bit stiff or ungainly. Coupled with his sleeked back white hair on a rapidly receding hairline, he reminded me of the wrestler Ric Flair in his old age. While Greg was no spring chicken, he had a strong intruding presence. When we chatted, his eyes always lingered on Nicole's body for a bit too long. When he talked to me, his eyes would bore into mine like he was using the force to run a mind probe on me. What the heck did Samantha see in him? I wondered.  
 
    “Well, he’s rich! Plus Sam told me he’s hung like a horse,” said Nicole giggling, when I mentioned it to her.    
 
    “Jesus, this lady is trying to make you join the dark side!” I slapped her ass lightly. She couldn’t evade it, not with her injuries. Friday was four days away. I hoped she would recover fully by then. If not, she’d have to take an extra dose of painkillers or we’d just postpone it. I didn’t want Greg to get his hands all over my wife.  
 
    I decided to keep my concerns about Greg private. For one thing, Nicole was fond of Samantha’s company. Secondly, I wasn’t the one in constant pain. 
 
    When I came home two days later, I saw my wife in an oversized t-shirt that hid her panties. Her eyes were lit up, trying to contain some mischief.  
 
    “Feeling better, are we?” I said, thinking we were going to have sex. 
 
    “No, but I’ve got a treat for you,” said Nicole slyly. “Lie down on the bed.” 
 
    When I performed as she requested, a pair of toy handcuffs were produced. I was informed that I could choose whether I wanted them on or not, but that it would be a lot more enjoyable (for me) to have them on. If I acquiesced, I would have to lock them on myself.  
 
    I was curious to see where this was going, so I clicked them on. 
 
    Nicole dangled a carabiner attached to a short length of chain and used that to secure my handcuffs to the bedpost, meaning my hands were above my head. After I was slowly stripped naked, a blindfold was placed over my eyes, turning my world completely dark. This had the exciting effect of shifting my attention to the little sounds and smells around me as Nicole planted chaste kisses all over my chest and stomach, slowly working her way down to my groin. 
 
    Things were starting to get hot. A man could get used to this, I thought. 
 
    I was already halfway to a full erection when her expert fingers stroked and teased my cock and balls, making me twitch eagerly. I jerked and strained in the handcuffs, but to their manufacturer’s credit, they held firm. Nicole introduced some warm lube into the equation, smearing and massaging it all over my genitals. Some new agey type music was playing in the background. 
 
    When she was satisfied that I was as hard as I could be, her fingers stopped stroking, and the sensations were abruptly replaced by a warm vagina-like object lowering itself onto me. It easily enveloped my lubed-up organ and I was instantly balls deep. The velvet glove started humping me with a steady and rhythmic stroke. 
 
    “Unghhh….that feel’s so good. God, what are you doing to me?” I knew that wasn’t Nicole’s pussy. She hadn’t moved an inch from her position beside the bed. 
 
    “I’m taking care of you baby, I want you to cum for me,” said Nicole. She pumped my cock relentlessly and drained my balls like she was milking a cow. I gave her everything. It was only after being released from my cuffs, that she told me: the device Nicole used on me was a fleshlight, which was a first-time experience for me. Sam had told her about how good it was for men so Nicole asked her to help buy one. The cuffs also belonged to Samantha. 
 
    I kind of hoped that Nicole wouldn't share private details of our sex life with our neighbors, but I also knew that that's what women did. Secretly I didn’t mind if I got fleshlight action more frequently while my wife was injured. 
 
    Fast forward to Friday, and I was pretty excited as I unpacked our dinner gift, a bottle of 2014 Château Climens Barsac. I hoped it was expensive enough. Nicole was feeling well enough to go, even though she was still in some slight pain. I held Nicole’s waist and kissed her bare shoulder as we walked up the street, half wishing we could cancel dinner, rush home and make love instead. 
 
    “You smell amazing, babe,” I said getting a whiff of Nicole’s floral scent. My wife was wearing an elegant little black dress with shoulder straps that showed exposed her shoulders and plenty of leg. “We should have moved here a long time ago.” 
 
    Samantha met us at the door in a short flared skirt, her plunging top revealing a ton of cleavage. Sexy, yet par for the course, if her fitness apparel was anything to go by. 
 
    “Welcome, Andy! Hullo, babe, come on in,” she said in her throaty voice, pressing her huge chest against Nicole and then me.  
 
    Thankfully, Dr. Greg just offered us both a cordial but firm handshake. 
 
    "Hello neighbors," he said, staring at Nicole’s tits again. “Perfect timing.” 
 
    Dinner proceeded unexpectedly smoothly. 
 
    It turned out Greg was an amazing cook, his steak frites were among the best I'd ever tasted. As a bonus the wine we brought paired smoothly, to Greg's approval. Everyone was in a good mood, and I felt myself in the space between relaxed detachment and completely buzzed.  
 
    Nicole and Samantha did most of the talking, but Greg sometimes interrupted with a lot of questions. We told him about where we grew up, life in the city, and how we met. In return, we learned that Greg’s son Carl (from his previous marriage) was still struggling to break into Hollywood. He was a bit younger than us. Greg also told us that he was semi-retired, leaving most of the work to his partners and his team of trained staff. At his age, his eyesight and hands were no longer as sharp and steady as they used to be, feeding into his decision to give up the more technical surgeries. I was surprised to find out that in the late nineties and 2000s he had repaired the ligaments of many top athletes from the Anaheim Ducks. They posed with Greg for a row of thick wood-framed photos that lined the wall adjacent to their dining room table. 
 
    When dinner was over, they showed us around the three-story house. A very modern interior with art displayed in every room. Some of it was very erotic, causing Nicole to blush and giggle a lot. I wondered if Samantha was the model for some of the close-up nude photographs that hung on the walls. They seemed to be a sexually liberated couple and seemed totally unconcerned by it. Even from our prior dinner conversation, I knew nothing was off-limits for them. I wondered if it was awkward for Carl, growing up in a household where your stepmom wore revealing clothes while dad made art prints of her pussy. 
 
    I glanced over at Nicole and she was completely glassy-eyed. Was she captivated by it or was it the partly alcohol talking, I wondered? I hoped she wasn't too grossed out by this.  
 
    When the tour was done, Greg said “Nicole, let’s have a look at your back and shoulders now.” 
 
    He led Nicole down to his home office while Samantha and I went to check out Greg’s camera collection. Just before they disappeared from view, I saw him guide her with a hand around her waist, pulling her in a little too close.     
 
    Samantha pushed a button that unlocked the massive doors of the floor-to-ceiling cabinet that encased the surrounding walls of their mezzanine. The entire thing was made out of glass. I was in awe of Greg’s collection of Leica’s and Hasselblads, although Samantha’s cleavage was somewhat distracting. After about half an hour I was wondering how Nicole and Greg were doing. I wanted to go check on them. 
 
    “Sure Andy, I just have one more thing to show you upstairs,” said Samantha. As she spun and went up the stairs, her flare skirt floated up, giving me a view of her tight and toned ass in black lace panties. The stoic in me tried his best not to react. Maybe the wine was making me paranoid, but I felt like I was possibly being recorded on video, that this was some kind of kinky prank that the girls cooked up. 
 
    We entered one of the rooms up on the third floor and she gestured me to an expensive-looking telescope by the window. 
 
    “This will really blow your mind,” Samantha promised. 
 
    I peered into it and saw I was looking into a bedroom window. It took a moment for my brain to realize that it was my own bed I was peering at. The telescope was set up so that they could see everything happening inside. Our walls had small rectangular skylights above the windows, and these weren’t curtained.  Horrified, I realized that Greg and Samantha had seen all our intimate moments together. They were voyeurs. 
 
    “Oh relax Andy, it’s just sex,” said Samantha, calmly. “Nicole’s been telling me about how you’re both starting to open up and explore new things. I think it’s very healthy.” 
 
    “You can’t do that…it’s invading our privacy!” I said through gritted teeth. My instinct was to push Samantha aside, rush out and find Nicole. I wanted to get her home safe, away from these rich upper-class people who were perverted deviants once the masks came off. The whole dinner thing was just some kind of kinky ruse to get their rocks off. I didn’t sign up for any of this. 
 
    Samantha laughed. 
 
    “Did you know Nicole often masturbates in the afternoon when you’re at work?” 
 
    Samantha switched on a large screen TV on the wall. Greg and Nicole appeared on the screen instantly, they were in his study and Nicole was face down on his massage table, her short dress revealing a lot of milky white thigh. Greg was massaging her lower back.  
 
    “Greg has had the hots for Nicole ever since you both moved here,” continued Samantha. “I see she’s taken her meds like a good girl.”  
 
    On the side table, there was an empty cup and a small bottle of pills. 
 
    “What…what are those, painkillers?” I said. The words stuck in my throat. I was starting to get more than a little alarmed. 
 
    “Mixed in with a little love potion. Perfectly safe and legal, don’t worry,” said Samantha. “I take them all the time.” 
 
    My God, did my wife know that Greg gave her aphrodisiac pills?  
 
    How much was chemically induced I don’t know, but Nicole started groaning with relief (or pleasure?) the longer Greg massaged her. She even giggled when he playfully groped and slapped her ass. Alcohol had that effect on her. Sometimes she could be more than a little flirty when her inhibitions were lowered. 
 
    Five minutes later Greg helped her down the table, which during the process made her short dress ride up. I saw Greg’s gaze drop instantly. Did he get a free look at her panties? Without permission, my groin suddenly throbbed at the thought. Why did it find this arousing? 
 
    “Is that what I think it is?" asked Nicole pointing at a device that looked like a horse saddle with a small flesh-colored protrusion on it. To my horror, I realized that it was one of those sex vibrators that I'd seen in adult films. 
 
    “Yes, it’s Samantha’s favorite toy,” grinned Greg lustfully. “Here, let’s try it out…” 
 
    Before she could object, he lifted Nicole and seated her on the saddle, with her crotch area positioned right on the little rubber nub. Flicking the switch made the machine emit a dull rumble. Nicole squeezed her eyes shut, gritting her teeth as she felt her pussy being machine pleasured. She had never tried anything like that before. 
 
    More worrying questions popped into my head. Was I a bad husband for standing by and watching this happen? Or was I open-minded and confident enough to see where this led?    
 
    Greg watched her with a huge leer on his face, like a starving man eyeing a hamburger. He even turned to the camera to grin at us. It was like an amateur porn video, only in this case, we knew the actors intimately. 
 
    The machine did not let up or slow down, sending pulse after pulse of intense stimulation straight into her clit. Nicole’s toes curled up and her muscles strained against the device. I hoped that Nicole would resist in the end, that my wife would decide that she only wanted sexual pleasure from her husband and no one else. She'd come and get me, we'd go home and everything would be back to normal. 
 
    And yet, it was so hot watching this unfold. 
 
    “Unng…..we should really get back to the others,” said Nicole as if on cue. 
 
    But I watched in dismay as Greg had other plans. He wasn’t about to let his prey get away. His hammy hands moved over and around her shoulders, with the unspoken pretext of massaging her injuries again. This meant that she couldn’t get off the vibrator. Which meant that it was just a matter of time before the vibrator would get her off. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’m sure Sam is keeping Andy entertained. How does that feel?” said Greg as he suddenly pushed her body down, grinding her clit into the relentless machine. The horny bastard knew exactly what he was doing. 
 
    “It feels good, ohhhh it feels sooo good!!" Nicole screamed as I could see spittle flying out of her wide open mouth. Her chest was heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Jesus, the sensations were too strong, making her incapable of resisting his questions and commands. Her underwear must have been soaked silly by now. 
 
    Greg slipped his hands under the straps of her black dress and rolled them off her shoulders. He peeled her dress down to her waist, greedily exposing her breasts and generous nipples. Greg had succeeded in making my wife horny, possibly hornier than she had ever been. 
 
    “So young,” he kept repeating over and over again as he alternated between squeezing her tits and tweaking her nipples. I knew how sensitive she was to that. She could never think straight when I did that. Fuck, did he spy on us to copy my technique? 
 
    “Unnng…..no Greg, stop!” she screamed, as his hungry mouth found her right nipple and suckled on it. 
 
    He switched off the machine. 
 
    “It’s Dr. Greg to you, slut. And you’re not allowed to cum yet,” he said, unzipping his pants, exposing his huge hairless cock to my wife. He was longer than me by a few inches. And much much wider. He made Nicole slowly kiss, stroke, and eventually suck on his well-worn member. In her aroused state she complied like she was under some hypnotic trance. 
 
    “Please let me cum, Dr. Greg,” she begged.  
 
    To my shame, I had a raging boner myself. As much as I hated to admit it, the sight of my wife being reluctantly seduced and dominated by an older man (and his enormous dick) really turned me on. 
 
    I watched in jealous arousal as my wife’s tongue roamed all over Greg’s giant balls, something she rarely ever did with me. My dick twitched when I saw our wedding ring on her hand as she pumped Greg’s shaft. He even made her slip her heels back on as she sucked him! She was being treated like a submissive slut and I knew this would only make her even hornier than she already was. After all, she hadn’t had sex in a week. She would be more than just a little grateful to Dr. Greg. 
 
    As for me, I was so close to climax, that the touch of a feather would have made me orgasm. 
 
    “That’s sooo hot isn’t it?” Samantha’s hoarse voice whispered in my ear like a personal shoulder devil. Like me, she was getting off from watching my wife being seduced by her husband. We were unofficially on the same team now. 
 
    “Everything is going to be fine, Andy. We’re all adults here. Nothing wrong with having some fun.” Samantha lifted my chin and held my face close to hers. It was like she was peering into the depths of my soul, my deepest secrets laid bare. 
 
    “Look at me, Andy. You want Nicole to feel good, don’t you?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Right now, she has only one need: for my husband’s huge cock to satisfy her. That means she’s going to cuckold you.” She paused for effect, letting the words sink into my fuzzy brain. “You want that, don’t you?” 
 
    It did make sense, in a twisted way. If a larger cock could give my wife more pleasure than I could, who was I to be selfish? After all, I was her husband, the lucky man she had chosen to spend the rest of her life with. As far as I was concerned, I’d already won the Powerball early in life. Was I man enough to put her needs above my own?   
 
    Still, I couldn’t bring myself to answer Samantha directly, but I didn’t have to. My stiff erection pushing against my pants was answer enough. It was practically calling out to her for attention.  
 
    “Oooh….I’ll take that as a yes, darling. Don’t worry, let me take care of that for you. We don’t want you to cum too soon,” she said as she pulled my pants down, freeing my penis. It responded by letting out a little drool of precum that also didn’t go unnoticed. 
 
    I felt her gaze on my nude lower body and suddenly felt ashamed. My manhood felt diminished compared to Greg’s. But it stood at full mast, forced to confess my pleasure at being cuckolded. It felt more shameful to me than the actual act my wife was doing.  
 
    Samantha slipped a small rubber contraption on my penis. The ring went all the way down to the base, and then a silicone cuff was wrapped around my balls. It jolted me back to the present moment: I didn’t even realize where or when she’d picked it up! The pressure built up instantly, trapping my erection and preventing me from having an orgasm. But Samantha wasn’t done. A cylindrical vibe dangled from the cuff. She reached around from behind and inserted it into my anus. 
 
    I gasped as it went in easily, she must have already pre-lubed it. This was new to me and I was confused by how it felt. My anal muscles squeezed and contracted around the vibe, feeling out this foreign intruder. I should have insisted that she remove it immediately. 
 
    “Good boy,” said Samantha, switching on the anal vibe, sending waves of pleasure rippling through my body. The constant stimulation carried the flow of blood to my already engorged cock, but was then denied by the ring, thus leading to a cycle of frustration.  
 
    “Doesn’t that feel good, darling?” said Samantha, purring with delight. She was in total control now. I groaned and she laughed, promising to release me later. I didn’t know how long it was going to take. In the meantime, I had to sink into the couch before my knees gave out. That only pushed the vibe up deeper inside me. 
 
    Samantha unbuttoned her blouse and let it fall away. Her low-cut lace bra barely covered her breasts. Her tits were much bigger than Nicole’s although they weren’t as firm. The huge pink nipples crowning her boobs were magnificent and rock hard, poking out of the fabric obscenely. She unhooked it and let it fall to the ground. Her skirt came off as well and she had nothing on except her black panties. Arms, thighs, abs, neck, back – she had muscles everywhere. 
 
    “It’s alright Andy, let me take care of you,” she sat down on the sofa beside me with some space in between us. Her right hand was firm and steady as she guided my chin towards her face, forcing me to lean over. We shared a deep kiss which felt very wrong. Despite the age gap, I felt guilty for finding Samantha incredibly desirable. I couldn’t deny that the wrinkles around her mouth and eyes made her look sexier.  
 
    Maybe it had something to do with her fit and muscular physique. Maybe the anal vibe was clouding my judgment. I couldn't think straight, much less process what was happening to me and Nicole at the same time. Her fingers wrapped around my trapped cock and stroked, making me arch my lower body towards her involuntarily. She’d turned me into her personal sex slave, I realized. My body was begging for more pleasure. 
 
    When Samantha finally broke our kiss, I felt my drool spill out of my mouth. It was embarrassing but I was too far gone to care.  
 
    Since I was married I had never locked lips with anyone other than Nicole, and throughout my whole life, I'd never been with any woman older than 45. Now an insanely sexy cougar was sucking my tongue and controlling me with a cock ring and a vibe deep inside my anus. Meanwhile, my wife was worshipping her husband's monster penis in the room downstairs. It was just a dream. It had to be. How had things gone so crazy in such a short amount of time? 
 
    “Ohhh it feels so good to take that stupid bra off. You like my tits don’t you Andy,” she said guiding my face towards her already stiff areola. “You deserve a little reward too. Why don’t you suck on them as we watch the show.” 
 
    She moaned softly as I went to work. “We’ve been so horny planning everything, getting close to Nicole. I haven’t seen him so excited in such a long time, testing out new gadgets and devices. Ohhhh yes darling, keep sucking my tits like that." 
 
    Samantha was his partner in crime. In the back of my mind, I realized we might not have been the first couple they had lured here to seduce. 
 
    Anyway, my focus was split between pleasuring Samantha’s huge mammary glands and taking in the erotic scenes onscreen. Although the shame and guilt still permeated my conscience, the eroticism in that moment was just too strong.  
 
    We watched Greg make Nicole step out of her dress, leaving her only in her tiny black thong, mirroring Samantha's state of undress. He sat her back on the edge of the massage table and spread her legs. I realized he was facing the camera on purpose, positioning everything to give us as unimpeded a view as possible. The bastard. 
 
    Pulling her thong aside, he exposed her completely shaved slit. Since we were married no other man had seen Nicole naked beside me. Now a horny old pervert was inches away, fully dressed as my wife was 99% naked. The anticipation was driving everyone crazy. 
 
    “Ohhh gawd no….unngggh!” Nicole said, as two fat fingers entered her. 
 
    “Such a hot little cunt. So hot and wet. Here, have a taste, slut,” Greg stuck his fingers in Nicole’s mouth. Her eyes widened as she sucked, tasting her own sweet nectar. 
 
    “My turn now, slut,” Greg said, stripping off her black thong, making her completely nude. He bent forward, burying his face in her crotch. She went wild, grabbing his head while her hips bucked against his persistent tongue-fucking. I thought she was going to rip out what was left of his hair completely. 
 
    “Ohhh that tastes so yummy,” Greg groaned, his voice muffled by Nicole’s thighs. I knew what he meant, the taste of her intimate juices was burned into my brain from the very first time I worshipped her pussy with my mouth. Now, this dirty old man was diving into her treasure chest, discovering all of Nicole's secrets that only I knew. 
 
    “Why…why are you doing this? Why are you cheating on Samantha?” said Nicole. 
 
    “Samantha is my cuckquean. She does anything I say. As will you, slut,” he said. Greg’s mouth was stained with her juices and he didn’t take his eyes away from her twitching cunt. “So smooth and sexy. What a hot little asshole too.” Without warning, he spread her ass cheeks wide and darted his tongue into her anus, making Nicole cry out in pleasure. 
 
    He spent a taboo amount of time rimming my wife. Finally, he withdrew from her ass and kissed her mouth urgently. It was their first kiss and he was making my wife taste her own anus! And what’s more, she was hungry for every moment of it, eagerly meeting his tongue with her own. 
 
    Greg went back to her ass again, working his tongue in deeper like he was trying to clean her out.  
 
    “Ahhh! Your…your tongue…so deep,” Nicole groaned. “You’re sucking my asshole inside out!”  
 
    He repeated the act a few times, pushing his tongue deep inside her ass and then kissing her, making her clean his tongue with her own. I’d never seen Nicole so dominated by such a masculine personality before. In a way, her submissive role must have been fuelling her own secret fantasies as well. I didn’t want to admit it, but I knew that this was something I could never give her. 
 
    Nicole reached for his crotch, trying to get her hands inside his pants. He helped by pulling them down. My wife didn’t need any extra incentivizing, rubbing her hand on the bulging outline of his black boxer briefs. His cock head was already peeking out of the waistband.  
 
    “Sam told you how big I was, didn’t she, Nicole?” Greg said. His privates were completely hairless and smooth too like they had been clinically prepped and disinfected for surgery. Sure, he had a saggy paunch and his thighs were pale, but his dick and balls could have belonged to an adult film star in his twenties. I wondered if he was on male enhancement chemicals. We watched as Nicole pulled his boxers down, then kissed and licked every bulging vein on his cock. All the while, her fingers played with his balls. 
 
    “She’s in for a treat,” said Samantha as we watched. “Once she feels my husband’s gorgeous cock inside her, things will never be the same again.” 
 
    “Answer me, slut!” Greg lifted her chin with his index finger.   
 
    “I’ve never seen anyone so big in my life. You’re a marvel,” Nicole said. She bit her lip and looked up at him adoringly. I’ll never forget the greedy look on her face and her bulging cheeks as she stuffed Greg’s erection back into her mouth. 
 
    “Good slut, you’re going to want to make it good and wet,” said Greg.  
 
    I felt my cock straining, rebelling against the soft grip of the ring, even as the vibe in my ass continued to dull my senses. 
 
    “Tell me slut, do you want it in your cunt or your ass,” Greg said, holding his dick out in front of her. 
 
    "Please, Dr. Greg….I need it here,” begged Nicole, fingers lining his cock up against her vaginal entrance. Her hips tried to grind against him but he held firm.  
 
    “What do you need, and where?” said Greg, making her say the words.  
 
    "Oh, gawd!…I need your huge cock, deep inside my hot little cunt!” she screamed. Greg obliged, penetrating her with his enormous manhood. I told myself that this was not real. That my sweet, loyal, and fertile wife couldn't be eagerly taking another man's cock into her without any thought of protection. 
 
    “Unggh…it feels so good stretching your tight little cunt,” Greg panted, pinning her arms above her head as he pounded her. “Tell me how it feels, slut.”  
 
    “Ungh, it’s sooo deep. Your cock feels amazing,” she confessed looking deep into his eyes. “Oh, gawd I love your huge cock stretching me. No one has ever been so deep inside me." 
 
    I thought I might get a heart attack after hearing Nicole’s moans and words of pleasure as a stranger’s cock pumped in and out of her. 
 
    “That’s my good cockslut. You love to cheat don’t you?” 
 
    “I don’t unnng….want to cheat but it ….ahhhh….it feels sooo good!   
 
    I watched in horrified fascination as they mated for what felt like an eternity. He made her switch positions several times, each different pose giving the hidden camera the best view of her nude body. She obviously didn’t know that she was live, performing for an audience. 
 
    He sat up and made her straddle him, first facing us and then facing him. From the front, the perfect view of his dick impaling her pussy as her pert breasts bounced. As she rode up and down his pole, she seemed to be mesmerized, her face contorted in pure sexual bliss. Her pussy was stretched inhumanly wide just to accommodate his girth. He squeezed her breasts and licked her tits as she moved her hair to the side. 
 
    When she was facing him, we got a great view of her sexy ass as she rode his cock. He held her chin and made her turn back to watch the camera as he smacked her ass, making her asscheeks jiggle.  
 
    The realization hit me that they were looking into a mirror. A two-way mirror, if the hidden camera was concealed inside. All she could see was herself being fucked and impaled by a huge cock. That was the center of her universe. 
 
    By now, her entire back was covered in perspiration. Greg pulled on her hair and shoulders, making her sink deeper still onto his cock. He spurred her on with demands that she verbalize how good his cock made her feel and how big it was. 
 
    “Fuck me harder, unghhhh..Dr. Greg, my pussy is yours, please pound me!” 
 
    “Can Andy fuck you like Dr. Greg, slut?” he grunted. My ears pricked up. Until now we were just spectators watching a movie. Now that he mentioned me by name, I was implicated in their sex act as well.  
 
    “Ohhh gawd…I love Andy but you’re better than him. His dick can’t compete with your huge cock! Oh noooo….I can’t stop. I’m going to cum. Ahhhhhh!” she screamed as she orgasmed, her hips bucking uncontrollably.  
 
    I could tell Greg was nearing his orgasm as well. His balls were compressing and expanding like a goddamn pufferfish.  
 
    “I’m going to cum too,” he grunted. “Are you ready for it, Nicole?” 
 
    “Ohhh yessss. I want your cum inside me, Dr. Greg! I’m already your cockslut. Empty your huge balls deep in me and make me your cumslut too!” she said.  
 
    It was the way nature intended and there was no going back now. I knew Nicole loved me. She was happily married to me, but subconsciously her body must have still desired an alpha cock to impregnate her.  
 
    Greg's massive balls obliged. He roared as his orgasm detonated like a bomb, dumping wave after wave of potent cum deep into her eager womb. God knows how many gallons of sperm were stored in those things. 
 
    Right at that moment, Samantha slipped the cock ring off me, allowing me to finally get relief. I realized at some point she had picked up her phone in one hand and was now recording me! 
 
    It didn't matter though. She could have been live-streaming me for the world to see. Right there and then, I needed to cum more than anything else in the world. I reached down and barely got five strokes in before my body was enveloped in a shuddering orgasm, spraying a small pool of jism onto my abdomen. Replaying the footage of my intimate moment, Samantha was satisfied and put it away. I felt a little faint at what I’d just given her and what she was going to do with it. 
 
    Samantha smiled her approval as she ran her fingers in my hair. 
 
    Ten minutes later, we were back in the living room, all fully dressed. Nicole and Samantha chatted as if nothing had happened. 
 
    “How did it go, honey?” I asked, my hand around Nicole’s waist, hoping she wouldn’t notice my voice quavering. 
 
    “Much better now,” interjected Greg. Despite the cool night air, he was still visibly sweating from the workout. “Her back and shoulders hardly feel sore anymore.” 
 
    Nicole bit her lower lip as she looked downwards.  
 
    "Wow, thanks Greg, that was amazing," I said. My mind couldn’t wrap itself around the fact that Greg was fucking my wife less than ten minutes ago. I was getting another erection just thinking about it.  
 
    As my hand caressed Nicole’s lower back, I imagined Greg’s sperm deep inside my sweet cheating slut wife’s womb, swimming upwards, trying to fertilize her eggs. God, what if the unthinkable happened?”   
 
    As Samantha hugged Nicole goodbye, she planted a light kiss on her mouth, making  Nicole’s eyes light up and widen in surprise. Samantha stepped back into Greg’s arms. “It’s my turn to get a deep tissue massage now,” she said, turning to her husband. “Let’s do this again next week.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Thank you for buying this independently published ebook. 
 
    To receive info on new releases, special offers, bonus content, and other great reads, please sign up for our newsletter at www.alexalden.com. 
 
      
 
    If you enjoyed this ebook and would like to support me in continuing to write and publish, I hope you will consider leaving me a review. As you know, they are the lifeblood of indie authors. 
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