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    The Neighbors Take Nicole 2 
 
      
 
    Although Nicole didn’t get pregnant and her blood tests came back clear, my wife and Samantha were now Dr. Greg’s obedient playthings. They belonged to him, body, mind, soul, and lived to satisfy every single one of his depraved urges. The once innocent geek I married no longer obsessed over our old board games and sci-fi films. She had found her dungeon master and mistress. It changed her, and now there was only one thing on her mind: Sex.  
 
    One time I saw her looking out the window at all the couples walking their dogs in our neighborhood, and asked what she was thinking. 
 
    “I kinda feel sorry for all the women and their normal boring lives,” she said with a rueful smile. “Most of them will never get to experience how it feels to make love to a huge cock.”   
 
    In hindsight, I wondered if that rich bitch Samantha had been influencing Nicole right from the start, ever since we moved here. The sudden spike in her sex drive, the provocative dressing, and liberal use of sex toys: I couldn’t even begin to guess how much of it was encouraged by her new best friend. 
 
    It all converged on the night of our dinner at Samantha and Greg’s mansion. After dinner, he seduced Nicole and had kinky sex with her right in his massage therapy room. Meanwhile upstairs, I helplessly watched their copulation unfold through a monitor, while Samantha did some teasing of her own.  
 
    Even as a non-neutral observer, I had to admit that his performance was masterful. With his dirty talk and the way he dominated her sexually, it was no surprise Nicole had one of the most powerful orgasms of her life. She even begged Greg to pump his seed deep inside her, and pump her he did. 
 
    I wanted to forget how my own body responded eagerly, desperately even, during the events of my cuckolding, and Samantha did not miss the chance to record every last drop of juicy photographic evidence. Although Nicole never mentioned it, there were plenty of allusions that she’d seen those images. 
 
    I shuddered just thinking about it. 
 
    One of the first things I did the next day was to cover up our skylight panels above our bedroom windows. My mind ran a long internal debate over my marriage, sexuality, and cuckolding. There was no resolution, just another chapter marked ‘to be continued’. The only thing I knew for a fact was that seeing my wife have sex with Greg had been a huge turn-on. I took the next few days off work so we could process it together. 
 
    Greg was 2,800 miles away for the entire week, attending some medical/big pharma conference in NYC. But that didn’t stop him from living rent-free in my mind, hogging center stage of my every waking moment, especially when Nicole and I got intimate. All I could think about was that deep deep dicking he had given her. 
 
    It still felt passionate when we kissed, but I also felt less adequate than before. Was I still able to satisfy her, or was she just going through the motions, privately longing for a better-endowed and more masculine partner? To my shame and humiliation, I couldn’t get erect at all. There was a mutual awkwardness when our eyes met. I thought I saw a little remorse in my wife’s eyes as well. Was she feeling sorry for me?  
 
    “It’s alright, baby. Let’s take it slow,” she said softly, as her fingers slowly undid the drawstring on my pants. 
 
    “I’m…I’m sorry, I just can’t help thinking about what happened,” I replied. “Do you want to talk about it?” 
 
    “Not really, but I’ll stop seeing Greg if you don’t want me to.” 
 
    Could we really rewind the clock and go back to our tranquil lives before any of this? I still had unanswered questions, and Nicole read me like a book. 
 
    “Yes, baby, the sex was amazing. Not just because he was huge, but because he was….in charge.” 
 
    “And it was better than when you and me….” 
 
    “Andy, you know I love you, but he’s better than you in bed. I’ve never had orgasms like that before. I’m sorry baby…oh!” 
 
    My cock was stirring to life, stiffening in her grasp as she resumed her gentle rubbing. Maybe it wasn’t so bad. If we could pull the brakes on it at any time, maybe I could at least give the cuckold lifestyle a try. My libido certainly agreed. 
 
    “Ungghh...baby…I love that he can fuck you better than I can. I want you to...keep fucking him if you want to,” I said as Nicole used one hand to stroke my aching cock and the other to push my head down to her cunt.   
 
    “Mmm… honey? Oh god, I loved it….I loved the feel of Dr. Greg’s huge cock inside me. I love you too baby. Ahhh, your tongue feels amazing inside me. Make me cum, Andy! Eat your slut wife’s cheating cunt!” 
 
    Two intense orally induced orgasms later she told me how proud of me she was for defying societal norms and conventions. “If we’re going to try this, let’s commit to it 100%,” she added. 
 
    Nicole and Samantha were enthusiastic about our new lifestyle. They discussed it all the time, not even bothering to keep me out of earshot, even though I featured in most of their plans. They were scheming to make me more obedient and submissive, but all the constant “Sam says this” and “Sam says that” got kind of annoying.  
 
    I was given detailed instructions on how to eat and service Nicole orally, for her maximum pleasure. It wasn’t just limited to my wife’s pussy, I was taught to stimulate her butt as well, something she never had any interest in, until the day Dr. Greg made her his anal slut. I went for it, although I was slightly uncomfortable with the hygiene aspects of it. Still, all that mattered was Nicole’s pleasure (according to Sam).  
 
    “Don’t worry, babe,” Nicole said coyly. “Sam says you’ll start to love it soon.”   
 
    Next, on Samantha’s suggestion, Nicole added anal stimulation into the mix. The idea was to only allow me to orgasm while something was pressing against my ass. It came from either Nicole’s finger or a small pocket vibe which she applied when I was right on the verge.  
 
    Not long after that, on another one of Samantha’s recommendations, I was no longer allowed to ejaculate inside my own wife! Nicole even made me clean up my own cum after she made me pull out and come over her thighs. The worse part was, that I had to do it with my tongue. That’s right, I ate my own jizz. It was quite distasteful at first but after the third time, it seemed a bit less disgusting. She even made me lick her fingers clean after she stimulated me anally! 
 
    The ladies explained it so that I knew where this was going. Dr. Greg was at the top of the totem pole, and he had exclusive rights to penetration and unprotected sex with them. My job as the cuckold was to serve the three of them and provide pleasure with my mouth whenever the alpha was unavailable.  
 
    On Thursday, my wife took over control of my orgasms, which was deliciously cruel. After I restrained myself in the cuffs, Nicole would use the pocket pussy on me until I was on the edge, then it was removed and my cock was iced my cock down until I was flaccid. Again and again, the process was repeated until I almost went insane. Despite my begging and pleading, it was only after 10 pm that she allowed me to masturbate while I ate her out. I must have either fallen asleep or blacked out soon after spraying my jizz all over, with hazy memories of being finger-fed my own cum by Nicole (because Samantha said that discipline was important). 
 
    I found out that the silicone vagina was modeled from Samantha’s actual pussy. Of course, the dildo that paired with it was molded from Greg’s penis. Nicole made me watch, putting on a sexy little striptease before she spread her legs and placed the dildo at the entrance of her completely bald slit. She had a little heart-shaped butt plug in her ass as well. 
 
    “Ohhh baby, don’t you wish you were as big as Dr. Greg,” she teased, pouting as she kissed and slowly self-inserted the dildo in her vagina. “Then it would be your cock fucking me right now.” There was a sheen of moisture on the dildo now as she started ramming it in and out of her cunt with increasing fervor. 
 
    “God…it’s fucking huge! I’d forgotten how big he was. Oh god Andy, I need his cock so bad I think I’m addicted,” she said. “Help me!” 
 
    I took over the dildo and fucked my wife doggy style (her new favorite position) while she writhed around on our marital bed, pretending it was really Dr. Greg.  
 
    “Andy,” she moaned. “Be a good husband and help me take a photo of my cunt, I need to see what it looks like from your angle…” 
 
    I fished my phone out and almost dropped it. I focused it on my wife’s tight pussy lips, stretched obscenely around the faux cock and her heart-shaped buttplug. Nicole bent her head down to witness her own fucking. It meant her face was captured in the picture as well, despite being slightly blurry in the background. It took a few attempts to get an acceptable image because my hand was trembling from excitement. 
 
    Nicole emitted a deep guttural moan when I showed her the image. I felt her vaginal muscles tighten around the dildo and squeeze it as her hips pushed back and humped it with a new reenergized ferocity. 
 
    “Ohhh god I love you, Andy! Be a good husband and send it to Samantha and Dr. Greg!” she commanded. 
 
    In a trance, I did it. The good husband who actually sent intimate close-up nudes of his wife’s vagina and anus to their neighbors. For their pure viewing pleasure. For some reason, this played with my mind and made me very very hard. 
 
    “Please cum inside me, Dr. Greg! Make me your cumslut!” Nicole screamed as she climaxed her vaginal muscles almost ripping the dildo out of my grasp. She sounded sexually deranged and I knew she was lost in her fantasy. I was only along for the ride and I secretly enjoyed every second of it. 
 
    It amazed me how Nicole had taken to this new dominant role like a duck to water. Her enthusiasm seemed to spike in sync with her sexual needs. And with Greg not coming home for another few days, my wife and Samantha were horny all the time. The ladies made no secret of how much they missed his fat cock. 
 
    I had to go to work on Saturday because there was a major convention going on, but when I got home in the evening, they had a surprise treat for me. I followed the sucking and slurping sounds to find Nicole and Samantha in our bed, completely naked, their clothes and sexy underwear strewn all over the floor. 
 
      They were in a seated position with Samantha behind Nicole, kissing her neck, ears, and hair. Her fingers cupped my wife’s breasts and teased her nipples, making her moan and squirm in place. 
 
    “Andy’s home,” said Samantha. 
 
    They both looked at me, their eyes and faces completely flushed in full arousal as I approached them. Nicole arched her hands over and behind her head to accentuate her breasts further, while Samantha’s palms massaged her tits, working them vigorously up, down, left, and right. After the boob aerobics were done, Samantha pinched both her areolae and rolled them between two fingers, making Nicole gasp for breath. A wicked grin grew on Samantha’s face as if to say: these puppies don’t belong to you anymore. 
 
    Nicole made eye contact with me as she bent down to lick Samantha’s toned thighs, starting low and then working her way up to Samantha’s waist. I winced as my cock stiffened and pushed itself against my slacks, trying to get out. She knew exactly the effect that would have on me. 
 
    I could feel the heat and sexual energy emanating from the two women, even from that distance. Samantha’s fingers traveled across the length of Nicole’s milky smooth thighs before reaching her g-spot, eliciting moans from my wife that would have melted the will of any straight man. The anticipation of watching her take an older female lover was almost unbearable.  
 
    I bent over and made out with Nicole, it was a wet and hungry kiss. My senses were going wild with the taste of her mouth and the intermingled scents of their perfumes plus bodily fluids. It was intoxicating: I couldn’t wait to get naked and join them. 
 
    “Andy honey, can you please get me ready for Dr. Greg’s cock?” Nicole said, rubbing the huge flesh-colored strap-on dildo worn by Samantha. Her older lover spread my wife’s labia for me and so down I went, staring at the pink walls of flesh glistening with her sexual secretions. 
 
    As I worshipped my wife’s cunt, Samantha reached under and unbuckled my belt, adding my slacks to the mess on the floor. Freeing my erection, she stroked me a few times and gave my balls a few gentle caresses before I felt the familiar silicon mini-donut slipping down to the base of my cock. Once again, the second ring went around my balls, trapping my erection neatly in place. 
 
    “Ungghhhh!” I jerked as Samantha continued playing with my balls. A long bony finger with an equally long (and sharp) fingernail was pushing on the entrance of my anus as well.   
 
    “Tsk tsk tsk,” said Samantha. I could feel her eyes all over my nudity, examining my penis, balls, and asshole. “He hasn’t made himself neat enough. We’re going to need Julia over to shave him, darling.” Julia was Samantha’s part-time maid. 
 
    “Please mistress, let me cum first, I need Dr. Greg’s cock so much,” said Nicole.   
 
     “Andy darling, why don’t you get Dr. Greg’s cock ready for Nicole now?” suggested Samantha. Even in my frustrated state, I knew they were putting on a show for me, using sexual bribes and teasing to make me do their bidding. It scared me to admit that their bidding was exactly what I wanted to do. 
 
    I took the long, curved and wrinkled silicone appendage into my mouth tentatively at first, then slowly deeper and deeper until it was lodged all the way down in the back of my throat. 
 
    The ladies weren’t too concerned watching me cough and gag. Rather, it seemed to amuse them. I even heard the click of the phone’s camera shutter as my wife took a photo while Samantha said ‘welcome to our club, Andy’. Jesus, this was insane. Was this how Nicole felt when she deepthroated Dr. Greg?! My cock jerked and twitched haplessly in its little prison. 
 
    Nicole got into a doggy-style position as Samantha withdrew the dildo from my mouth, letting me breathe again and sending globs of my saliva dripping onto our bed. 
 
     “Tell me how much you want Dr. Greg’s big cock inside you, darling,” urged Samantha. 
 
    "Oh, gawd! Please, Dr. Greg, I need your huge cock, deep inside my hot little cunt!” she screamed. 
 
    Samantha pushed the dildo into my wife’s slit, inch by inch. My saliva did its job as the secondary lubricant: Nicole groaned and wriggled at the delicious insertion, her vaginal walls stretched to the max in order to absorb this unrelenting invader. She orgasmed almost instantly the moment the faux cock made contact with her clitoris. 
 
    “Fuck your cockslut master, fuck meeee!” Nicole screamed as Samantha kept up the in and out thrusting of the silicone cock. My wife’s eyes were glazed over, a mindless shell, craving only the friction and stimulation of her cunt from a giant penis.   
 
    As she was fucking Nicole, I admired Samantha’s body, she had an incredibly fit physique for her age. Even her six-pack abs were visible as her core engaged. Those arms and biceps belonged to an Amazonian goddess. She elicited moans of pure ecstasy from my wife with each thrust. It seemed effortless. My tongue hungrily snaked around Nicole’s right nipple.  
 
    “Ahhhh! It’s too much, I can’t take it anymore!” Nicole cried. The extra sensations I added were more than she could handle, and she climaxed all over the faux cock yet again. 
 
    Samantha removed the strap-on and guided me towards her own body, utilizing a firm grip on my caged cock and balls. I eagerly licked and sucked her huge augmented tits, realizing how much I’d missed and longed to serve her. Nicole resumed photographic duties as she snapped pics of me suckling on Samantha like a baby. I wondered what Dr. Greg would think when he saw them. 
 
    I moved down to kiss Samantha’s six-pack and belly button, before sinking even lower to kiss the inside of her thighs and her slit. I briefly wondered if she had some kind of rejuvenation work done down there. Despite their age difference, her MILF pussy looked as fresh and tight as my wife’s. Her nectar tasted sweet as honey, too.  
 
    The only major difference was her clit. Samantha’s love bud was huge and stood out like a tiny boner. She purred in pleasure when I kissed it. I felt the sexual thrill as well when her clit twitched under my tongue.  
 
    After a few seconds, Nicole lifted my head and a flesh-colored mouth dildo was wrapped around my face. The inches stuck out obscenely, as the two women inspected it. The opposite end went into my mouth and was not as long as the dildo (so as not to choke and kill me) but it was significant nonetheless. I had to grip it with my teeth to make sure it was secure. As I penetrated Samantha with it, my dick twitched a couple of more times. 
 
    The internal conflict messed with my mind. Here I was, a straight man with a perfectly working cock (if a bit small), in bed with two gorgeous and incredibly horny women. They would rather lock my cock away, preferring a silicone cock instead, which they had taken the trouble of molding from a chubby old man’s dick. The greatest irony was that I was now the one wearing the faux cock, just a vessel for their game of make-believe-that-Dr. Greg-is-fucking-us. 
 
    Nevertheless, I plowed on, hoping my aching balls wouldn’t explode and kill me. If their plan was to harness my libido purely for their sexual pleasure, it was working with flying colors. 
 
    “Yes yes yes, darling, don’t you dare stop!” Samantha cried. I made a future note to myself to hit the gym more if I wanted to keep up with these two for the long term. 
 
    Once her cunt was fully stretched out by the silicon cock, Samantha spread her legs wider and cradled my head with her powerful grip, controlling both rhythm and pressure. I was a little dizzy from motion sickness but I went with the flow. It felt like I had been relegated to nothing more than a sex toy at that stage. 
 
    All of a sudden, I felt Nicole giving my cock and balls a light caress. Then she ran her finger up along my crack, stopping to linger on my anus, causing me to squeeze it shut reflexively. 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Andy’s still protective of his backdoor,” she giggled. “Mandy and his tight mangina!” 
 
    “Mmmm…he won’t be able to resist for long,” said Samantha, starting to grunt louder and harder. She was getting close to her orgasm. “At this rate, darling, neither will I!”  
 
     I suddenly felt something sizable placed at the entrance of my anus and start to push inward. Again, I went with the flow, hoping it wouldn’t split me in half. There was really nothing I could do or wanted to do: I was preoccupied while my ass was sticking out, exposed to the world. 
 
    “Don’t worry babe, just relax and keep fucking Samantha,” said Nicole. She wasn’t using her girly feminine voice. It was her dominatrix tone, the one she’d adopted recently. Her hands spread my asscheeks apart and I knew for sure there was no escaping. I was in for my first-ever assfucking. 
 
    Inch by inch, silicone Dr. Greg penetrated me, filling me up, making me feel like I was holding in an almighty poop. I hoped my sphincter would explode and make a mess on the bed. It was becoming a recurring thought. Once the discomfort subsided and my anal muscles adjusted to the gargantuan size, it started becoming bearable. I realized Nicole had lubricated it while I was busy face-fucking her friend. 
 
    Meanwhile, it was hitting a spot deep inside me that started to feel good. My hips started to move of their own accord, meeting incoming thrusts with their own. Sweet Jesus, I didn’t want to enjoy this but my body was betraying me. 
 
    “Oh god, you were right! He’s really enjoying this,” Nicole squealed. She gave my ass another slap and squeezed my engorged balls. “It feels so good taking your anal virginity, Andy. How does it feel to be my cockslut?” 
 
    “Unggh…ith feelth gud bahby, it feelth thooo ghud!” I moaned in an unintelligible gurgle. My tongue had no room to move, it was constantly depressed by the lump of silicone.   
 
    Just when I thought it couldn’t go any deeper, my wife grabbed me by the waist and thrust her hips, the dildo burrowing deep into my deepest pleasure spot and sending a cloud of exploding stars across my vision. My knees turned to jelly. 
 
    “Ohhh ghod…..fhug meee!” I screamed, locking eyes for a brief instant with Samantha, who ground her hips and groin hard into my face as she climaxed hard. The mouth dildo was so deep in her that there was almost no gap between my face and her crotch. At the same time, I felt Nicole’s fingers yanking the silicon restraint off my cock and balls. I didn’t waste any time stroking my dick, barely getting ten pumps in before I succumbed to a powerful orgasm. 
 
     There I stayed, frozen in position on the bed, on all fours, unable to move with the huge dildo still inside me. Rope after rope of my sticky cum dribbling from the head of my penis onto our sheets. Samantha lay in front of me smiling, her body sweaty and utterly satisfied. And Nicole? The click of a phone camera behind me told me exactly what she was doing. More pictures. 
 
    I was exhausted. This had been one hell of a week. Heaven knew my ass was sore and worn out. I was probably going to be walking funny at work. 
 
    At least the ladies would have something else to satisfy them soon. Because Dr. Greg was finally flying back tomorrow. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Power Plays 1 
 
      
 
    My name is Max Greene, a complete failure of a husband and father. This is my story. Take it as a cautionary tale or whatever. What’s done is done.     
 
    ***  
 
    “So…cuck porn, huh?” said my boss Eric, not really trying to hide his smug grin, spinning the laptop around to show how IT had systematically recorded my browser history. It showed websites, dates, and times. 
 
    I shifted uneasily in the guest chair. His office was large, but I felt claustrophobic like I was being suffocated and squeezed by invisible walls. The nausea was also pretty bad. When IT informs top management that you’ve been surfing porn on your work laptop, it's generally not fun and games. 
 
    Colleagues often made fun of me as that stereotypical ‘tech illiterate boomer guy’, and that was true. Even my teenage son Jake found it tough teaching me to use a tablet. But I’d moved up the company ranks based on experience and sheer dogged work ethic, so it didn’t bother me.      
 
    Not that I wanted to browse porn on my work laptop. I was forced to after Christina found my browser history at home. She’d clicked on them accidentally and discovered my secret desire to wife-share with well-hung men who possessed bodybuilder physiques. I was mortified, but she acted as if nothing happened. Later on, I dropped some hints that I was using her PC for some work research on consumer behavior and accidentally clicked some unwanted pop-ups. None of it sounded remotely convincing.  
 
    After that, I switched to using my work laptop, thinking that if I cleared my cookies and browser history, there wouldn’t be any trace of it. Plus, I only used it at home, on my own personal time, and internet. Obviously, I was wrong. Every site was logged and recorded on the company’s network server.   
 
    “Does Christina know…?” Eric said, glancing at the ceiling. I think he enjoyed watching me squirm. They met at a company dinner a few years back. He was on his best behavior of course, so I didn’t think much of it at the time. My wife was tall, slim, and beautiful in the classical sense. She was also twice his age. 
 
    I didn’t answer so he laughed and flexed his biceps under his tight shirt. “It’s alright, don’t answer. We both know I could satisfy both your needs,” he chuckled.  
 
    Eric was that stereotypical arrogant asshole at work who thinks that they’re God’s gift to women. Coupled with a narcissistic love for bodybuilding and being the owner’s son, it was true, he had no shortage of lovers. Rumors often floated around that he especially loved fucking the wives of employees. 
 
    We’ve always had nothing more than a cordial professional relationship and he’d never been inappropriate. Until now. I guess I gave him the perfect opportunity.  
 
    “I have a new penthouse I’m furnishing. I was thinking of hiring Christina as my interior designer,” Eric said, his eyes monitoring me closely.  
 
    I said nothing but my expression spoke volumes. 
 
    “No Max, it’s not really about the condo,” he smiles, as though he can see my thoughts. Lowering his voice, he continues. “I’ve wanted to fuck your beautiful wife since the first time I saw her.” 
 
    So, just like that. 
 
    We’ve been married for more than 25 years, Christina and I. Despite being a mother and in her late forties, she’s still physically attractive and dresses well. We’ve been loyal and committed to each other for so long, that she would never be tempted by someone like Eric. 
 
    “Watch your mouth kid. You can tell her about the websites, whatever. I’m not going to help you seduce Christina,” I say, softly but firmly through gritted teeth, so that no one outside can hear. I realize I am gripping the armrests hard. “She’s my wife, not another one of your office whores! You think she’ll be interested in you? You have no chance in hell!” 
 
    “Then you have nothing to worry about, do you, old man?” he laughed. ‘Calm the fuck down and just stay out of my way, okay, boomer? We’ll overlook all your equipment-use-violations. Maybe even give you some old tablets we have lying around.”  
 
    I realized it wasn’t just Christina’s physical attributes that Eric wanted. It was the thrill of tasting forbidden fruit and the added bonus of owning my ass. A rich kid like him had a practically unlimited pick of young attractive women.  
 
    Well, this loser was about to have a wake-up call. Chris was loyal to a fault and would never do anything to hurt me or Jake. When we were courting, she told me that cocky guys like Eric were a huge turn-off. Over our twenty-plus years of marriage, I could say that I trusted her 100%. Because she’d earned it. He could try his best, he wasn’t getting anywhere. 
 
    “Okay,” I conceded. “She can design your condo, only if she wants to take the job.” 
 
    “Thank you, Max,” he said mockingly. “Now get your ass back to work.” 
 
    So, for the next few weeks, Eric took a lot of time off to work closely with Christina on his penthouse design. At the same time, he stuck me with a huge workload, which kept me busy working overtime all week. 
 
    She showed me some of the work she did on the 3D modeling and I made some approving sounds, but I was so exhausted that most of it didn’t register in my brain. I was neglecting my wife and promised myself to make it up to her as soon as things eased up. I didn’t even get to spend much time with Jake before he had to go back to college. 
 
    When the condo was completed, Eric organized a cocktail pool party to celebrate. Looking at the images, I had to admit, my wife did some great work. The entire wall facing the mountainside view was made out of glass, and the indoor swimming pool went right up to the window. I’d never seen anything like this in a condo. At sunset, the warm orange rays made the surface of the pool shimmer and sparkle and the high ceiling made it look more like a luxury resort in Asia. Ahh, the things money could buy. 
 
    Naturally, among the guests invited were Christina and his art dealer Janice. It was a pool party, meaning the dress code was beachwear. 
 
    Smirking at my bemused expression, Eric tossed me a small box that he bought as a gift for Christina. I was supposed to give it to her tonight, and whether I wanted to take credit for buying it or not was up to me. 
 
    That night, Christina opened the box to find a dark green two-piece swimsuit that fitted her perfectly. The bikini bottom had a high waist design and it even included a shawl to keep herself more covered. 
 
    “Thank you, honey. It looks elegant! I wasn’t sure that I should go at first…,” she says, putting her arms around my neck. 
 
    “It’s fine,” I say carefully. “You go celebrate your masterpiece. I have some work to catch up on, then we have the rest of the weekend together.” 
 
    We kissed, and my hands roamed around her slender body under the bikini. The fabric was thin, and I found her nipples already erect. Her ultra-sensitive areolae were her kryptonite. While she could only withstand light pinching and sucking on them, and only for short periods, it made her super submissive and incredibly horny, even after all these decades had turned her into a middle-aged mother. 
 
    However, much as I wanted to make love to my wife, my body just would not perform. The spirit was willing but the flesh was weak. I got hard at first but just couldn’t maintain my erection, even with Christina’s patient stroking. Finally defeated, we both went to bed a little frustrated. 
 
    Christina looked flustered after the next day’s pool party at Eric’s place. I asked her what was wrong and she said that most of the guests left early and some didn’t show, so it was mainly just her, Janice, and Eric. Janice was young and attractive, and she had changed into a revealing gold bikini for the party. It was clear that she was into Eric, but apparently, she was under the impression that he and Christina were a couple. For some reason which she didn’t say, my wife did not correct the young lady’s assumptions. 
 
    After a few drinks, they took some selfies together in the pool. I was getting anxious for my wife to get to the crux of it. So far it all sounded harmless. 
 
    As the evening went on, my boss and Christina posed together beside the window for a sunset picture. Janice was the photographer, and she encouraged Christina to lose the shawl. Eric held her close by the waist, wearing only a pair of tight swim trunks which highlighted his massive package.  
 
    Encouraged by Janice, they both shared a single intimate kiss, and Christina had her hand on Eric’s pecs. Janice photographed the steamy scene, never once realizing that Christina was actually the wife of Eric’s employee. My wife. 
 
    I finally looked away from the image Christina showed me, horrified. 
 
    “I’m so sorry Max,” said Christina, tearfully. “I was caught up in the moment. You know I’m not attracted to guys like him.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and waited for the clenched fist feeling in my gut to go away. The years we spent together flashed through my mind. How we dated, married, conceived, and raised Jake as one. And how we were still raising him. All of that was betrayed in a single moment.  
 
    Then I realized that none of it was Christina’s fault. Despite her age, she was still a feminine woman, with feminine desires and needs. Needs that I’d been neglecting. Eric was young, virile, and attractive, and by allowing his attempted seduction, I enabled this whole mess. I’d taken for granted that being husband and wife would be enough of a protective shield, as it had always been. 
 
    Years ago, when we first got married, we discussed each having a celebrity hall pass, that one person in the world we allowed each other to cheat with. In return for my consent for her to sleep with Brad Pitt, I selected Catherine Zeta-Jones. This was back in the nineties and was never brought up again since we had Jake. I thought it was just a joke. 
 
    Is this what she wanted right now, a real-life hall pass with Eric? She got upset when I asked. 
 
    “Why would you say that? It was just a game, we weren’t supposed to take that seriously,” she said. “Max, please don’t be mad.” 
 
    I should have come clean about the porn right from the beginning, but I couldn’t bear to confess. I’d built up an image of myself as a family man that conformed to societal norms. This would have destroyed it, and me as well, at least mentally. At the same time, I needed this job. I couldn’t afford any bad blood between them.  
 
    “I’m not angry,” I said. “It’s not your fault. I’ve….I’ve been taking you for granted, Chris. It’s a wake-up call, we should be thankful that our relationship is being tested.” 
 
    She felt better after that. I told her how much I loved her, and how I’d never stop loving her. 
 
    The next step was confronting Eric privately without punching him in the face.  
 
    “Eric, I know what happened,” I said calmly. “This has gone far enough. This is my marriage you’re messing around with. You’ve proved your point or whatever it is your game is. Now leave Christina alone, or I walk.” 
 
    He confessed that he was doing it just because he could. And that he really found Christina very attractive and desirable. 
 
    “You may think I’m a degenerate, but at least I’m honest. That was one hot kiss by the way,” he said, blowing at his coffee. “Christina is one hell of a lady. She was so fucking sexy, I just couldn’t resist. But you’re right, I’m not here to destroy your marriage, and I don’t want you to resign. You’ve been here a long time and you know how to run things inside out. Dad will kill me if you leave.” 
 
    He looked conciliatory but I wasn’t buying it yet.  
 
    “I’m…I’m glad to hear that. So you’ll leave my wife alone?”  
 
    “Sure, Max. No hard feelings okay? Look, the condo’s done. I have no reason to see her ever again.” 
 
    We continued to chat a little about work. Eric said he was looking at an internal promotion to get me an assistant. That would take some work off my plate, which I was grateful for. We identified a few logical candidates and then I had a meeting in ten minutes. 
 
    Before I left, he said “Hey Max, is it okay if I personally apologize to Christina? I really want to set things right. It’ll be the last time I see her, I promise.”  
 
    I realized he’d put me in a tough situation by playing nice with me for the last half hour. Now it was hard not to reciprocate, especially towards someone with authority over me.  
 
    Reluctantly, I told him, okay, but that was the last time. 
 
    It was Friday when I got a call at the office. It was Eric on the phone. He sounded funny - like he was out of breath, which sets off alarm bells in my head.  
 
    “Max, honest to God, I came over to your place to apologize to Christina like we agreed,” he said. “But things got a little out of control. She needs you to come back now. Right now.” 
 
    He hung up. I looked at Eric’s room and scanned the office to make sure this wasn’t a prank call, but he wasn’t around. I dialed both their phones repeatedly but there was no answer. Were both of them really at our house together? 
 
    I packed up, rushed to the car, and sped home, not knowing what to expect. Both their cars were parked in our driveway! 
 
    As I made my way into the living room, I heard some muffled words and moans but was still unprepared for the sight that greeted me. It felt like a straight sock to the jaw. 
 
    They were both standing there, Christina slightly bent over and leaning against the wall with her palms against it. Eric was pressed up right behind her. They were dressed in work clothes, her in her white button-up blouse and blue pencil skirt while Eric was in a formal shirt and pants. While his hands roamed her waist and his hips pressed into her behind, he was working his mouth and tongue around the side of her neck, making her shudder deliciously. She was obviously enjoying it. 
 
    Her luscious lipstick-red lips were wide open and moist, her eyelids squeezed shut, and she arched her neck backward towards him. Her blouse was already unbuttoned and hanging open, revealing her black lace bra. It frightened me that Eric might have already stimulated her nipples, which would have explained why she seemed so aroused. 
 
    Eric held her by the chin and turned her face towards me. 
 
    “Max is here, he whispers. “Tell him.” 
 
     My wife looked into my eyes, torn between anguish and lust. “Oh god darling, thank goodness you’re here. Remember what I said about the hall pass? I…I was wrong….I need it...with Eric. He says you’re okay with…” 
 
    “Yes,” says Eric, quickly cutting her off. “We discussed it, and I have Max’s consent. He knows you deserve the best, and he wants me to give you what he can’t. Isn’t that right?”  
 
    Eric looked at me with a triumphant smirk. The bastard played me! I underestimated how far he would go just to seduce my wife. He had top picks of any number of younger women, why did he have to tear my dear wife away from me?  
 
    “Please….,” I say, walking up towards them with my arms open.  
 
    Eric lazily shoved me in the chest and I fell onto the couch. “Can’t you see how much she wants this? She’s a consenting adult, so why don’t you sit back and enjoy the show.” 
 
    He removed the rest of her blouse and she let it fall to the floor. He unhooked and peeled off her bra, revealing the swell of her lovely breasts. They weren’t as firm as they used to be, but even with their slight sag, they still looked amazing. Like a greedy baby, Eric’s tongue nipped and sucked at her tits while his hands kneaded and massaged them. 
 
    “Ahhhh! Not so hard!” Christina begged, as the familiar yet powerful sensations overwhelmed her body. 
 
     The sight of this made my groin ache longingly. Porn was one thing, but getting aroused from being cuckolded in real life was as intensely frightening as it was pleasurable. 
 
    Meanwhile, Eric’s fingers were unzipping the side of her skirt. It joined her bra on our tiled floor. My wife was now clad in nothing except black lace panties and dark thigh-high stockings, and even as she was making out with a guy twenty years younger, I thought she looked as lovely and elegant as when I first saw her. 
 
    This angelic image was destroyed in a flash as her panties were tugged down, exposing her moist sex. Eric’s fingers made a beeline to her slit, rubbing and probing indecently.  
 
    “Fuck, that’s hot,” he grunted, breathing heavily. “Jesus Christ, you’re so tight and wet. Such a hot little MILF. I’ve wanted you for so long.” He buried his face in her ass, loving the taste and scent of her love juices. The act startled me because cunnilingus was something I hadn’t performed on Christina in years, certainly not since Jake was born. 
 
    “Unggh!” she groaned as his tongue flicked at her clitoris. His hands were spreading her ass cheeks farther and farther apart to give himself better access, the wider angle benefitting me as well.  
 
    It looked dirty and erotic. Maybe dirty was the reason why it was so hot, I concluded. I realized that Christina wanted me here, not to humiliate me, but to share and witness my darkest fantasies brought to life. I felt paralyzed, unable to speak or move, yet taking in everything with a heightened clarity of senses. And my cock was twitching in approval, asking for attention from my hand. I didn’t move. 
 
    Eric held Christina by her hand as he led her to the couch beside me. They were now uncomfortably close, much too close, their physical presence radiating a tremendous heat and sexual energy. 
 
    “Now it’s my turn,” he said, kissing her mouth. She kissed him back, two wet tongues intertwining. He sat down and my wife knelt in front of him. Unzipping his slacks, out flopped his sizeable cock, which complemented his muscular physique perfectly. Christina gasped in surprise and her eyes quickly darted toward mine. 
 
    No words were needed. His cock is so much bigger than yours. 
 
    Even I had trouble looking away. My mind was already producing disturbing images of that monstrous appendage entering my wife’s most intimate holes. 
 
    He wrapped her breasts around that monster and she squeezed them together at the sides, letting him fuck her tits! I watched on in stunned amazement as he cock-slapped her nipples and mouth like they were porn stars. It happened in slow-motion, and I saw every bulging vein on his dick and every wrinkle on the side of my wife’s lips as they made contact, again and again, and again. 
 
    He was treating her like a whore and she was loving it. 
 
    Christina wasn’t an experienced cock-sucker by any means. It was a struggle to swallow it down, and she acquitted herself well. Her hands stroked the base of his cock and balls while she slurped in a sexual frenzy. I felt a further increase of blood flow to my penis when I saw her wedding ring on while her fingers were wrapped around his cock, pleasuring him.  
 
    Eric was completely dressed except for his gigantic penis obscenely stuck out of his fly, while Christina was completely nude except for her sheer nylon stockings. 
 
    These were my wildest desires, ones I suppressed and hid for years, happening inches away from me. My boss was about to witness the concurrent birth of a hotwife and her cuckold. He was the one responsible for it. 
 
    “Awwww fuck yes,” says Eric in appreciation as he pulled her hair aside for a better view. “I knew you’d love my huge cock. Trust me, it’s going to feel amazing when I’m inside you.” 
 
    Christina didn’t respond. That huge monster she was deep-throating was the center of her universe. I was worried she might suffocate or pass out. Once when we visited a sex shop in Amsterdam, she almost fainted upon seeing a giant-sized dildo on display. When I asked her what happened, she said that just the thought of that inside her made her woozy. Eric’s cock had to be close to that. I couldn’t imagine what thoughts were going through her mind.  
 
    He spread his thighs wide and his fat cock pointed skywards like a rocket, ready for launch. Christina straddled him and gradually impaled herself onto his member, her pussy lips stretching wildly to accommodate his girth.  
 
    I had the best seats in the house, I saw everything close-up with startling clarity. They were either too uninhibited or probably too horny to care that I was right there. Probably both.  
 
    Inch by inch his cock slowly disappeared, burrowing deeper and deeper into her womb. From her face, it was obvious that it was an intense battle between discomfort and pure pleasure. 
 
    When she was filled with his cock down below, she started undressing him, starting with his shirt. I noted how Christina marveled at his toned and muscular body, oohing and ahhing and biting her lip all the while. Or maybe it was his cock that was eliciting those moans? She was never this vocal with me. 
 
    “Why don’t you tell Max how it feels?” Eric suggested. 
 
    “Ungggh….it feels so good. You’re so big and strong, and so young.” she panted. Christina’s words made me jealous. She followed it up with action, as her hands roamed all over his large arms and chest. She planted kisses all over his upper body as well.  
 
    Until now, I never knew Christina had a thing for hunks. I always thought she preferred the soft-spoken dependable types, like me. From the way she was worshipping Eric, I knew once again that I had been mistaken. I knew so little about her sexually that I wanted to laugh out loud in frustration. 
 
    She surrendered fully to her lust, sliding up and down Eric’s pole while he called her his little MILF cockslut. Just before she climaxed, I reached out a hand and she took hold of it. It felt right for us to have a physical connection as she orgasmed all over another man’s cock for the first time as a married wife and mother. 
 
    “Oh god….ahhh! Eric, you’re making me cum!!!” 
 
    I watched her gasp for breath, slumping forward onto his well-defined pecs. He was still inside her, yet to go limp. He hadn’t orgasmed yet. She let my hand go. 
 
    “I think it’s time we go to bed, Christina,” he says half-laughing.  As he led her upstairs to our master bedroom, his cock stood at full mast, completely drenched in her juices and ready for more. My wife’s eyes fluttered down to gaze at that obscene organ, and she let out a soft moan, anticipating what was about to happen to her in our bed.  
 
    I watched every step they took, holding hands and buck naked except for Christina’s stockings. It was a surreal feeling. This time, I wasn’t invited to witness the next stage of their intimacy. Locked out of my own room, no longer the master of my own house. Their grunts and moans were loud and hot, and when I put my ear to the door I heard Christina begging him to cum deep inside her. 
 
    I’d never felt lonelier or hornier in my life. No man could have internalized their woman voicing so much pleasure from a stranger’s cock and still come away with their egos unscathed. 
 
    Yet, I endured. The last thing I remembered was masturbating furiously until I coated our door with a long line of cream. 
 
    Later, I awoke on the couch downstairs, not knowing what time it was and wondering if it was all a dream. Metal and ceramic clinking were coming from the kitchen. I found Christina there, dressed in an old gray silk negligee, making a simple meal for two. It felt like I was seeing her again for the first time. Her beauty took my breath away. 
 
    I swallowed the lump in my throat, wanting to approach her, take her in my arms, and kiss her. But it felt like the wrong thing to do. Besides, Eric might still be upstairs. 
 
    “Hi,” I said, feeling like a stranger. I tried to maintain our usual eye contact but she broke it off quickly. 
 
    “Hi Max,” she said.  
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    Her lips tightened a little as she thought it over. 
 
    “I’m fine, Max, thank you. Are you?” she finally looked at me again, with genuine concern. 
 
    Eric came down the stairs and patted me hard on the back as he passed, knocking the wind out of me. He was wearing my silk pajamas.      
 
    He squeezed Christina’s ass and lifted her negligee to check out her ass, then grabbed the plate of food and started eating. 
 
    “Morning Max. Last night was some of the best sex I’ve ever had. Young girls can’t hold a candle to Christina. Plus she’s fitter than most of them.” 
 
    “Don’t humiliate him like that,” she said, looking pleadingly at him.  
 
    “What, he enjoys it. It’s a compliment you know, telling a man that his wife is amazing in bed.” Eric slid his hand inside her negligee to squeeze her breasts, making her bite her lip. Then he kissed her hand and placed it on his groin. 
 
    “You really shouldn’t have gotten your wife addicted to huge cocks. One look at your cuck porn, and that was that. She started to crave some alpha male dick. Curiosity killed the cuck, as they say.”  
 
    He winked at me as he munched away, even as my wife continued to rub his rapidly hardening member by herself. She looked down, ashamed, which confirmed to me that Eric was telling the truth. My cuckold obsession had stirred her desires and led her right to him. 
 
    “Please, Eric…no,” she says. 
 
    “What, you thought you could wear me out with a single morning blowjob?”  
 
    “Let’s at least go upstairs,” she says, trying to lead him away.  
 
    “But I’m in a generous mood right now, Christina,” he says. Why don’t you take care of me here, and let Max have some fun too.”   
 
    He pulled his pajamas down (technically mine) and Christina instantly got down to suck him off like a hypnotized slave. Eric was right, she really was a cockslut! 
 
    “Ahhh, fuck, that’s sweet,” he moans. “Go ahead Max, you know you want some.” 
 
    I stared at Christina’s completely naked ass sticking out from under her negligee as she fellated Eric. It was impossible to keep from getting aroused. I couldn’t hold back my desire. It wasn’t like I was doing anything different that they hadn’t been doing in the last 12 hours. They’d been fucking each other’s brains out! I felt a burning need to reclaim what was rightfully mine. 
 
    Pulling my boxers down, I aligned my rigid member at my wife’s vagina and pushed in. 
 
    “Wait, Max!” Christina’s lips came off Eric’s cock and she tried to turn around, but it was too late. I slipped inside her hot canal easily. She was soaking wet! 
 
    “Oh god, baby, you’re already wet!” I gasped as I stroked in and out. “Oh god, it feels so good! You must be loving this…” 
 
    “Unghh yes darling! Fuck me, fuck your cheating wife’s cunt!” she screamed, losing all control. It was hot. Too hot. 
 
    Grabbing her head, Eric stuffed himself back into her mouth, reclaiming her body’s undivided attention with a simple thrust of his cock. 
 
    I took hold of both her wrists and pulled them back as I pumped harder and harder. Taking two cocks together like this was something she’d never done before. Before yesterday, I would never have believed it could be possible she would ever allow herself to be simultaneously filled like this. 
 
    “Unghh…do me a favor, will you Max? After you’re done, I need you to get Chris’s tight backdoor ready for me,” Eric said. 
 
    His words made my cock jerk wildly inside my wife. Her warm walls squeezed back, milking out geysers of cum from my balls that joined Eric’s sperm, already deep inside her. I saw stars at the edges of my vision. 
 
    After my orgasm subsided, I knelt and spread her cheeks. Making sure my tongue had plenty of saliva, I dove into Christina’s glorious rosebud, getting it good and well lubricated. It occurred to me I was preparing my wife’s backdoor for another man’s cock. I’d never tried this before, and it was strangely pleasurable when her rosebud puckered like it was kissing me back. I wondered if Eric had already taken her anally the night before. 
 
    When Eric had enough of face-fucking, he picked up Christina and puts her on her back right there on our kitchen table. In one smooth motion, he ripped off her negligee, making her completely nude. This was the kitchen table where our family sat down for meals thousands of times! I knew I would never be able to see the furniture in my own home in the same light ever again. 
 
    He placed his cock at the entrance of her backdoor and pushed in. 
 
    “Oh god Eric, it’s too big! Ahhh!” Christina cried out in pain and pleasure as her sphincter was stretched out. Even from my vantage point, it seemed an impossibly tight fit, but Eric’s cock was hard as a crowbar and he wielded it relentlessly. Inch by inch disappeared from view, surrounded by a wet circle of my saliva. 
 
    “Unghh...nice. So tight. That’s some good work, Max,” groans Eric. “It feels so good to be the boss. Look at me, Christina. I want you to look into my eyes as I blow a load deep inside you!” 
 
    “Oh god…your cock…so huge! It’s so full inside me,” she groaned. Obediently, she pulled her knees wide apart, to give him deeper access! The clusters of muscles in his arms, back, and legs rippled as he was thrusting harder and harder now, a relentless sex machine. 
 
    “Ahhh…that’s good. Are you ready for me to blow a huge load in your ass with your husband watching?” Eric panted, getting closer and closer to orgasm. 
 
    “Yes…yes, oh god, it feels amazing. I want it Eric, please cum deep inside my ass!”   
 
     His grunts crescendoed into a roar of triumph as he reached his climax, filling her backdoor with load after load of hot, sticky, and potent semen. Both their bodies were completely covered in perspiration by now. 
 
    “Fuuuuck yeah!” he said as he pulled out, a glob of white flowing out of her still-gaping hole. Christina looked like she was in an unresponsive stupor, her face a mask of wonder, marveling at Eric’s peak alpha male physique.  
 
    Despite the intense ejaculation (which if it was me, would have put me out of commission for the day), Eric’s cock was still hard. He must have had the stamina of a bull. Carrying my wife down from the table, he sat down in a chair and she automatically moved to clean his cock with her mouth! She seemed only too eager to do it. I couldn’t believe what a slave she had become. Just how much had she really been repressing these past twenty years? 
 
     When he was clean, Eric lifted her onto his lap. Her fingers reached for his cock and helped to align it, sinking her cunt down down down until she was fully impaled. Her labia stretched to envelop his girth, creating a vacuum-like suction. 
 
    I felt yet another twinge of jealousy as I watched them kiss intimately while being joined as one. My sperm was about to be shoved aside in a hostile takeover. I knew they would get annihilated by Eric’s superior semen.  
 
    “Tell me what you told me last night. I want Max to hear,” commanded Eric. 
 
    “I…I love to fuck you, Eric. Your amazing cock gives me so much more pleasure than my husband.” She turned to me. “I’m sorry Max. I love you, but I need Eric’s big cock, I’ve never cum like this before.” 
 
    It was all Christina now, as she passionately rode his love muscle to one orgasm after another until she collapsed onto his chest. 
 
    I don’t know how what time it was when Eric finally left. Tired as I was, I couldn’t sleep. As I lay in bed beside a totally nude Christina, watching her gentle snoring and the smooth rise and fall of her chest, a sudden urge to masturbate hit me. 
 
    Meanwhile, the reality of how much Eric had defeated me as a man and subordinate sank in. He’d seduced and turned my wife into his willing sex slave, with my complete cooperation, every step of the way. We were going to need some time to process everything. One thing was for sure, we could never ever let our son Jake find out. 
 
    Maybe I could convince Christina that we both call in sick tomorrow so we could talk things over. 
 
    I was sure my boss wouldn’t mind. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Cuck Life 2 
 
      
 
    It was incredibly sexy to me how Melanie’s nose twitched when she was angry. She never knew until I pointed it out to her – it was completely subconscious. Privately, it was a sexy little treat for me. 
 
    My girlfriend was doing it again today when we got home from work. She was pissed to find out that the luxury wristwatch her boss had given her was a fake. These high-end replicas apparently cost 400 bucks or more and were almost indistinguishable from the genuine article. 
 
    Vince casually gave it to her as a gift after we got back from the Bahamas. It was where they had a threesome with Vanessa, his personal assistant. I’d watched the entire affair as an outsider, peeping through a window. That night, my girlfriend engaged in a multitude of depraved sex acts, giving him access to parts of her body that were off-limits to me. 
 
    I had sucked out as much of Vince’s cum out of her pussy as I could. To my surprise, it was something I enjoyed, not the taste of it, but the act itself. I’ll never forget how serious Melanie looked as she told me how hot it was to see me take another man’s cum into my body for the very first time.  
 
    Of course, I’d already given my consent for Melanie to receive sexual gratification from outside of our relationship, as long as we stayed together as a couple. If I were a lesser man, it might have been the end of us, but Melanie was different from all the other girls I’d dated before. And what I brought to the table was devotion, stability, and cherishing her sexuality without any judgment. She could be her genuine self 100% of the time, even if that meant sometimes behaving like a horny bimbo slut. 
 
    Our sex life didn’t change much after our vacation. In the days that followed, Melanie continued to derive more pleasure from my tongue, not my cock. During the rare cases where I was allowed penetration, I was still required to wear the dreaded latex sheath. Often on weekdays, after a long hard day at work, I was unable to resist, succumbing quickly as she jerked me off with her hands. She was merciless, even though I begged her not to finish me off so fast.  
 
    Weekends were a completely different story. Melanie would often deny me any orgasms at all, keeping me hard and horny the entire day. A pleasure delayed is a pleasure enhanced, so the saying goes. I followed her around the house, waiting on her hand and foot even as she teased me. I would have done anything. I was so horny I couldn’t think straight. 
 
    It was especially bittersweet when I was allowed to massage her perfect and luscious body for hours on end. To be so close, touching her intimately, and yet still so far, was sweet sweet torture. My erection ached for attention as I begged for permission to lick her all over after her massages were done. 
 
    Monday came around. Mel was planning to throw the watch in Vince’s face and demand the real thing. She was going to cause a scene if required. I wasn’t so sure that was a good idea, since the last time she stormed into his office with a big demand, he’d gotten her panties in the exchange (which he still kept in his desk drawer). 
 
    She texted me in the evening to tell me that he’d laughed and told her it was just a prank. He had a genuine watch in his desk drawer ready and waiting, with the box and certificate. Mel sounded happy, and I was relieved that there was no major conflict. 
 
    After getting home from work, I got out of the shower to find her on the bed checking out her gleaming new timepiece. The contents of the box were strewn around her. 
 
    “That was it?” I said. “He gave you a replacement, just like that?” 
 
    “Well,” she hesitated. “There’s one small favor. In return, I have to go to Vince’s son’s party this weekend. He just got signed into a professional soccer team so they’re having a celebration at his house. They’re getting some models and a famous DJ but he wouldn’t tell me who.” 
 
    “So he’s asking you there to be eye candy.” 
 
    “No silly…a waitress,” she said. “ 
 
    Shortly after we became a couple, Mel quit her waitressing job at the pub where I first met her. Vince knew about her part-time work. We both knew this was his way of exerting dominance over her. And for a luxury watch, there was no chance in hell she would refuse.    
 
    “A hot waitress is always eye candy,” I said, moving the stuff out of the way so that I could sit down and caress the curve of that magnificent ass. “It’s just one night? Still an awesome deal. Vince didn’t ask for anything else?” 
 
    I lifted the edge of her dress and saw my goddess wasn’t wearing the panties I picked out for her in the morning. A modest pair of zebra striped boy shorts. A rush of blood instantly flowed into my groin.  
 
    “Why aren’t you wearing any underwear?”  
 
    Mel put the watch down and turned to look me in the eyes. She was biting her lip.  
 
    “He…he made me sit on his desk and tested out a new vibrator on me. It made me so horny because anyone could have just walked in. I needed cock so bad I begged him to fuck me.”  
 
    “Ohhh god…that’s what I wanted to hear, baby,” I said, my voice hoarse as I kissed her lower back, inching lower and lower, anticipating the evidence I would soon discover. I couldn’t wait to lick and suck it all up clean, hoping she wouldn’t make me ejaculate prematurely again this time.  “Tell me everything. Please.” 
 
    On the day of the party, we dressed up in our respective outfits. Mel asked Vince to let me attend as well and to my surprise, he agreed to let me hang around as a guest. I wore a simple dress shirt and jeans while Melanie had to wear a basic waitress uniform: white dress shirt, black tie, and black skirt. She toned down the lipstick and mascara, which brought out her natural beauty and made her look less bitchy. Of course, Mel being Mel, she had to put her signature twist on it. Her shirt fabric was thin enough for everyone to see her black bra beneath.  
 
    Vince’s mansion was a thirty-something minute drive into the hills, the place we used to go on our dates after watching late-night movies. I drove Melanie’s car just like the old days and we experienced déjà vu throughout the entire ride. 
 
    We got there early since Melanie was there to work, so I hung around and explored the house on my own for a while with a drink in hand, watching the mostly young crowd start to arrive in droves. I found Vince’s assistant (more like his fuck toy) Vanessa there as well. She was on her own since Vince was upstairs with his business buddies. She wore a short and thin figure-hugging silver dress that showed off plenty of cleavage and leg, looking a bit like a high-class hooker. No doubt Vince picked it out for her.    
 
    We chatted and drank for a bit, neither of us mentioning the sordid events of our recent vacation. I was happy to let what happened in the Bahamas stay private. That evening, it was like we met there at the party as strangers.  
 
    Vanessa’s company wasn’t exactly enthralling, but it was better than being alone. It was rather relaxing and laid-back and the food was great. There were worse ways to spend a Saturday evening. 
 
    However, less than an hour later, there was some trouble. Four young punks were harassing Melanie and they were getting her to send them drinks, then spilling the liquor everywhere and making her clean up the mess. They looked like friends or soccer teammates of Vince’s son, Cole. I noticed they were all athletically built. 
 
    Melanie was tight-lipped but kept her cool, even though I saw her nose surreptitiously start its signature twitch when someone told her she had a nice ass as she bent down to pick up the champagne flutes off the floor. Without a word, she brought the glasses back to the kitchen and brought out more drinks. 
 
    The asshole who was being ignored got more pissed. I figured he was the leader of the group and not getting a reaction out of Melanie was making him look weak. He lifted her skirt as she passed, exposing her ass to his friends. They must have seen the pink g-string I picked out that barely protected her modesty. I knew that would be a huge turn-on for the guys, and right on cue, someone let out a wolf whistle. 
 
    Melanie felt the draft and instantly whirled around, her hands pushing her skirt down. Her face was flushed with anger. I knew her well enough to know that there was going to be a scene so I made my way over to her side quickly. She was cursing the guy out with an unending torrent of profanities. 
 
    One of the guys shouted at me to fuck off and then I was unceremoniously shoved sideways. The push was so hard that I stumbled about a dozen feet. Thank goodness there was a sofa there to catch me. I fell between some other guests who saw me coming and moved sideways, opening up a space in the center for me to land. 
 
    The next thing I knew, one of the guys threw a glass of wine at her face. Her white shirt turned red instantly and got even more translucent. Droplets fell off her hair as she was frozen in shock. She looked utterly miserable. It was one of those rare occasions when I thought she might start crying. 
 
    Suddenly someone broke through between the five punks and grabbed the leader.  
 
    “That’s enough,” he said, lifting him and slamming him against a pillar with enough force that his head bounced hard. “Apologize. Now.” 
 
    The leader’s demeanor quickly changed and I noticed his friends also had a shift in body language. They looked away uncomfortably. No wonder, I thought, as I realized that the young guy who stepped in was none other than Cole, Vince’s 20-year-old kid. He had similar features to his father but was a better-looking version with short brown hair, and a lean muscular body.  
 
    The group leader wasn’t sure if Cole was serious but his head hurt from the slam and he was still being held in position with his toes barely touching the ground. It was like he was trying to collect his thoughts. “Hey, babe…uh….you’re really hot and I’m sorry for being a jerk,” he said. “How about….”  
 
    “Alright, leave her alone. You guys are drunk. I’m getting all of you a car to take you home,” said Cole. He lowered Mike and sent him back among his friends.  
 
    Ignoring their loud protests, he took Melanie’s hand and led her upstairs. I scrambled off the sofa to follow them but it was too late, it was crowded and by the time I made it to the stairs, I couldn’t tell which direction they had turned. 
 
    Dejected, I made my way back to the bar. Some boyfriend I was. Even a kid could take better care of my girlfriend. Luckily, Vanessa was there to chat and take my mind off the incident. The booze helped too. 
 
    I think the guests knew Vanessa was there with Vince so no one dared to hit on her. She told me that she thought Cole was very good-looking and that Melanie was totally hot for the whole white knight experience, which didn’t exactly help me relax. 
 
    Cole and Melanie came back less than fifteen minutes later. Mel had cleaned up and changed out of her top and skirt into one of Cole’s soccer jerseys. It wore loose and was long enough to cover her ass while still showing plenty of thigh. I couldn’t tell if she was wearing any underwear. She was in total contrast to all the overly dressed girls there but she was the most stunning.  
 
    Her body language was different too. She seemed more demure, more feminine. Her feet were close together as they walked and her back was arched pushing out her chest and ass. I noticed she was leaning slightly into Cole and touching her hair a lot. It was more than enough evidence that she had the hots for him.  
 
    As they passed us, her eyes had scanned right past my searching gaze and completely ignored me. It shocked me because I knew she had seen both Vanessa and me.  
 
    He got her a drink and they sat down among the crowd together. She was absolved of her waitressing duties and was now there to enjoy the party. They looked like a hot couple, to be honest, and the crowd was treating them as such. She was leaning into him even more now and I saw her hand linger on his thigh. Her attention was all on him but he looked nonchalant as he was busy chatting with the other guests. There was a constant stream of people coming up to him for selfies and high fives. 
 
    Since we became a couple, there were only a few occasions when I felt intense jealousy. This was one of them. It felt like I was losing the love of my life and there was nothing I could do about it. It was going down in real time and I was just a witness, unable to interfere. What was I going to do, go up to them and drag her home with me? Could she really be falling for him just because he rescued her from a few punks? This seemed a lot deeper than just sexual attraction. 
 
    A small voice in my head told me to cool it. That was the way she had to play her cards in order to seduce him. Because for a decent kid, acting too slutty might drive him away. Things happened so fast that she never had time to tell me the plan. If that was all it was, I could deal with it. 
 
    Still, she didn’t have to give me the cold shoulder. 
 
    As the music got louder, I saw them whispering in each other’s ears. My mind tuned out the music and Vanessa’s drunk chattering completely to focus on this. It looked very intimate, so much so that I felt like I was violating their privacy just by looking. I saw Cole’s mouth graze Melanie’s hair and neck as he spoke, and when it was her turn, she went in close and put her hand on his chest. 
 
    I desperately wished I could hear what they were saying. 
 
    Vanessa was feeling neglected so she dragged me onto the dance floor. I must have looked like an idiot going through the motions but I didn’t care. My attention was still on the star couple. 
 
    When Melanie pulled Cole’s hand and led him upstairs, I was ready. I yanked Vanessa off the dance floor and we followed them. The soccer jersey was short, so everyone was staring at Melanie’s legs going up the stairs. I was sure some of the guys got a glimpse of a lot more than bare thigh. Her head gave a slight half-turn towards me to check if we were following, but she didn’t give anything else away.   
 
    After turning right they disappeared into one of the bedrooms and shut the door. 
 
    “Oooo…they’re gonna fuck! Lucky bitch!” Vanessa giggled, taking a sip of her red wine. She must have grabbed a glass off a waiter as we walked.    
 
    “Shhh!” I said, pulling her into the next room and checking to make sure it was empty. It was. When I shut the door the loud music outside instantly reduced down to muffled thumps of bass. The room was minimally furnished with a bed, sofa, bookshelf, desk, and nothing much else. Probably a guest room. There was a bathroom, and I was excited to see that it adjoined the room that Melanie and Cole were in. I let Vanessa settle down on the couch with her drink as I quietly entered the bathroom.  
 
    From there I could hear Melanie’s voice. It sounded like she was thanking him for rescuing her. The door was shut and I wasn’t about to try the handle, but there was a large keyhole so I put my eye to it. 
 
    The view wasn’t great, but I could make out part of the room. Melanie had her hands clasped behind her, the back of her palms resting on the perfect curve of ass that I knew so well. They were looking at what I guess were some soccer memorabilia displayed on the walls, which meant it was Cole’s room. 
 
    “I’m so sorry. It shouldn’t have happened in the first place,” Cole said, sounding mature for his age. 
 
    “But it gave us the chance to meet,” said Melanie. She turned to him, stood on tiptoe and I heard them kiss. Her breasts melted into his pecs and abs. I couldn’t see their faces but his body language showed he was a little confused and taken aback. 
 
    “I...I’m kind of seeing someone,” he groaned, as her fingers ‘accidentally’ brushed against his bulging erection. Melanie bit her lower lip. No trace of her bitch face was visible. Her eyes were wide open and completely submissive. It was like she was having a high-school crush!  
 
    They kissed again.  He tried to push her away, but this time his hands touched her ample breasts, and he was lost. 
 
    “Do you like me for my personality or my body?” she pouted, the same question she posed to me when we first made out. 
 
    “Both,” he groaned, echoing my answer to her at the time.  
 
    She stepped back and pulled the jersey off above her head. Her large breasts bounced free and I could see her nipples were rock hard.  
 
    Cole swallowed at the sight of her body, scantily clad in only the pink g-string. As he took his shirt off, she dropped his pants and used both hands to tug his briefs down. With his lean muscular physique, he looked like a Greek god, and I could tell my girlfriend wanted him bad. When Mel was horny, no straight man could deny Mel what she wanted. 
 
    “Ohhh wow….he’s so big and strong,” she said, as she stroked his cock and played with his balls. She was right, he was huge, like his father. It was young, muscular, and aggressive. The tuft of dark pubic hair encircling his cock was strangely arousing, even to a hetero male like me. 
 
    “I’ve never been with an older girl before….ungghh!” Cole groaned as Melanie’s thick sexy lips enveloped his cock. God…my girlfriend could deep throat like no one else when she wanted to. As she greedily sucked and slurped, I saw his pole take on a sheen of wet saliva. In between the bouts of hypnotic head bobbing, she gave those gigantic balls some attention. Her tongue traveled all over each and every crease on his nutsack, lovingly worshipping his manhood. I could tell they were already filled up with a ton of cum. My balls were craving some attention too, I was stiff as a crowbar.    
 
    Melanie was lost in the sensations. It was like she became a totally different person. Usually, when she was horny, she couldn’t wait for the foreplay to be over.  
 
    As much pleasure as Cole was in, he looked in control, not in danger of any premature ejaculation I wouldn’t have placed any bets against Melanie. Her hands were pumping and stroking his engorged penis even as her tongue licked lower and lower. Finally arriving at his anus, she didn’t even hesitate as she plunged into his asshole and started eating him out!  
 
    I was in shock and awe. Here she was, with a 20-year-old kid, but with the roles completely reversed. She was playing my part, the part of the pleasure-giver, in their tryst. 
 
    Cole was of course, on a rocket blasted off to heaven. He had already fully surrendered to the sensations of Melanie’s long tongue, sucking and exploring deep inside his asshole. His biceps and forearms flexed as he spread his thighs wider for Mel’s anal invasion. 
 
    I think he would have lost control and orgasmed in her hands if she kept pumping his cock harder and faster while rimming him.  
 
    But he regained control of the situation, picking her up and slamming her against the wall, his mouth hungrily seeking her nipples even as her breasts were still jiggling from the impact. Through the keyhole, I couldn’t see anything above their mouths, but everything below was crystal clear. I had a full side profile of their bodies pressed up against each other.  
 
    “Please put him inside me, Cole. I want him inside me,” Melanie begged as she bit his ear. She reached down between their bodies and guided his rock-like erection towards her pussy lips. 
 
    “Ohh God…it feels so good to be inside you, so…tight and hot,” he groaned as he let her sink down onto his cock. She was still pinned to the wall, writhing in pleasure and agony. His arms were under her legs, supporting her thighs, so she had nowhere to go except to take his cock deep while being suspended in mid-air.  
 
    “Ahhh..oh yes, baby you’re so hard. Unghhh…don’t stop, I love it! You’re filling me up.”  
 
    His love muscle thrust into my girlfriend with such a frenzy that the picture frames on the wall vibrated. He took turns kissing her nipples and her mouth, and then the third time he squeezed her tits with one hand so that she could lick her own areolae. 
 
    She did, which was fucking hot. 
 
    I was aware that Vanessa’s head had materialized beside me a few moments earlier, and she was now edging closer, forehead pushing against mine, trying to get a view of the action. No doubt all the skin-on-skin sounds, moans, and dirty talk were already plenty arousing. 
 
    Unghhh…Melanie, I can’t hold on, I’m going to cum soon,” Cole said, a bridge of saliva linking their lips together.  
 
    “Do you want to cum inside me?” she panted.  
 
    “Ohh…fuck…yes...can I?” he moaned. 
 
    “Yes Cole, give it to me, I want it all…oh god you’re making me cum. I’m cumming!” she screamed, as they had an intense mutual orgasm. Cole roared like a lion as his thrusts became erratic, violently pumping his sticky seed into her womb. The muscles in his back and arms rippled while his balls contracted as my girlfriend’s cunt squeezed and milked him for every drop of sperm that he possessed. It was clear that in the moment, Melanie desired to be impregnated by this young sex machine. 
 
    She rested in midair, hugging him tightly, still impaled on his cock. The monster was still semi-erect, and I could see a coat of white cum start to trickle out of her cunt and down his pole. 
 
    They both stared deep into each other’s eyes as Melanie gasped for breath and told Cole that she was falling in love with him.   
 
    I’d heard enough and led Vanessa back to our room. We kissed desperately, urgently, passionately. The taste of her mouth was not dissimilar to Melanie’s, and like me, she was very much turned in heat. Her huge firm tits pressed against me as I squeezed her ass. She unbuttoned my jeans and I peeled off her shoulder straps, exposing her breasts nestled in a sheer low-cut silk bra. They jiggled seductively as she wiggled out of her tight dress. I slipped my hand in between flesh and soft silk and found her nipple, it was smaller than Melanie’s but they were quite sensitive, as I remembered from her tryst with Vince. She stepped out of her high heels as well and was left wearing only her white bra and panties. I unhooked and pulled down her bra, and enjoyed watching her shake her long blonde hair loose. There was something about a bra coming off, exposing and releasing a woman’s breasts, that never failed to excite me.    
 
    “Ahhhh!” Vanessa replied as my mouth found her left nipple and sucked on it. I moved to her waist and tugged off her tiny panties as well. She was completely shaved except for a little blonde landing strip above her slit, which looked very sexy. 
 
    As I stared at her gorgeous cunt, I gave her ass a squeeze and a smack, which reverberated loudly in the empty room. My heart was pounding so hard I felt the thump of the blood flow reverberate in my skull. I was about to cheat on my girlfriend with another stunner! 
 
    Moving Vanessa sideways, I led her body onto the couch and watched her eyes widen as she realized I wanted us in a 69 position. I knew she was a size queen so I wanted to give her the full range of my oral skills first. Plus, that perfect twat and anus were just dying to be sampled.         
 
    Vanessa moaned when I buried my face in her cunt. Instantly, she proceeded to kiss and suck on my hard-on. My pleasure senses and ego were through the roof as I admired the sight of her bee-stung lips wrapped around my cock. Even without an alpha male’s physique or endowment, I was getting a brief taste of what it was like to be Cole or Vince! 
 
    At the same time, I gave Vanessa the best oral service she would ever receive, using all the skills I learned with Melanie. Operating at an elite level, my tongue went deep, exploring her intimate holes while my fingers spread her labia and applied the perfect amount of constant stimulation and pressure to her clit.  
 
    “Oh god Charles, that’s not fair!” she screamed. “Your…tongue…in my ass…it’s so good!”  
 
    I realized a part of me was enjoying getting back at Melanie for what she’d done. I spread and smacked Vanessa’s asscheeks and told her how good her sexual secretions tasted. Oh, how she wriggled in pleasure! Within 5 minutes she was already on her second orgasm.   
 
    “Ohhh…yes…ahhh…I’m cumming again Charles, oh my god your tongue feels amazing!” she cried, her fingernails digging painfully into my lower back as her hips bucked and shook wildly. 
 
    Although there was no deep intimacy between us, Vanessa was just as attractive as Melanie, smoking hot in a different way and also a bit of a nympho. Her mouth felt amazing. At times it felt like I was actually inside a hot tight cunt.  
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” I cried, finally taking my mouth off her clit. She wrapped one arm around my lower body, preventing me from pulling out of her mouth. I also felt her finger press down on my clenched anus, sending me over the edge. 
 
    As my orgasm kicked in, I surrendered to the vacuum pressure of her mouth and just let my body do what it needed to: deposit all that sticky cum into her throat. Vanessa swallowed eagerly and she even milked my balls for more.  
 
    Looking down at her glorious lips tight around my shaft, I felt a mixture of remorse and satisfaction. I’d just cheated on the love of my life and received an out-of-this-world blowjob, something that my girlfriend had never done for me before. When I released my cum into Vanessa, a lot of pent-up frustration and aggression left my physical body as well. I felt cleansed and clearer-headed. 
 
    We lay there for some time, in our 69, completely dead to the world and Melanie. Sweaty, exhausted, and totally sated. My cock shriveled and slipped out from her mouth. I felt a little self-conscious in my flaccid state just inches away from her face, but on a closer look, Vanessa had fallen asleep. Her eyes weren’t fully closed but she was already snoring lightly.  
 
    My jaw had a satisfying ache to it, as I watched Vanessa’s breasts rise and fall. I felt completely drained of liquid yet still needed to use the bathroom, so I disentangled myself to go. To my surprise, I heard the click of the door mechanism. Someone inside just locked it. Trying the handle confirmed that the bathroom was occupied. It was either Cole or Melanie in there. It had to be. The thought that Melanie had seen me and Vanessa sent a scary chill up my spine. 
 
    I rushed to the opposite end of the room where we’d entered. Opening the doorway slightly, I peeked out and saw Cole outside, giving someone a high-five before that person ran down the stairs. It was the kid who threw the wine on Melanie! In a state of shock, I realized they must have planned it all. Vince might have been involved as well, luring her here with a gift, giving her a waitressing role. Like father like son indeed. Even Vanessa wasn’t above suspicion now. I knew how loyal she was to Vince. Her role might have been to distract me, or to seduce me so that I would be out of the picture. Damn it.  
 
    Cole’s body language transformed from cocky back to gentlemanly the instant Melanie came out of the room. She was wearing his football jersey again. They held hands as they walked back to the party, the young football athlete and his new girlfriend having just consummated their relationship. 
 
    I wanted to warn her, to tell her everything. As I opened the door a bit wider, Melanie turned back with an angry look. Oh god, her signature nose twitch. Fuck fuck fuck! She knew I was in the next room, which meant she’d seen us through the keyhole. She gave me the middle finger and her mouth silently formed the words ‘Fuck You’ before they disappeared down the stairs and into the crowd. 
 
    An overwhelming sense of loss and dejection hung over me as I used the bathroom, dressed quietly, and slunk out of the house. I stuck to the corners, creeping out via the back to avoid being seen during the speech-giving portion of the party. Vanessa would be fine, I covered her with some sheets and left her to nap. Let Vince’s wife or one of the servants find her there, I didn’t really care. 
 
    It was a two-mile jog before I reached a hillside bus stop. There, I waited about ten minutes for a rideshare back to Melanie’s place. Not having much stuff, I was able to pack quickly and get the hell out of there before she got back. If she was even coming back.  
 
    I was a wreck - the tears wouldn’t stop flowing. I’d been unable to hang on to the most important thing in my life, and now there was nothing left to live for. I didn’t know how I resisted the temptation to put myself out of my misery, but I did.  
 
    Steadying my thoughts, I knew I’d need a hotel to stay at temporarily and then maybe rent a room from one of my work colleagues. I’d take it one step at a time. After all, things couldn’t get any worse. 
 
    Before leaving I found my favorite bra and g-string of Mel’s from her pile of dirty laundry. It was the pair she had on the first time we made love. I inhaled her salty feminine scent, the scent that I knew so well and longed for, knowing I might never get to experience it again in the flesh. 
 
    Wrapping her tiny underwear around my cock, I masturbated into it, then stuffed it all into my duffel bag before leaving. It felt like a final gesture, a closing of our story together.  
 
    But it wasn’t.   
 
    Less than a month later, Melanie came back to me. I expected her to spin the story, but she told me the truth. She admitted to falling for him and planning to kick me out of her life. But like so many of the alpha-type guys she’d dated in the past, he’d dumped her after having his fun with her. So here she was, heartbroken and expecting me to take her back. 
 
    I wanted to hate her, to be angry at being betrayed and dumped. I knew she wouldn’t have come back if not for the fact that Cole had played her. To be honest, I hated myself more. I was a beta, a loyal doormat, the only one who put up with her erratic emotional states and daddy issues. And in one moment of weakness, I even cheated on her, which violated the terms of our union.  
 
    Maybe I should have blocked and deleted her number, but I didn’t. I couldn’t. Melanie would always be the best I could hope for, she was miles above my league. I worshipped her, and in return was allowed sexual access to a body that most men would have killed for. 
 
    She promised to quit her job. No more unprotected sex with random lovers except with me. We kissed passionately. We got naked. And then for the first time, she drew me into her body without the latex barrier. As I neared my climax, I was about to pull out until Melanie told me she loved me and wanted me to cum inside her. 
 
    Later, when Melanie missed her period and broke the news that she was pregnant, I did what I’d always dreamed of doing. What a good and loyal boyfriend would have done.  
 
    I proposed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Other Titles In The Series 
 
      
 
    Cuckold Confidential 1 
 
      
 
    Cuckold Confidential 3 will be released in June 2022 
 
    

  

 
   
    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. 
 
      
 
    I would also love to hear any comments, suggestions, and criticisms. Contact me at alex@alexalden.com, and I will try my best to reply to every one of you personally. 
 
      
 
    Once again, I thank you. 
 
    Alex. 
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