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    I’d fallen asleep in front of the TV again. The whole place was pitch dark when I woke. Christina must have come home in the middle of the night and switched off both TV and lights without waking me. She’d even put a blanket on me. It was a sweet gesture that showed that she still cared. 
 
    I went up to our bedroom and found my wife fast asleep in the dim moonlit glow. Savoring this peaceful moment, I watched her chest rise and fall as she gently snored. Was she dreaming about our son Jake? Or Eric, her youthful well-hung lover, who also happened to be my boss? 
 
    They’d gone out on another one of their dates together, a long night that started with fine dining and undoubtedly ended with them having wild unprotected sex. God only knows what else they did in between. 
 
    Earlier in the evening, I played a role too, preparing Christina for her date. After she got out of the shower, I helped her put on some sexy new lingerie, a dark greenish floral and lacy ensemble of bra and panties complete with stockings. I couldn’t help but ogle at her beautiful naked body as she smiled and held her arms out for me. A deep sexual longing enveloped my groin as I slipped the brassiere around her arms. I was aware of my envious feelings towards the fabric as it caressed her shoulders and supported her shapely breasts, keeping them snugly and firmly in place. Pushing her hair over her shoulder to get it out of the way, I hooked the bra together and admired her in the mirror. 
 
    Next, she stepped into her panties, wriggling her shapely hips as she did so to get into the tight underwear. It showed off her ass and gorgeous legs perfectly. Running her finger along the bulge in my pants, she asked if I would help fasten her garter straps for her, which sent a gulp down my throat and a tinge of pleasure into my penis. It had been a few months since she’d started her affair with Eric, and I was still getting aroused thinking about her sucking and fucking his huge cock. Helping her get ready for her dates was the perfect ritual in our cuckold relationship. Christina knew the powerful effect it had on me, and we both continued our roles in front of the mirror silently. 
 
    I finished with her garters as she brushed her hair. I could tell Christina was having fun teasing me. She took her time with her lipstick and mascara, giving me a longer period to enjoy the sight of her in her sexy underwear. My imagination was going wild. We were both very aroused in our own way. I wanted to lick her bare thighs and ass, then rip off her panties and bury my face in between her legs. It had been far too long since the last time I was solely responsible for eliciting Christina’s ecstatic moans of pleasure. 
 
    But she had to leave soon if she didn’t want to be late. Eric didn’t like it when she was late. 
 
    When she finally wriggled into her tight little black dress, I zipped her up and we shared a brief kiss before she drove off to her rendezvous. I went into couch potato mode to distract myself and later on fell asleep. Which was how she found me when she got home, slumped feet up on the couch and dead to the world. During her previous date nights, I ended up jerking off to cuckold porn, but tonight I was just too tired. 
 
    They were like college lovers discovering sex for the first time. I lost count of their sessions not long after the fuckfest commenced. At this rate, I was worried that Eric would get tired of her and move on to some new girl, but so far, he hadn’t seemed to lose interest. That his dick hadn’t contracted some disease and withered off was a miracle in itself. Whatever. I just hoped that Christina wouldn’t be too broken up about it if that happened. It was bound to, eventually. In the meantime, she was getting more attention from the opposite sex in general. She told me how she was sometimes hit on at work by new clients and even strangers in the mall. And most of these guys were much younger than her. 
 
    That weekend, we were both invited to Eric’s place for dinner. We were joined by Janice the art dealer. She wore a gold halter top and long black high-waisted skin-tight pants which showed off her great body. I would have placed her in her mid-twenties. Christina was right, she was a total hottie. 
 
    Janice was wearing both her wedding band and her diamond engagement ring. Over our dinner conversation, I found out that she had gotten married a month ago and had just returned from what sounded like a perfect honeymoon. Our conversation was littered with Janice gushing over her wonderful husband Gavin. It was apparent that the young lady was very much in love. She also had a lot of questions about our son Jake and about having children, which I delighted in answering. 
 
    In return, I asked about how she got started in her career. She told me that she wanted to get a job even before she got out of art school. While studying, she found a job posting seeking an intern for a local art museum. Because all the other students were focused only on careers as artists, there was virtually no competition. She was accepted on the spot and later given a manager’s role at the museum after she graduated. Less than two years (and some networking) after that, she was headhunted by a prestigious dealership. No doubt a large part of that was due to her youth and attractiveness. Still, she was creative and hardworking and deserved all her success. I could respect that, even though I had zero interest in the art world. 
 
    After the meal, Eric invited the ladies upstairs to one of the rooms to show them some art, and as we made our way to the staircase, Christina placed her arm on my elbow. Silently, her eyes indicated that I should excuse myself and wait in the living room. 
 
    So there I was, sat down alone in front of my boss’s indoor swimming pool, looking out the gigantic window. The night was clear and above the trees, stars glinted in the sky, casting their reflection in the shimmering water. It felt surreal that my wife designed this place. Amazing. 
 
    After about ten minutes of contemplation mixed with bouts of fiddling on my phone, I started to wonder what they were up to. Walking up the staircase, I followed the path they had taken, my feet making no sound on the timber flooring as I walked. Modern-looking paintings and sculptures lined the walls and hallway. Whatever. I kept moving. 
 
    Within seconds, I heard rustling sounds and a mix of voices talking softly. Turning into the corridor, I passed by two rooms and the sounds got louder. The third room door was slightly ajar. 
 
    “I…I love my husband,” came the sound of Janice’s voice. 
 
    “I love Max too. Love has nothing to do with it really,” said Christina. 
 
    My heart was pounding in my chest as I peered into the dimly lit room. There was almost zero chance they could see me since the corridor was even dimmer than the room they were in. 
 
    Eric was seated in a chair and my wife was behind him with her arms placed protectively around his chest. But what shocked me the most was Janice’s position. She was sitting on Eric’s thighs, her legs spread apart, straddling him. How the heck did that happen? 
 
    “It’s just a kiss, remember?” Christina said to the young girl. Then she kissed Eric, as if to demonstrate, and walked over to Janice. I looked on in utter surprise as Christina planted a passionate lesbian kiss on her! Janice’s hands and body even responded hungrily, leaning in towards my wife and touching her face, as Christina stood over her. 
 
    When they separated, I noticed a thin strand of saliva still connecting their lips. Janice’s face was mired in confusion. Before she could fully process what was happening, Eric took his turn to kiss her, his sizeable arms dominantly holding her by the waist. 
 
    Christina continued to break down the young girl’s sexual defenses. One of her hands reached into her back via the open gap in her halter top’s sleeveless openings. It looked like my wife was fiddling around with her bra hooks. A moment later she must have succeeded because her hand emerged and went to the front, reaching under Janice’s halter top at the opening of her tummy and tugging Janice’s black bra down and out.         
 
    “Oh god,” Janice groaned, turning red as she leaned and reached out for her strapless brassiere. It was futile. My wife twirled it just beyond her reach. I watched with rapt attention as Christina untied the now braless young lady’s halter top at the back of her neck. The shimmering gold garment came apart in two halves at the neck, still covering her upper body. Christina then transferred the ends of the fabric into the young girl’s own hands. I realized that she was urging Janice to pull her top down and expose herself to Eric, just as my wife had in our bed. That was the moment when Eric had penetrated Christina to new sexual heights, a moment that was forever etched in my mind. 
 
    After a few moments of hesitation, Janice succumbed to the seduction, pulling both halves down to her waist, her young supple perky breasts bouncing free. I felt my dick twitch as I got a glimpse of the long dark pinkish nipples that capped her tits before Eric’s mouth and hands were all over them, sucking greedily. She couldn’t help moaning as her breathing turned heavy.    
 
    My wife resumed her place behind Eric. She expertly unbuttoned his shirt and removed it effortlessly. It was as though they had practiced it a hundred times. His focus never had to leave Janice’s body for a second. 
 
    “Consider this as me returning the favor,” said Christina. I suddenly had a flashback to the photo that Janice took of her and Eric in their pool not so long ago. It was the first kiss my wife had shared with Eric. 
 
    Now, Christina had an uncharacteristically wicked grin on her face as she raised her phone camera and took a few images of Janice and Eric’s topless embrace. There was a lot of side boob on display as their chests mashed together. Eric’s hungry mouth dipped low, again found her nipples, and sucked on them like a starving baby. The young lady didn’t seem to be able to process what was happening to her. Her mind was struggling even as her cheating body savored all the physical sensations coursing through it. Janice’s face was turned skywards with her mouth open wide and eyes squeezed shut. It was all incredibly erotic, watching her succumb from the shadows. 
 
    I realized my dick had turned rock hard some time ago and I was just noticing it now. 
 
    Eric was pulling her tights off, and Janice was even helping by wriggling her hips. She was wearing a black thong that matched her bra. Christina helped with the final pull of her pants and they came away in her hands. My wife was quite the assistant. 
 
    In a display of physical strength, Eric lifted and flipped Janice in mid-air by her waist as though she weighed nothing. She was now on all fours with her ass in the air facing him. Her hands and knees supported her body, resting and balancing on the massive quad muscles on his thighs. Eric wasted no time. He pulled her thong to one side just like he did with Christina, instantly exposing the young lady’s bald pussy and anus, inches from his face. I thought of those nature shows where the cute little creature was about to become an anaconda’s meal. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” moaned Janice as Eric buried his face in her most private mound. “Ohhhh god….unghh….ahhh!” Even from my position, I could hear the slurping sounds of Eric’s tongue. My god, he was sucking the essence out of her soul, tuning Janice into his sex slave just as he did with Christina.  
 
    My wife didn’t remain idle. She unzipped Eric’s pants and rubbed his already stiff boner over his underwear. His cock head was already visible as it pushed its way out from the waistband of his briefs. She pulled them down to release his phallus in its full glory. This was happening right under Janice’s face, but she didn’t notice. Janice was looking straight ahead at the wall, her open mouth producing a permanent string of delirious groans. That tongue fucking Eric was supplying to her cunt was taking up all her attention. 
 
    What happened next stunned me while almost making me cum in my pants. Holding her waist, Eric stood up while continuing to eat Janice’s cunt and ass! The young girl was now in a standing 69, upside down and face to face with Eric’s massive appendage. Her hair dangled and swept the ground as her legs pointed up in an inverted V shape around Eric’s face. 
 
    She looked at his cock incredulously like her brain couldn’t accept what her eyes were seeing. It reminded me of the first time Christina saw Eric’s manhood. I’d almost cum in my pants just from that look she gave me that said: his cock is so much bigger than yours. 
 
    It felt like a long time ago. 
 
    Christina knelt behind Eric and spread his buttcheeks aside, exposing his asshole. Without an ounce of hesitation, she attacked his anus with her tongue! Eric let out a grunt of pleasure as my wife greedily ate his ass, and in turn, Janice was making high-pitched whimpers as Eric was eating her out.  
 
    “Janice, just look at that magnificent cock,” my wife said in between bouts of rimming her bull’s anus. Christina reached around, grabbed, and placed Janice’s petite hand around Eric’s shaft and together they stroked it.  
 
    “That’s a good girl,” Christina said. “Why don’t you give it a kiss as well?” 
 
    “Mmmmpfh,” said Janice, as she choked on it, with more than a little encouragement from my wife’s hand on the back of her head. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhh fuck yeah!” groaned Eric.  
 
    For one long moment, that tower of flesh was physically connected in a circle of depravity. Joined together by mouth-to-genitals. To my knowledge, this threesome was only Christina’s second experience, after the one in Eric’s office where I was the third wheel. I knew I would never receive a rim-job from my wife, but at the same time, she would have done anything just to get to mate with him. 
 
    “Eric’s cock made me feel like more of a woman than I’ve ever felt before. I felt like I was young again. Once it’s deep inside your cunt, stretching you out, you’ll feel the exact same thing I felt. You’ll understand. You’ll want to serve him like how I serve him…” said Christina, before planting another kiss on Eric’s puckering asshole. 
 
    Janice’s thick lips came off Eric’s cock in protest. 
 
    “Please, it’s too big, he’ll tear me in half!”  
 
    “What’s too big?” my wife inquired. “I want to hear you say it.” 
 
    “His penis! His penis is too big!” she gasped, the blood rushing to her head made her face red as she hung upside down, suspended in the air. 
 
    “I’m sure you know another word for it. I want you to say exactly what is too big to go in where. And to say it to Eric directly.”  
 
    “Oh god! Oh god!” Janice groaned. Christina’s sexual demands were designed to arouse her mind. At the same time, Eric’s tongue was relentlessly stimulating her sensitive clit, making the sensations too overwhelming for her body. The combined physical and mental assault was too much. Much too much. A long strand of saliva drooled from Janice’s open mouth, pooling onto the floor as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    “Ungggh! Eric, your cock is…ahhhh…huge! Please, it won’t fit inside my tight little cunt!” Janice submitted as her body shuddered and her hips bucked against Eric’s oral onslaught. “I’m cumming! Ahhhhhh!” 
 
    Before the young lady had much time to recover from her orgasm, Eric lifted her by the waist and carried her over to the bed. Christina joined them quickly. As Janice was lowered into her arms, they embraced again and shared another lesbian kiss. I watched transfixed as Janice slowly undressed my wife, first her dress, then her bra. My wife guided Janice to her augmented breasts, making her kiss, caress, and suck on her nipples.    
 
    Eric ripped off Christina’s panties and then pulled Janice’s thong free. Everyone was nude now. Eric smirked as he held his cock in his hand and rubbed its head against Janice’s slit. I noticed his chin still glistened with Janice’s love juices.  
 
    “You’re going to love this, Jan,” he teased, pushing it in. 
 
    “Ohh, he’s putting it inside me!” gasped Janice. 
 
    I was witnessing the birth of another cuckold. Without knowing it, her Gavin was about to walk the same path as me. He was even going to be cuckolded by the same superior cock. Only this was happening right after his marriage, whereas Christina and myself lived blissfully for more than two decades before Eric entered our lives. 
 
    Say goodbye to your genes, Gavin, I thought. Poor sap. Based on Christina’s experience, I didn’t see this as a one-time thing. It was more than likely that he would be raising Eric’s baby soon enough.   
 
    Without any sense of decorum, Christina climbed over Janice, pinned her arms down to her sides, and lowered her pussy onto her face.  
 
    “How does her tongue feel, baby?” panted Eric. 
 
    “Uhhh…ohh yes. She’s taken to it like a duck to water!” moaned Christina. From my vantage point, I watched transfixed as Janice’s tongue emerged from her chin, eagerly tasting and licking my wife’s bald slit.   
 
    For the next few minutes, the mountain of quivering flesh on the bed cried out in pleasure to the rhythm of Eric’s thrusts. His jackhammering cock also had the erotic effect of making Janice’s perky tits bounce and jiggle as she lay there. Their combined weight made the bed squeak. The headboard knocked against the wall and the side table vibrated, making the glow from the bedside lamp shudder as well. 
 
    Christina leaned forward to kiss Eric, their bodies all connected in one unholy triangle. 
 
    “Lucky girl, I wish I could have experienced that at your age. You want Eric to give you a baby, don’t you?” asked Christina, lifting herself off Janice’s face to let her breathe again and answer her question. 
 
    “Oh god….I promised Gavin…,” Janice said as she gasped for air.  
 
    “Tell the truth…do you want Eric to cum inside you?” teased Christina. 
 
    “Wait….Gavin!” Janice protested, as though invoking her husband’s name would snap herself out of it. It was already too late, I thought. Her body was already taking the full length of Eric’s unprotected manhood deep inside her. And loving it. 
 
    “Answer the question!” said Christina. The wicked smile on her face told me she knew Janice would not and could not resist. 
 
    “Unghhh…oh god yes, Eric! It feels too good! Please cum inside me and give me your baby…ahhhh! I’m all yours! Pump a baby in me!!!” screamed Janice, as the friction from Eric’s huge thrusting cock wiped away all reason and faithfulness from her young brain. 
 
    Eric roared like an animal, his cock slamming deep into her cervix as his balls erupted the creamy molten hot semen that I had come to know so well. One hand was squeezing and massaging Janice’s breasts while the other was doing the same to Christina’s. 
 
    “Oh god…you’re so deep inside me, it…it’s hitting my womb” squealed Janice. “I’m cumming!!!” 
 
    The young girl’s legs spread high up into the air, over his shoulders to accommodate the deep penetration of his manhood and now, the insemination of his potent baby-making sperm. Christina assisted by pulling Janice’s ankles as far back as she could. Then she lowered her cunt back down on Janice, muffling the young girl’s groans. I didn’t know if my wife was lost in the moment or if she was really trying to help Eric breed this young girl! 
 
    Eric grabbed and held Janice by the hands as he pulled her against him for his cock’s final spasm. Janice’s thighs jerked wildly. I guessed no man had ever been this deep inside her body. It was the same for Christina too, when they first mated. Eric’s cock had the power to alter women’s personalities completely, ripping away their inhibitions even while it was ripping their bodies in half. 
 
    Finally, the headboard shuddering subsided, the squeaking disappeared, and the lights stopped shaking. The mountain of flesh seemed to melt into the bed. A wave of warm body-heated air seemed to travel towards my direction and hit me through the crack in the doorway, making the hairs on my neck stand up. 
 
    I tried to contain my own orgasm but failed miserably. I felt a little ashamed as I spasmed against the wall and felt the warm jism moisten my boxers. My knees felt weak as I leaned against the door frame. Just rubbing my cock against the wall outside their room had been enough stimulation to make me cum in my pants. Although I managed to suppress a groan, I accidentally pushed the door open slightly further.   
 
    “Max,” Eric said, still breathing heavily, as all heads turned to the doorway. “You can come in now.”  
 
    * 
 
    Two weeks later, my fears came true. Eric broke it off with Christina, saying that he’d had an amazing time and that it was fun while it lasted. Long story short, he’d gotten bored and he was moving on to the next skirt. He pretty much confirmed it when I asked him about it at the office. It was nothing personal but the bastard cut off all texting and communications with Christina. 
 
    Outwardly, my wife seemed normal and composed but I knew she was crushed inside. I did my best to console her and took her out to make up for her loss, but I knew she still felt depressed. She hardly ate and showed almost no interest in sex with me. 
 
    Last night, she told me she was going over to Eric’s place to take back some of her clothes and jewelry, which Eric probably didn’t even realize she’d left there. After an argument that failed to convince her to just forget about it, I offered to drive her but was also similarly rebuffed. In the end, I told her to call me once she got there. I hated to think that she might catch Eric alone with Janice or some other ‘latest conquest’. 
 
    When my wife didn’t call after thirty minutes I started to get anxious and a little annoyed. Thirty minutes was more than enough time to drive over to his penthouse and collect the stuff Unless Eric was out gallivanting and she had decided to wait at his apartment, she should have been on the way back by now. At the very least, she should have called me.     
 
    Her phone went unanswered twice before she finally picked up on my third attempt. 
 
    “M…Max?” she said, breathily. There was a lot of white noise in the background but I felt relieved to hear Christina’s voice. 
 
    “Are you okay, where are you?” I almost shouted into the phone. 
 
    “I’m….I’m at Eric’s place,” she said. “You’re on speakerphone Max. Eric’s not here but….” 
 
    “I am,” said a voice I recognized instantly. It was Eric’s father, Richard, the owner and founder of the company I worked for. 
 
    “Mr. Benjamin!” I gasped. Just what the heck was happening here? What was he doing at his son’s apartment? Whatever it was, I thought things were going to be okay. Unlike his son, Richard Benjamin was a decent man with old-school values. I slowly breathed again as a feeling of relief started to wash over me.  
 
    “Why don’t you call me Dick,” he chuckled. “That’s what Christina does.”   
 
    “I…I don’t understand what’s going on, sir,” I stammered, realizing that things were not what I pictured them to be. The image of Richard Benjamin I held in my mind for so long crumbled in an instant. 
 
    “Oh I think you do, Max,” he said. “It’s amazing what testosterone replacement can do, I feel like a new man! Not only that, my huge pecker is even bigger and harder than before. I’m practically irresistible to women, as your wife is finding out now. That’s right, honey, keep stroking it like that.” 
 
    This was a new side to the fatherly businessman that I had been accustomed to. Was this the real Richard Benjamin that he kept hidden from his staff, or did his wealth and power corrupt him? Eric and him didn’t seem so different after all. And Jesus, was Christina really playing with his cock?! I thought she was still heartbroken about Eric. I never expected her to hop into bed with his father. Maybe it was a revenge thing.  
 
    “Christina is quite the woman, Max, you really outdid yourself. She’s a keeper for sure. I can see why Eric lusted after her. Anyway, I’ve convinced her to try out someone closer to her own age. Why don’t you tell him in your own words, honey,” he said. “Tell him everything. In detail.” 
 
    There was a short pause and then a sharp feminine gasp and exhale of breath.   
 
    “I’m so sorry Max, I came over to see Eric but…but he wasn’t around. Richard let me in and we talked….until one thing led to another…and we kissed. Unggh! Oh god Max, his hands are all over me. He took out his cock and made me play with it. Just like that, he was so bold. Unggh….it’s so hot! You know I love it when men are bold with me. God, he’s huge. He…he’s inside my dress and he’s touching my nipples now, unghh…he’s making them hard. He’s taken my bra completely off, he’s going to suck on my…ahhhhhh!” 
 
    My wife’s ultra-sensitive nipples were her weakness. With Eric’s encouragement, she’d gotten a boob job at 47 and now his father was also enjoying her tits! I felt the life force drain from my body in real-time, diminishing my manhood. This new lecherous side to Richard Benjamin had caught me by surprise yet again. Max Greene, the stereotypical middle-aged and middle-class family man who’d turned into a drone, the mind-numbing years of work gradually reducing any common sense and awareness of his surroundings to zero. 
 
    Fuck fuck fuck, I thought. What the hell have you gotten into now, Max Greene, you stupid son of a bitch? And worst still, why is one of your hands inside your pants? 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Neighbors Take Nicole 4 
 
      
 
    I never planned to cheat on Andy, well, at least not at first. In the beginning, it was all just harmless flirting and fooling around, on the pretext of Greg treating my back injury. Only when he exposed his cock to me and made me worship it that I realized that we were going to go all the way. That I was going to submit to, and have unprotected intercourse with Samantha’s husband. 
 
    The raw sexual urges that this man’s dominant personality and huge dick stirred in me scared me because Dr. Greg was not particularly attractive in any other way. All his dominance and masculinity seemed to flow through his male appendage, and he used that power to his advantage. I felt like I was caught in a whirlwind of raw desire, and felt compelled to obey.    
 
    From the time we had our dream move to Dana Point, everything that happened here, whether by chance or by design, seemed to bring me closer and closer to this moment, culminating in my seduction and then following that, my sexual awakening. 
 
    First, we were surrounded by nature and gorgeous weather year-round. It led us to exercise outdoors a lot more, which brought our stress levels down to an all-time low. I started cooking healthier meals at home as well. As our wellbeing quickly improved, so did our appetites between the sheets. 
 
    I think it’s true what they say, being in proximity to the ocean is nature’s aphrodisiac. It was like God had made this beautiful corner of the Earth just for romance. I’m embarrassed to admit that I even found myself touching myself more frequently while Andy was away at work. It made me feel so guilty for seeking selfish pleasure when my dear sweet husband was plugging away, climbing the corporate ladder in order to afford our lifestyle. 
 
    I supposed during the times Andy was away, I was lonely, even though the feeling of starting afresh also made me feel less inhibited. Our books and board games didn’t have the same escapist fun to them when it was just me and myself. There was nothing to escape from anyway, here in paradise. 
 
    And then, as if on cue, Samantha entered our lives, or rather, mainly mine. Right away, this mature woman made a big impression on me. She was incredibly sexy and athletic for her age and dressed to show off. When we did our yoga or went on runs together, she wore the tightest and shortest booty shorts I could imagine coupled with tops that would show off her ample chest. She was totally comfortable flaunting her sex appeal. 
 
    The stories she told me about her sex life with Greg were wild. Some of them turned me on and made me blush. It never felt revolting or uncomfortable because it wasn’t fake or manufactured. She was simply a wife devoted to her husband’s pleasure. Their hedonism was genuine, and they walked the talk unapologetically, not caring what the rest of the world thought. His successful orthopedic practice was the vehicle that they used to fund their lifestyle. 
 
    It was refreshing and inspiring in an odd way. I decided it would be good for me to be more like Samantha in my own marriage, being more attentive to Andy’s sexual needs. Like Greg, he was also currently our sole breadwinner after all. Unlike Greg, his needs were completely different, but I digress. 
 
    Whenever we met Greg, he would stare at my body for inappropriate lengths of time. I felt like I was being undressed by a stranger. To be honest, it was kinda exciting. I felt sexy and desirable, the affirmation from a wealthy and happily married man boosting my ego quite a bit. And Samantha didn’t seem to mind. In fact, she sort of encouraged it, even though she didn’t exactly say it directly. Not at first, anyway.  
 
    Naturally, Andy took an instant dislike to Greg. My husband is very caring and protective of me, and he naturally distrusted our older and highly sexed neighbors. To his credit, he never said anything negative about Samantha even though I knew he had some reservations regarding her character. She was my new closest friend, and if I liked her, that was good enough for Andy. That is one reason why I love and will always love my sweet husband.  
 
    Samantha would later unabashedly confess how attractive Greg found me. She told me that during their lovemaking, he’d painted some explicit erotic scenarios that involved me sharing their bed. I pretended to be shocked and laughed it off, but secretly I was more than a little aroused. Naturally, I kept it from Andy, knowing it would have upset him. 
 
    Unfortunately, just as our sex lives were hitting a new peak, I had that unfortunate injury when I overestimated the number of moving boxes I could carry by myself. I hurt my back and it put me out of commission for a week. It was only after a few days that the pain subsided and I was in the mood again. With Samantha as my mentor, I slowly introduced more sex toys into our bedroom and was happy to see Andy respond positively. Even though we couldn’t make love like before, I wanted to please Andy and continue to keep our love life spicy, keep him wanting more. 
 
    After that fateful night at the Chambers household that climaxed with Andy’s cuckolding, I was surprised, but not shocked to learn that my husband had gotten off on watching Dr. Greg dominate me.  
 
    He’d never been overtly masculine and has always put my pleasure ahead of his own. Even so, it must have been a huge blow to his ego, watching another man have his way with me. I should have told him how much I loved him for his sacrifice, but at the time, I was still recovering from the overpowering experience Dr. Greg had given my body and mind. 
 
    As Andy and I discussed how we would move forward in the aftermath of the firestorm, I promised to break all contact with Samantha and Dr. Greg if he wished. But when I confessed how Dr. Greg had fulfilled me in a way he never could, Andy volunteered to try out the cuckold lifestyle. Although generous, it wasn’t as though he made a heroic sacrifice or something like that. Being cuckolded was incredibly arousing to him. But at the same time, being a man, he was also afraid, for many obvious reasons. Of course, I was privately relieved to have my cake and eat it, too.  
 
    To be perfectly honest, I couldn’t wait to see Dr. Greg, to suck and fuck his huge cock again. Although I felt intense guilt hit me like a wave, I just could not suppress or hide my lust. This was despite the fact that I grew up in a conservative household, where the strong stigma of cheating on a spouse was ingrained into us from childhood. Infidelity was not just frowned upon, it was a ticket to hell.   
 
    But when push came to shove, and it came down to Dr. Greg’s manhood versus the sanctity of my marriage, I chose to let Dr. Greg do everything he wanted to my body. And he did. Unpredictability, dominance, freshness. A word of advice to men out there, for the girls who’ve experienced a DOM personality endowed with a huge cock, every other sexual experience you can offer is going to pale in comparison.    
 
    Since Dr. Greg was scheduled to attend a medical conference on the other side of the country. Samantha and I would be without him for more than a week. 
 
    We used that time to good effect. Samantha gave me valuable insight into the mind of a cuckold. I learned about Andy’s desires and what was needed to maximize his pleasure and role in the relationship. With her help, I introduced small doses of femdom, chastity, anal play, orgasm denial, and feminization to our bedroom. Andy got off on all of it, so we upped the ante in small increments. I don’t know whether I started exerting dominance over Andy because he had gradually become more submissive, but nevertheless, I found a naughty and more manipulative side of myself emerging to fill the void. 
 
    Just before Dr. Greg came back, I fucked Andy in the ass with a huge strap-on dildo while he orally pleasured Samantha in our bed. For both of us, it was the first time and a huge change in the dynamics of our relationship. I got a huge rush from opening his tight little love hole and stretching him out. It was an empowering feeling that was hard to describe, owning my dear husband’s anus like that. Without sounding overly dramatic, I really felt like his body belonged to me. 
 
    It was Samantha’s idea. She said it was the natural progression of Andy’s training, to make him surrender to the cock, and by proxy, to female domination. We teased him with a little lesbian show when he got back from work, which ended up going a lot further than I’d planned for. I’d kissed and touched other girls in college of course, but this was my first time being sexually intimate with another woman. I felt indecent and liberated at the same time as I acted like a porn star. It seemed as though between Greg, Samantha, and me, there were no secrets my body could keep from them. I readily, lustfully gave up everything, body, and mind, that was supposed to remain private.  
 
    I only confessed to Andy much later that I’d only done it initially to get him aroused. But halfway into our makeout, I found myself enjoying our sapphic intimacy. I was lost in the make-believe, and I would be lying if I didn’t admit that Samantha’s toned and muscular mature physique didn’t turn me on. I was a little disappointed for real when it was time to invite Andy to join in to help lubricate the strap-on. It sort of took me out of character and back to the real world. Subsequently, although outwardly we pretended that the dildo was really Dr. Greg, I really longed to be fucked by Samantha. I found myself wishing she had a real cock.  
 
    Meanwhile, we could tell my husband enjoyed his ass-fucking more than he allowed himself to show. When the silicon restraint came off his balls, he barely had time to grab his cock before spurting his lust juice all over the bed. With his penis already severely diminished as a tool for giving and receiving pleasure in our marriage, Andy’s mind started to crave the idea of me being fucked by well-endowed and more masculine men than him. He might have even subconsciously longed for me to be impregnated by Dr. Greg! Although I never stopped taking the birth control, it would have been easy to give in to my internal voice, trying to seduce me to do so. That would have been unthinkable, something I wasn’t ready for yet.  
 
    Meanwhile, Samantha cleverly left cuckold porn magazines lying around our house for him, which he eagerly devoured whenever we weren’t around. 
 
    Little did he know, his journey was just beginning. We had a plan that started with Julia, Samantha’s part-time Asian maid, shaving Andy’s pubes. Julia was a trans-girl from Thailand who was very much into lean Caucasian men like Andy. My husband didn’t know any of that in the beginning, of course. He only found out much later, after he was shaved. Julia was beautiful and very very feminine, so many men (even those less naïve than Andy) would have been fooled.  
 
    He was stunned when I gave him permission (encouraged him, even) to take Julia to bed. I could see how much he wanted to. Since he took on a submissive role in our relationship, this was the perfect opportunity for him to get back in touch with his masculine side once again.  
 
    When he found out that Julia was a biological male, still possessing her boy parts, he had a big decision to make. I knew he would be conflicted over it. In the end, I was pleased to see Andy surrender to the moment and make passionate love to Julia, climaxing deep inside her after a long and vigorous lovemaking session. As per my request, Julia captured selfie scenes of them kissing while in mid-ecstasy. I was delighted to see Andy’s hand stroking Julia’s cock as his dick was buried deep inside her love hole. Earlier that morning, as we formulated our scheme, Dr. Greg had advised us not to go ahead if there was a chance I would get jealous. He warned me that if Andy ultimately chose to mate with Julia, due to his psyche it would be a sensual and passionate affair, not just casual fucking. It amazed me that things happened exactly the way he’d called it. But no, I wasn’t jealous. Instead, I was happy for both of them. 
 
    It was a milestone in Andy’s journey, yet it was still early days. We had more plans for him. 
 
    Hugging my husband later that night, I could tell he was confused about his sexuality, worried that he was gay because he had derived so much pleasure from Julia’s lovemaking. I don’t know why, but instead of feeling sorry for my husband, I secretly enjoyed seeing the dazed look in his eyes, even as I assured him he wasn’t gay. Were these feelings a part of our new relationship dynamics? Or was it a dark part of my inherent nature surfacing, now that my husband was embracing his feminity? 
 
    Upon further reflection, I concluded it was the former, that this was just a new status quo for us because I bore no past resentment towards Andy. Rather, I was grateful to him for being so open-minded. Samantha later confirmed that it was a perfectly natural evolution in a femdom relationship. I still respected and loved Andy, I was just adapting according to his sexual needs. 
 
    A few weeks later, we planned an even bigger surprise for him. It was his birthday and I wanted it to be special. I presented him with a chastity cage for his cock, a little transparent plastic device with rings to prevent him from having any erections. It would put me in complete control of when he was allowed to orgasm, if ever. 
 
    Andy was hesitant at first, but let me put it on after a little teasing. It made his cock look even smaller than it usually was. I wore my sheerest negligee and my sexiest underwear for the occasion, as a reward for Andy being a good boy. 
 
    The cage fit snugly, forcing his manhood to remain curved downwards in its flaccid state. The rings wrapped around his balls and the whole apparatus was secured with the tiny little padlock. Without the key, he wouldn’t be able to get it off unless he took the risk of breaking it, which I knew he wouldn’t without my permission. 
 
    I kept the key on a necklace that I wore. 
 
    Andy told me he was incredibly aroused and that he found the frustration strangely pleasurable. I could see his mind was conflicted so I helped him along by giving him the hottest lapdance of his life, watching his dick twitch and strain impotently in its new tight-fitting enclosure. I was in a naughty mood. 
 
    He made love to me with his hands. They roamed all over my body, caressing my boobs, pinching my nipples, spreading my asscheeks, and slapping them. His face was one of pure agony: being turned on by my slutty behavior, missing our lovemaking so much, and being granted access to my body to do whatever he wanted with the exception of utilizing his imprisoned manhood. I found his balls were enlarging rapidly, producing sperm that had nowhere to go.  
 
    I allowed Andy to rub my pussy, to finger and lick me to multiple orgasms. He followed me around like a puppy dog for the rest of the day, waiting on me hand and foot and even doing all the household chores. I stimulated the tip of his penis through the gap in the housing and played with his swollen balls as occasional rewards, but didn’t release him from his penile imprisonment.  
 
    The next day, Samantha came over to take us to our weekend vacation destination. She and Greg were members of an exclusive and private clothing-optional beach, not too far away. Like her, the clientele were all extremely wealthy and mostly hedonistic. Meanwhile, their son Carl was back in town for a visit, taking a break from trying to crack into the movie industry. He was planning to meet us there.    
 
    The place was sunny and gorgeous. Not too crowded and not everyone was in the buff. Some were, of course, but most of the women were just walking around topless. It was a good mix of retirees and middle-aged couples, all sipping on summer drinks as we soaked in the sun and the sand.   
 
    Samantha and I teased and flirted with Andy as the three of us walked along the beach, holding hands. We’d put on sexy bikinis for this, although mine was a lot less sexy than Sam’s. We told Andy all the naughty things we would let him do to us that night if he agreed to go fully nude and show off his cock cage to everyone. Andy was in a good mood and he played along but declined all our offers. I loved how shy he was. He wouldn’t even look at the attractive women who passed and smiled at him, massive tits jiggling away and nipples aimed at his face. 
 
    After soaking in the sun, as well as a few mojitos, we passed by a more secluded area, shielded from the main beach with large rocks and coconut trees. Separating from Samantha, I brought Andy behind some rocks and reached for something inside the pink backpack that he was carrying for me. 
 
    Andy was surprised when my hand emerged with the strap-on dildo. Before he could say anything, I commanded him to bend over. Quickly putting it on, I lubed up the silicon cock while Andy looked all around from behind the large rock, worried that someone was watching.  
 
    “Babe, right here?” he sounded alarmed, choked up. 
 
    I pulled down his swimsuit, taking care not to get it caught in his cock cage. He self-consciously stepped out of them and I flung them away behind my back to emphasize my dominance. 
 
    “Andy honey,” I said. “I’m gonna take you wherever and whenever I feel like it. Your tight little love hole belongs to me, remember?” 
 
    My hands held his hips as he took the dildo deep into his body. My final thrust made him gasp and cry out as it hit him right in the g-spot. After his sphincter was sufficiently stretched and warmed up, I started thrusting harder and harder, enjoying Andy’s soft cries of pleasure. He supported his body by placing his hands apart on the large rock. I loved how feminine his body language was. 
 
    When I suddenly stopped thrusting, Andy used his hands and knees to push his hips back and against the dildo. Not only did he surrender to my assfucking, but he was also starting to crave it so much that he was responding like an anal slut! 
 
    “Ohhh Andy, you love it don’t you?” I gasped. I let him fuck the dildo for a while before restarting my thrusts. The feeling of power and intimacy rushed to my head, and I had to restrain myself from calling him my ‘sissy bitch’. The strong impulse to do so came as a shock to me.  
 
    After about five minutes, I was satisfied that the objective had been fulfilled, which was Andy’s acceptance of being fucked in strange new public places. I pulled out and stored the dildo back in the backpack, leaving Andy a moment’s respite to catch his breath. We were due to meet up with Carl soon.  
 
    To our surprise, and Andy’s displeasure, his swimsuit had landed up high on a smooth crop of rock, just high enough to be out of reach for him. I watched him stretch on tiptoe with a tree branch in hand to no avail. Neither of us had the skills to climb it, although I wouldn’t have wanted to even if I could. The rest of our clothes were in our rooms. Anyway, we were running late so I told him we were leaving and we could get him a new swimsuit at the shop. 
 
    We walked back down to the beach holding hands, this time with Andy in the nude, his chastity cage uncomfortably obvious. Samantha gave me a high-five behind Andy’s back when she met us and complimented my husband on his willingness to display his cock. 
 
    “You look great Andy. I know you feel vulnerable and exposed darling, but it’s a symbol of your devotion to Nicole. We’re both very proud of you, and you should be proud too,” said Samantha, squeezing his arm and kissing him on the cheek. 
 
    Up ahead, a tall broad-shouldered solitary male figure walked towards us. 
 
    “Oh, Carl’s here!” said Samantha, waving wildly at him. “You guys will love my boy!” 
 
    Carl Chambers was a good-looking young hunk in a pale blue pair of tight surf pants. I could see why he was trying his luck in the movie industry, he had all the physical attributes: height, good looks, great jawline, and a very hot tanned physique. He took after his father in more ways than one. It was outlined all over his swimsuit crotch area. I suddenly had a vision of myself twisting my hips as I rode Dr. Greg’s huge cock, kissing him passionately as I wrapped my arms around his neck. I looked away to the side, trying to blink away the distracting mental images. 
 
    Carl hugged his stepmom tight and then held my hand and kissed it. 
 
    “Howdy, pretty lady!” he said, flashing us all a genuine and cheery smile. “You must be Nicole. The pleasure is mine.” 
 
    Carl lowered his aviator-style sunglasses and let his gaze roam around Andy’s cock, wrapped in its chastity device. The clear plastic meant his cock was completely on display. Andy later confessed to me privately that he was torn between covering himself with his hands and knowing that he would look like an even bigger pussy doing that. In the end, he just acted natural, as natural as he could in his nudity. Samantha, whom I had an almost telepathic connection with, couldn’t help grinning. 
 
    “Speaking of pleasure, you must be Andy, the birthday boy. Mmm…mmm…I think the pleasure is all mine,” Carl gave a low wolf whistle and leered as he made eye contact with Andy. For a brief moment there he bore an uncanny similarity to his father Greg.  
 
    My husband was trying desperately to conceal a horrified look on his face. Here he was completely naked and caged for the viewing pleasure of a clearly gay man. Samantha had already told me about that part, of course. Shame that he wasn’t into girls, he would have been quite the Casanova.   
 
    “The cage makes him look smaller than he really is,” I assured Carl mischievously. 
 
    “I’m sure,” said Carl grinning. Andy stood there like a statue, at a loss for words. He looked so unsure and awkward. I also knew his sore anus was still reminding him of the recent pounding I’d administered. 
 
    “He’s mine, Carl,” I said, putting one arm around Andy’s waist. I held up my other hand and showed him my wedding ring. Glancing at Andy, I said: “Don’t worry babe, I’ll protect you.” 
 
    After getting some clothes for Andy and a few drinks later we split up so that Carl and Samantha could catch up. We went back to our room to relax before having a private dinner, just the two of us reconnecting. After that, I insisted we hit the dance floor. We had a fun time. Whenever Andy took a break, I made sure to let him see when strangers flirted and hit on me. In the end, I had to get away from a handsy Latino who found me very attractive. In another place and time, I might have reciprocated his attention, but tonight was all about my husband.  
 
    We got back to our room and chilled out in our jacuzzi and then showered together. I let Andy make love to me with his hands and tongue again, and as he was bringing me closer to orgasm, I asked him if he’d seen Carl’s bulge.  
 
    From the way Andy’s eyes looked as he nodded, I knew he was in an aroused and easily suggestible state.  
 
    “He’s was sooo hung!” I gushed. “It’s such a shame he’s only into small tight manly asses, right baby? If you had a cock like that I’d be on my knees sucking you all day long.” 
 
    “Mmm-hmm,” Andy groaned. I could see his cock twitching in its prison. His balls were also swollen so big that they were starting to overshadow his dick.  
 
    “But you don’t, that’s why you’re locked up and servicing your goddess with your tongue,” I teased, reaching under him to play with his balls. 
 
    Andy groaned and nodded again in agreement. He refocused his efforts so that his tongue was sending more intense waves of pleasure into my body, via my sensitive rosebud. He recently told me that whenever I kept the cage on him overnight, he usually had vivid erotic dreams of watching me cuckold him. 
 
    “Uhhh baby, that feels sooo good! Ahhh…I’ll let you out tomorrow so you can jerk it, baby, I promise,” I told him, stroking his head. "If you want a belated birthday present, you can keep the cage on for an extra day until Julia comes back. I know you’ve missed her. But first, you have to make me cum.” 
 
    Andy’s eyes glinted with excitement when he heard Julia’s name. It was magical how they’d hit it off instantly. She was grateful for him too, it wasn’t easy for an Asian trans-girl to date out here. Compared to LA, options here were limited. 
 
    Playing and stroking his balls and cock cage, I guided him into position on all fours on the bed and spread my thighs wide so that he could eat me out.  
 
    He gave me two toe-curling orgasms and caressed my body as I shuddered and screamed in release. 
 
    I wasn’t done yet. I made Andy stay in that position by continuing to tease his cock cage and balls. I was still horny and capable of more orgasms, but I also wanted Andy to remain on all fours with his ass sticking out facing our bedroom door. 
 
    Soon, there was a soft knock on our room door and it opened. 
 
    Before Andy could turn around, I grabbed his head and gave him a deep kiss. Andy relaxed and ceded all control over to me. He must have thought it was Samantha again. I’d made sure his back was to the door so he didn’t see it was actually Carl coming in. Carl quickly flung off his bathrobe, leaving his magnificent body completely naked except for a multitude of tattoos. I marveled at his muscles and body art, but most of all, his huge manhood. Even not fully erect, he was slightly bigger than my husband when Andy was at full mast. I felt a pang of jealousy that this incredible specimen of a cock (and balls) was exclusively for the pleasure of other men only, and was surprised to find that I was envious of Andy because he was going to be the willing recipient of said cock. 
 
    “Hi Carl, you’re just in time,” I said. 
 
    “Hello, gorgeous,” he said with a wicked grin. I wasn’t sure if he was referring to me or Andy’s ass sticking out towards him, on full display. 
 
    “Huh?” said Andy, turning around and getting an eyeful of Carl’s manly cock. 
 
    “It’s alright baby,” I said soothingly, my fingers continued to tease his caged cock and rub his balls, drawing his attention back to my body. “I invited him here. Right now I just want you to focus on my needs, honey.” 
 
    Andy grunted his assent and lowered his head, his tongue lapping at my cunt again. We both felt the weight of Carl on the bed as it sagged all around Andy’s knees.  
 
    “Why don’t you spread your ass and give Carl a show baby,” I suggested. “He’s been so stressed and busy in the movie industry, we should help him relax.” 
 
    Andy’s lust-filled eyes darted towards mine like I was crazy. They were screaming ‘but I’m not gay!’ but I knew Andy was too horny to care. The cock cage had really worked its magic, enslaving his mind and body to me.  
 
    “It’s alright baby, it’s not gay if I’m here and you’re making love to me,” I said softly, stroking the side of Andy’s head gently. His muddled brain was trying to process everything, but the sexual confusion was just too strong. I thought it was so cute when he tried to resist like that. 
 
    As he continued to lick my clit, his hands obeyed my commands, reaching around to his buttocks and pulling them aside, willingly exposing his perfectly hairless love hole to Carl who was now barely inches away from him. Carl’s eyes narrowed and his breathing became harder as he stared directly at Andy’s most intimate hole. I knew he could also see Andy’s bulging balls dangling below the tiny cock cage from his angle. It was a huge turn-on.  
 
    Carl’s hand reached down to his rapidly stiffening cock and started stroking it. My god, it was really huge! From the glistened look of it, I realized that his hand must have been pre-coated in lube. 
 
    Earlier, Carl had confided to me via text messages that there was nothing hotter than taking a straight man’s ass for the first time. I replied that it would be my pleasure to offer my husband up to him.  
 
    When Carl thrust into Andy’s asshole, it was like a nuclear bomb detonated inside my husband. Andy’s face jerked upwards and his eyes lit up with pure ecstasy, his facial expression was one of disbelief that a real man’s cock buried deep inside his body could make him feel this way. Momentarily he forgot about me. 
 
    His own cock was jerking so hard in its tiny sheath that I thought the plastic might crack from the small metal padlock clacking against it. In the end, his dick shrank helplessly into submission as his rectum adjusted to the delicious thrusts of the handsome hunk behind him, who was now holding his waist. 
 
    “Wait..wait a minute, Carl…I’m not gay,” Andy protested, his voice weak and crumbling, amidst the sound of Carl’s hips slapping against his ass as he thrust. 
 
    “Keep telling yourself that, as you take my cock deep inside your ass,” Carl replied. Andy cried out as Carl thrust harder to ram home his point. 
 
    I soothed Andy’s confusion by kissing him and guiding his mouth to my breasts. He suckled eagerly as if trying to distract himself from the huge cock inside him. 
 
    “Once I hit your sweet spot, you’re gonna lose all interest in girls,” Carl smirked as he panted. My husband looked up at me, his eyes pleading for something, anything from me. I said nothing but caressed his head gently as I watched his manhood being fucked out of him.  
 
    It was so hot watching Andy being converted by Carl, I barely realized that my fingers had traveled downwards and I was rubbing myself. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” said Carl. “Nicole is getting off on watching you become my little fucktoy!” 
 
    “I can’t take it anymore ahhh…I can’t think straight,” groaned Andy. “You’re huge, you’re going to tear my ass!” 
 
    My husband tried to turn around to look at Carl, but they ended up in a passionate kiss that Carl initiated. Andy’s eyes widened once more in disbelief as their tongues intertwined. He had put his hand up in between Carl’s body and himself but now his land lay limp on Carl’s chest, like an affectionate girlfriend. I knew Andy could feel Carl’s stubble against his jaw. It was bound to confuse him even more than he already was. It was the first time I’d seen two men having intercourse in the flesh and it was extremely hot. The fact that one of the men was my husband made the stakes even more exciting. 
 
    “Unggh…it feels so good inside you, Andy,” groaned Carl. “Fuck yea! The way your asshole is gripping and squeezing my cock! I knew you were a cock slut the moment I saw you. You make an incredible ass fuck. They say that your eyes are the windows to your soul. They’re not. Your horny little manpussy is the window to your soul.” 
 
    Carl gave Andy’s cock cage and balls a little squeeze, and then they kissed again. Both Carl and my husband were past the point of no return. I watched in fascination as that huge manly cock went so deep inside and out again of my husband’s gaping asshole, and how his anal muscles squeezed and clenched and begged for more. Both men’s balls were equally huge now, slapping against each other’s. Of course, that was Carl’s regular size while Andy’s testicles were swollen from being denied an orgasm for a couple of days. In the dick department, however, it was like night versus day. The close proximity of their members made it stand out even more. Andy’s dick looked like a clit compared to Carl’s masculine manhood. It further reaffirmed my decision to make him wear a chastity cage. 
 
    Carl was close to orgasm now, thrusting harder and more erratically, trying to delay his climax. Andy would have sucked Carl’s cock to an orgasm right there if it was offered to him. But Carl gave him a choice. 
 
    “Happy birthday Andy, unggh…..I’m gonna cum! Here’s your present, where do you want it?” 
 
    “Unghh….p…please Carl, cum inside me, I want your cum inside my ass!” begged Andy, as Carl exploded into his rectum. His massive balls pumped gallons of semen into my husband and I was delighted to see some of it leak out of Andy’s anus. Subconsciously I wanted to see proof of my husband being creampied. Now he knew what it was like to be fucked by a hung manly man. 
 
    As Carl withdrew his softening but still magnificent cum covered cock from Andy’s anus, I watched him gently guide my husband’s face towards his groin.    
 
    “Why don’t you finish up your present like a good little boy and clean me up,” suggested Carl. I watched as my husband, too tired to resist, plant a few tentative kisses on Carl’s cock, before taking his first lick. I knew what that was like, being no stranger to tasting a cocktail of ass, lube, and semen.  
 
    “Ahhh!” moaned Carl, his cock twitching to life once more. “Fuck that’s good. Keep going Andy, I can’t wait to be deep inside that your tight hole again.”     
 
    With my phone and the two men’s approval, I took intimate photos of my sweet Andy sucking and licking Carl’s shaft. I even got one of Andy licking and slurping on Carl’s manly balls. It made me feel like I should have joined in. Like me, my husband was turning into quite the cockslut. He was devouring Carl’s cock like he wanted to finish him off right there! Carl was in ecstasy, looking deep into Andy’s eyes and grabbing my husband by his short hair. Once Carl was fully erect, he pulled out of Andy and flipped him on all fours, then prepared to enter my husband doggy style.   
 
    As Andy moaned and groaned on the bed, I went over to the dresser table and retrieved the key for the padlock of his cock-cage. The sounds of pleasure that gurgled out from his throat felt like pats on my back, giving me credit for his first and (very hot) gay experience. Very soon, he would be allowed his sweet release, his first orgasm in days. 
 
    In my head, I was curious whether this would change him forever. Would he still be turned on by me, Samantha, or Julia, or was this a turning point in his sexuality? Would he prefer to be taken only by masculine men from this moment onwards? The aftermath of this was going to be very exciting.  
 
    Meanwhile, things had gone incredibly well and I was euphoric to have given this birthday present to Andy. We were now firmly on the same journey, exploring new sexual experiences both as individuals and as a couple. 
 
    It started one night with our neighbors taking me, and now in turn I had taken Andy and fully converted him to my cause. 
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    “Tell me the plan, you bastard,” said Melanie as she sat on the edge of my desk and leaned over to see the photos in my hands. It gave me an unimpeded view of her tantalizing cleavage nestled in a grey low-cut bra. My sensitive nasal receptors picked up hints of orange blossom and vanilla, which meant she was wearing the luxury perfume I had bought her as a gift. Judging from the way the scent materialized, I guessed she sprayed some on her chest. An act that was probably not recommended by the medical community, since she was still breastfeeding. Her huge and swollen lactating tits were certainly an eyeful. 
 
    “What plan, my dear?” I responded innocently, reluctantly turning my gaze back to the photographs. They showed Lauren and a male model posing in our brand apparel. Lauren wore a dark oversized hoodie with the hood up and no pants. It was long enough to cover her thighs but still showed plenty of gorgeous leg. She effortlessly pulled off sexy and kawaii at the same time. There was an aura of innocence that came through in her pictures. Beside her, the blonde Caucasian male model was shirtless and only wearing a pair of tights, displaying a chiseled six-pack on his single-digit body fat frame.   
 
    “You using her as a model,” Melanie scowled as her eyes squinted at the photographs. “What’s the deal?” 
 
    “I think she has taken to it surprisingly well, do you not….” 
 
    “Don’t play games!” Melanie sniffed. Her nose was on the verge of erupting into her signature twitch, the one I found so seductive. “You don’t need her when you have someone who can do that better for free.”  
 
    “And who might that be?” I inquired. 
 
    “Me,” she said. “Your personal assistant, hellooo?” 
 
    “We are selling mass-market clothing, Melanie, not stripper or bondage apparel,” I smiled. “All jokes aside, you would make an excellent model. However, you have plenty of work to do as it is.” 
 
    “And this bitch doesn’t? Tell me, what’s the real game here, are you trying to fuck her?” she persisted. 
 
    “No. Lauren is happily married and also one of our best employees. And you know I cannot fuck anyone. She just happens to fit the brand image. Now get that perfect ass off my desk and back to work before I change my mind and make you pose for some intimate photographs.” 
 
    “You’d like that, wouldn’t you, boss?” she grinned as she slid off my desk and backed away slowly. “I might agree to that if you keep me in the loop. It might cure your dick.” 
 
    “Get out!” I said, cracking an annoyed smile, with the subtle aim of making her feel pleased with herself. As Melanie closed the door, I leaned back in my chair and sighed contentedly. Everything was going according to plan. But there was still much to do. 
 
    At first, Lauren was a little shy and awkward in front of the camera. Once all the equipment plus lighting were ready and Lauren was dressed, I made everyone else leave my office studio. It helped to lower her self-consciousness. I also wanted her to get used to the feeling of being locked away in a room alone with me. 
 
    Once she got comfortable, we brought in a rotation of part-time male models. I carefully handpicked the best-looking men that I thought Lauren would be attracted to. After all, she had been trying unsuccessfully to conceive a baby with her husband Shawn. Biologically, her body would be primed to desire men with the best genetics. Similarly, these high testosterone studs would find Lauren equally irresistible.  
 
    This was the main difference between her and Melanie. Melanie’s sexual levers were influenced by status and power. Having already had a baby (whom I was not even convinced carried her husband’s genes), Melanie was no longer as aroused by looks and physical manliness. By contrast, Lauren’s husband was already wealthy, alpha and high status, especially in his industry. I picked the models who looked masculine, preferably tattooed, which we could hide easily during post-production if we needed to. For the edgier shoots, I had the makeup girl apply some temporary tattoos on Lauren’s arms, waist and neck as well. Besides complementing the active and adventurous themes of the project, these would subconsciously tease out her wild side. 
 
    Our latest sportswear and athleisure lines were the perfect vehicle for my plans. Over time I made Lauren pose more and more intimately with the men. When she was comfortable holding on to their arms, I directed her to place a hand on their bare chests and asked them to pull her in by the waist. The men also picked her up and held her in a variety of positions as I took my time to click away.  
 
    Whenever a male model had strong chemistry with Lauren, I kept him on the payroll a bit longer and watched their sexual tension escalate. Of course, during the longer shoots, many of the guys sported erections around her, which made her blush with embarrassment. Privately, it must have excited her sexually to some degree. 
 
    For the coup de grace, I brought in a black model by the name of Marcus. His dark and rough skin tone emphatically contrasted with Lauren’s milky smooth Asian complexion. Likewise, Marcus’s naturally dominant masculinity and hulking build made Lauren appear tiny and even more submissive. The air must have been heavily tinged with their pheromones that day because Lauren was adjusting her hair and clothes quite a lot more than usual.  
 
    I had provided her the impression that he was a former athlete, but that was only partially true. Marcus had also starred in some adult films, under a different name, of course. I picked him specifically for my master plan. 
 
    To kick things off, I had them pose in smart casual office wear, with Lauren in a tight skirt and glasses with Marcus pretending to be her boss. It further enforced the feelings of dominance that Marcus had over her. Although he didn’t say anything, it was obvious that he found his Asian counterpart very easy on the eyes. The camera clicked as I captured pose after pose in rapid succession, giving them a lot of verbal encouragement and approval.  
 
    Next up, sportswear. I had a changing screen installed beside the set for them to do their wardrobe changes. Lauren always used it. But Marcus did not see any reason to waste time waiting for her before he could use it. He stripped off his shirt and pants right where he stood. Lauren instantly looked elsewhere and quickened her pace towards the changing screen, but it was just a matter of time. Soon, the massive package he was hiding in his briefs would become the center of her attention. I wanted to make sure of that. 
 
    Once they were in their new outfits, I made them pose by holding various objects like basketballs and yoga mats. Then, ditching the props, I let Marcus go shirtless, wearing only his tights. His massive bulge outlined the fabric around his crotch. Lauren wore an all-white ensemble of a form-fitting ultralight windbreaker and short running tights. After a few vanilla shots, I guided Lauren to touch his chest and face him, turning her gorgeous ass to the camera. I saw her flinch as his enormous junk rubbed up against her thigh.   
 
    “That is perfect, Lauren, now hold that pose,” I said taking my time to swap out some camera batteries. She glanced upwards nervously at Marcus, who only smiled. She was blushing hard. 
 
    When she turned back to face me, I could see her nipples poking out of her windbreaker. Mortified, she covered her chest and dashed behind the screen. 
 
    I gave Marcus the timeout gesture, indicating that we were done for the day. He packed up and left a little reluctantly. After pretending that I did not see anything and making sure that Lauren was okay, I sent her back to her desk.   
 
    My balls were tingling as I reviewed the footage I had captured. I could not help feeling horny from picturing their black and pale bodies joined together in mid-ecstasy. I imagined Lauren’s face as his big black appendage opened up her tight love hole. Oh, how her face would have contorted in pleasure as inch by black inch stretched her out! 
 
    They were both in heat during the shoot, that much I could tell. I was similarly aroused just by watching, but since my own body was incapable of producing an erection, I would be forced to spend the next hour (or however long it lasted) fantasizing about Lauren without any possibility of relief. Unless it came from another avenue. It had been too long since the last time. 
 
    I picked up the phone and called Vanessa.  
 
    She arrived soon after and another thirty minutes later, we were done. Melanie got back from some errands just in time and was surprised to see Vanessa leave my office. She was carrying the package I had sent her out to collect.  
 
    “Haven’t seen her around before,” she remarked, closing my office door. Her eyes twinkled with mischief. “What did I miss?” 
 
    “You think she is a hooker or someone from the modeling agency. She is neither,” I explained. “Technically, I lied about being perpetually aroused. Every month or so, Vanessa comes and gives me a prostate milking. To keep the balls healthy, you understand. In return, I give her the most intense orgasm she has ever experienced.” 
 
    This was the truth, but it was the first time I had invited Vanessa over to the office to do it. Melanie’s serendipitous return earned her a first-hand look into my sex life and the quality of the women I attracted. It was a good dose of social proof that showed off my status and power. 
 
    “Eww. You’re seriously not paying her? No one is that good,” she said. “By the way, congratulations. Our sportswear sales have grown 300%, the numbers just came in.” 
 
    “Wonderful. But it comes at the cost of declining formal wear, no doubt, with everyone working from home nowadays,” I said. “Still, everything is going perfectly according to plan.” 
 
    “In more ways than one, I bet,” snickered Melanie. 
 
    “In more ways than one,” I echoed, rearranging my desk, making sure everything was restored to its exact position.  
 
    “Now tell me about the reason for that look in your eyes,” I said. “It is not just about our sales. Did you bump into Marcus on the way in?” 
 
    “Honestly, sometimes I think you’re a fucking mind-reader. If I didn’t know better, I’d guess you had hidden cameras all over the place,” she said. 
 
     “Did he hit on you?” I inquired. 
 
    “You bet he did,” she snickered. “He told me he loved my boobs and ass.” 
 
    “And you told him to take a hike, you were a happily married wife and mother. Did you show him your wedding ring or was it the middle finger?” 
 
    “There you go again,” she said. “You scare me sometimes.” 
 
    “Can you blame men for not being able to say no to your body? Maybe dyeing your hair platinum blond was not the best decision,” I said, although I knew she did it only to compete for attention versus Lauren’s dirty blonde hair. “Your husband should be the one who’s scared.” 
 
    Melanie’s eyes narrowed at me in mock annoyance. 
 
    “Anyway,” I continued. “Did you not find Marcus attractive? Or have you already taken a black lover in the past?” 
 
    “Damnit, boss! You can’t just go around asking people stuff like that. Charles is a really great guy, you know. He used to enjoy watching me with other guys, but not since Isabel was born.” Melanie said this casually, although I detected undertones in her voice that told me she had been holding this in for a long time and had no one to confide in.  
 
    “Watching you take other lovers? You mean like a cuckold-hotwife relationship?” I asked. 
 
    “I guess…if that’s what you call it,” she said. “That was our thing. He’s kinda soft, but he’s really loving and loyal.”  
 
    Of course, I thought. Those were the only qualities that would have kept Charles in a relationship with her. She was light-years out of his league in terms of the sexual marketplace. 
 
    “But you have left all that behind in the past like a good girl?” I said. 
 
    “Yea,” she said proudly. “I made a promise I wouldn’t fuck around anymore.” 
 
    “Well, that is that, then.” 
 
    Melanie didn’t realize it, but I had conditioned her to talk openly about sexual matters with me. Right from the start, it felt natural to her, desirable even, to confide in me about these things. Of course, I calibrated my approach to her personality, which admittedly was already quite lacking in inhibitions. From the start, our conversational undertones established that nothing was off-limits. I did not filter or self-censor, speaking freely of sex and taboo matters with her right from the moment I interviewed her for the job. 
 
    “Speaking of watching,” I said. “Let me show you something.” I removed the SD card from the DSLR and loaded it into the computer. Melanie watched the PC download all the images of Lauren and Marcus’s earlier shoot. Clicking into an anonymous email account, I attached selected pictures and typed in an email address. True to my word, I was sending Shawn Matthews the portfolio of the sexiest images I had taken of his wife. These were the ones that involved Lauren in poses with other men. She would receive print copies of her best pictures after each shoot, but for Shawn Matthews, I was only concerned about the ones that were more ‘suggestive’. I sent them together with the words: “Did she show you these?”  
 
    Would Matthews be afraid now that I was getting closer to success? Or would he be just as thrilled as I was? No, he wouldn’t be scared. A man like him had little self-doubt and rarely any second thoughts once a firm decision had been made. 
 
    Melanie was watching silently. When her brain comprehended what I was doing, she was stunned. 
 
    “Wait, you’re in contact with her husband?!” she exclaimed. 
 
    “Keep calm, my dear,” I said. “For now, we have to get back to work, but the rest of the afternoon tomorrow after the marketing meeting is free. All will be revealed to you then. Now hand over the package before you break it.” 
 
    “What’s in it?” 
 
    “You’ll see tomorrow.” 
 
    * 
 
    The next day, Melanie was bursting with curiosity to find out what exactly was going on with her rival from supply chain. And I was ready to spring my little surprise. 
 
    She locked the doors and sat down opposite me as she always did. I took out a small bag from my drawer and handed it to her. She grabbed it and unzipped it eagerly, only to be surprised by the contents. 
 
    “Huh?” she said. Her hand came out from the bag twirling a pair of blue lace bra and panties. 
 
    “The price of knowledge, my dear,” I said, patting the sleek camera gear on my desk. “If I recall correctly, it was your idea. And technically speaking, without touching you, nothing I can do to you would constitute as cheating.” 
 
    She paused, considering her options. I think she wanted to be angry but was surprised to find that she was not in the least ruffled by my request. Her nose was perfectly still. 
 
    “Normally I’d tell you to go fuck yourself, but you can’t even do that,” Melanie smiled seductively as walked behind the changing screen. 
 
    “You must have been waiting to unleash that for quite some time now,” I said, rolling my eyes as I waited for Melanie to change. I relaxed in my armchair, feeling on top of the world. The camera batteries were fully charged, as was the other surprise I had in my bottom drawer.  
 
    “Promise no touching?” she said, stepping out of her heels before she vanished out of sight. 
 
    “No touching, unless you want me to,” I said. 
 
    The sight that greeted my eyes when Melanie emerged took my breath away. One-half of her luxurious platinum locks were tied up in a bun behind her head, and the other half hung loose, covering part of her face. The tiny underwear looked just a little too tight on her, giving her a barbie doll effect. Smooth porcelain skin from top to bottom, no stretch marks or scars. Her enormous boobs squeezed together to receive the golden necklace that dipped slightly into her cleavage. The fabric was sheer and semi-transparent, allowing her huge engorged nipples to poke through lewdly. And those legs! Shapely and smooth, seeming to go on forever until they joined at her fertile hips and tiny waist. The tight blue panties concealing and revealing everything at the same time. 
 
    I could not believe this was a woman who had given birth less than six months ago. My balls stirred and I felt my groin ache deliciously. It was a potent sight for sure. My eyes never left her body as my hands reached for the camera, removed the lens cap, and tuned it to the desired settings by themselves.  
 
    I got the first shot off as Melanie perched her perfect ass on one end of my desk, her fingers still adjusting her bangle and wedding ring. She was a natural model and knew how to look good for the camera. With her pouty lips and arrogant face, she nailed the quintessential ‘glamourous bimbo’ look.      
 
    “Amazing,” I said, my voice sounding hoarse to my ears. “For once, I am lost for words. You look like a goddess, my dear.” The camera clicked away, still on autopilot. I couldn’t care less about adjusting the lighting, all my senses were focused on the sight and smell of this barely clothed sex object right in front of me. It was one of the times that brought home just how much pleasure my cock had missed out on all these decades.   
 
    “You men are all the same,” Melanie closed her eyes and thinned her lips at me as she raised both legs onto the table. I could tell she was secretly pleased to see that I was sexually aroused by her. “Now spill the beans!” 
 
    As I snapped away, I told her about the incident with Kirk and Lauren, then about my meeting with Shawn Matthews. She was shocked to find out that Matthews was into the same thing as her husband Charles, and that Lauren had been unfaithful before. I made her swear everything to secrecy and agreed to let her participate in my upcoming plans, which I would reveal in due course. 
 
    The camera kept clicking as we talked. It was my cock, and I used it to make love to Melanie’s body, caressing and kissing every curve on her body. Every twist, every pose seemed to reveal something new. I hoped Charles knew how lucky he was. He probably did. He had won the lottery early in life, even if he had to take on a beta role. The rewards seemed to outweigh the compromise.   
 
    “That’s crazy, boss!” she said. “But what’s the next move?” 
 
    “Maybe I will ask her to pose in tight lace underwear for dirt on you,” I chuckled, watching Melanie’s nose start up with a hint of a wriggle. 
 
    “Good fucking luck with that,” she retorted. “By the way, this is a little too small for me. You did that on purpose,” she said, adjusting her bra but not really succeeding. The surface area ratio of skin to fabric was just a magnitude too great. 
 
    “You can hardly expect a single, lonely, inexperienced old man to account for the change in your size given all that milk you’re producing,” I protested reasonably. 
 
    “Hmmm...knowing your genius brain, I bet you already accounted for that, didn’t you?” she said. 
 
    I had. I removed the equipment from my bottom drawer and laid it out between her open thighs on my desk. 
 
    “Shit, you bastard!” she exclaimed. 
 
    It was a dual breast pump with a battery-powered motor and a large rectangular milk container. Clear hoses, also silicon, connected the device to two lewd-looking suction cups. 
 
    “I promised I was not going to touch you unless you wanted me to, did I not?” I said.       
 
    Reaching back to unhook the bra, she gave me a smile of defiant surrender. Being almost naked and posing for intimate photos right in front of me had turned her on more than she cared to admit. And now we were too far gone. 
 
    Her enormous breasts spilled out, dangling and sagging down like two huge liquid-filled balloons, which they were. Her nipples were dark reddish and engorged beyond anything I had ever seen.  
 
    True to my promise, I started up the machine and greedily attached the suction cups to each breast without touching her skin directly. As the machine sucked all the air away, the cups clamped on tighter and tighter to her mammary glands.  
 
    The pump made loud noises like it was rhythmically grinding coffee beans, but no one outside would hear it. My room was soundproof. Melanie looked down, the transparent cups and hoses enabling both of us to see the entire trail of milk being pumped out of her body and slowly streaming into my machine, where it dripped into the collector. 
 
    “Oh gawd!” she groaned through the humming and whirring of the device. “This was that package you made me pick up, wasn’t it? You made me uhhh….collect the machine that’s being used to milk me! Ahhh...fuuuck…why is that so fucking hot…” 
 
    I resumed taking photos of her, only this time I focused on her face and her tits as she was being milked. She was talking to herself and this turned me on even more. Whether she was trying to distract herself or verbalize her pleasure, it was extremely sexy and animalistic. 
 
    Her nipples elongated and distended as the vacuum suction pulled them deeper and deeper into the clear silicon cups. Meanwhile, her breasts mashed and expanded like they were being massaged by invisible hands. Although this was not a particular fetish of mine, watching her submit to the sensations was very intimate and erotic. 
 
    “Go ahead, you can touch yourself, Melanie,” I whispered in her ear. “You know how good that will feel.” 
 
    She was in heat and unable to think clearly. Her hand dipped down into the front of her panties. I watched the outline of her fingers spreading her labia and rubbing her clitoris, trying desperately to sate the lust that permeated her entire body. 
 
    She threw her head back and moaned in pleasure. 
 
    “Uhhhh….uhhh..uhhh!” she uttered as I snapped another succession of close-up shots.  
 
    She could not possibly imagine how much she was turning me on. This was all going better than I ever imagined in my wildest fantasies. I felt my balls tingle, the cum building up with nowhere to go. 
 
    “That looks so fucking sexy,” I said. “How does that feel, my dear?” 
 
    “Ohhh it feels so good,” she groaned. “It’s been so long since I’ve been fucked unghh! I’ve…I’ve been so bad, denying Charles any sex ever since Isabel was born.” 
 
    “Do you want me to take care of you here, Melanie?” I asked, feeling my heart thumping faster, almost in sync with the milk extractor. I was so close to the moment that I fantasized over daily since the day I first met her. It had taken some time and effort, but here we were. 
 
    “Oh gawd, yes, please! I’ve changed my mind about the touching,” she pleaded. “Please make me cum!” 
 
    Melanie withdrew her hand from her crotch and held up her slick fingers for me to lick and suck them, tasting her love juices. This was the first sexual act between us, the first delicious step in what I hoped would be a very long and kinky partnership. 
 
    As our hungry mouths connected, my fingers replaced hers, rubbing and teasing her sensitive love bud. I savored the taste of her saliva as her tongue snaked around mine, sending a tingle of eroticism down my spine. Pressing up against her body, I felt the vibrations of the machine reverberate through me as well. The container was already a quarter full, it was fascinating how much milk her tits were packing. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” Melanie cried out in ecstasy. Her fingernails dug tightly into my back. There would be plenty of marks left from our encounter, that was for sure. 
 
    “Look, it is so hot how my machine is extracting all the liquid from your tight little body,” I groaned, as I kissed her neck. With one hand I ripped the suction cup off her left breast. It bounced free and sent a splash of breast milk all over us and my desk. My mouth hungrily went to her freed nipple and sucked.  
 
    “Aieeee…don’t milk meee!” she gasped, her eyes wide in disbelief. Here was her boss licking and tasting her milk-engorged tits, something even her own husband was denied access to. It tasted like salty almond milk, which would go well with coffee. It was how I planned to serve it back to Melanie later since I had collected so much. I knew psychologically it would have sent her arousal sky-high, being used like that. 
 
    I ripped the suction cup off her other breast as well. 
 
    “Ummm…my dear…you taste sooo good!” I said, lapping at the mess I made all over her chest. I made sure to maintain heavy eye contact as my tongue worked all over her tits. It took the intimacy between us to new heights. Her eyes were glazed and her mouth was hanging open in pure arousal. I felt her fingers rubbing my groin over my pants unsuccessfully trying to tease an erection out of me. It was amusing, but unfortunately, it was not going to work. 
 
    I continued to kiss my personal assistant’s perfect body, traveling lower and lower down to her tight belly and waist, lapping up all the drops of milk along the way. As I reached to the sides of her gorgeous thighs to tug her panties down, her legs adjusted and raised cooperatively, desperately wanting to be naked for me, even while I was still fully dressed. The panties came off, leaving her in the nude. 
 
    “Boss, do you like what you see?” she said. 
 
    “Very nice,” I breathed. “So hot...” 
 
    The sight of her perfect shaved cunt took my breath away. No physical signs of having delivered any baby recently. She was tight, wet, and wiggling. Ripe and ready to receive my oral onslaught. 
 
    But first, I scooped up the camera on the desk and placed it up close between her thighs. Focusing on her mound, I clicked the shutter. The look on her face said she accepted and longed for her fate as my latest conquest. Her close-up pussy shots were just a little trophy to cement it, the icing on the cake. 
 
    And I was about to attack the cake. Placing both hands under her thighs, I grabbed her wrists and held them behind her, right against her buttocks. Her back arched and she raised her head to let out a groan of pleasure as I buried my face into her cunt. Her hands strained, her hips bucked and her toes went up onto the edge of my desk, but she remained in place, at my mercy. 
 
    Her honey tasted delicious, and she was already overflowing with it. I made sure my tongue also dipped further down to also give her cute asshole some much-needed attention as well. 
 
    “Oh gawd boss, you’re fucking amazing! It feels so good!” she gasped. “I’ve never been eaten like this before!”  
 
    “Am I better than your husband?” I said, taking my lips off her soaking gash momentarily. 
 
    “Oh yes, fuck yes!! You’re so much better than Charles!” she screamed. “Don’t tease me!” 
 
    My tongue stabbed at her clitoris, eliciting another sharp gasp and shiver. It was obvious she was already on the verge of cumming less than a few minutes in. It had taken very little effort too, much less than I had anticipated. The fact that she had been very repressed recently likely played a huge role in this. And also, being milked and tongue-fucked on her boss’s desk during office hours must have felt very erotic. I kept up the steady pace at which I stimulated her clit, but increased the intensity of the licking, which drove her crazy. 
 
    “Unghh yes….right there!” she moaned. “I’m sooo close! I’m going to cum! Ahh!” 
 
    “No,” I said, pulling away suddenly. "You are not allowed to cum yet, my dear." 
 
    "I want to cum!" she shouted like a spoiled teenager. 
 
    Triumphantly, my tongue dove back into her pussy, making her arch her back and release a long and guttural groan as she climaxed intensely. Still, my hands held her arms in place behind her.  
 
    “Unggh…..I’m cuuumming!” Melanie screamed. 
 
    Her long legs wrapped around my head and her fingers scratched the table as her hips bucked against my face. The tight walls of her cunt squeezed and milked my tongue like it was a cock. 
 
    Finally, after her shudders subsided, I released her hands and stood up. She slumped back on the length of my desk, her skin glowing in sated exhaustion. She was covered in drops of milk mixed with sweat. I leaned over and kissed her passionately, stroking her nude body and breasts. I knew this was just the beginning with my beautiful assistant. Melanie was a natural nympho with an insatiable sexual appetite. Now that I released it back into the wild, it would be much to my benefit, since I had no normal avenue to orgasm. 
 
    Picking up the camera, I put my eye to the viewfinder and said: “One last shot for the private collection, my dear. Then I’m going to share the plan with you, and you are going to help me seduce miss goody-two-shoes herself - Lauren Lee Matthews. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Other Titles In The Series 
 
      
 
    Cuckold Confidential 1 
 
    Cuckold Confidential 2 
 
    Cuckold Confidential 3 
 
    Cuckold Confidential 4 
 
      
 
    Cuckold Confidential 5 will be released in early August 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. Tell me what you liked and what you didn’t like. 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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