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Kate Granger


Chapter One

Indulging

◆◆◆

The mood in our bedroom beguiled and terrified me. Cuckolding was the most extreme kinky bedroom play my husband Simon and I ever fantasized over. He’d pushed me for months, and now, I broke, agreeing to do it while he gave me head.

I was a sucker for being agreeable when my husband plowed his flattened tongue along my creamy furrow while thumbing my sticky, swollen lips apart.

It was a moment of madness, but a deal was a deal. Simon got me off, sucked my orgasm clean out of my shuddering pussy, and I must deliver my end of the bargain.

As I rolled in our bed, snuggling him while my body still shuddered in post-orgasm, I wagged my finger by way of a loving warning.

“I’ll do it for me, not you. That means I choose who, when, and how to involve you.”

“What do you mean, involve me, Jess?”

“Sometimes you may be in the room, perhaps taking part, but other times you’ll be excluded.”

“That’s cheating.”

“No, that’s me telling you I won’t be your slut to command. Trust me, and you’ll get what you want; I will, too, and our marriage will thrive.”

“What about me, Jess? Do I get to fuck other women?”

“If you want a divorce, Simon, yes.”

“So you can fuck anyone you like?”

“Only if you want to be a cuckold. I would rather not do this at all, as I have repeatedly said. I’m not interested in swinging, but if you want to be cuckolded, I’ll do it, and we can see where it takes us.”

“Ah, okay. I understand.”

I wasn’t sure my husband adequately understood, and that worried me. After months of talking me through how much Simon wanted to watch another man fuck me, now he was asking for his sexual freedom. He noticed the doubt in my expression.

“I was probing, Jess.”

“Do you want to sleep with other women?”

“No… absolutely not, but if you were willing to let me, it wouldn’t be cuckolding. We would be in an open marriage, and that’s not what I want.”

“You asked me to cuckold you, honey. I’d rather not, but it seems the only way we’ll stay happily married because you’re hinting daily at me to fuck other men.”

“I’m sorry.”

“There is no need to apologize. I’ve told you I’ll do it only on my terms. Do you agree I can play while you stay?”

I held my breath, thrilled and terrified. Agreeing to set aside my marriage vows had not been easy, and there was considerable angst between Simon and me on the subject. I did research and read about cuckolding from reputable sources, and I knew the fantasy, turned into reality, was a rising fetish desired by many men and their wives.

I am not coercive, nor do I wish to be my husband’s dominant other, but slowly, I’d grown more convinced that trying the lifestyle was worth a shot to avoid a slow decline in our marriage.

“Yes, Jess… I want you to fuck other men as and when you wish. When do we start?”

“I’m going out tonight with Hannah. I’d rather my first time was without you in the room. Do I have your permission to fuck any guy I choose, Simon?”

His eyes smoldered, and I saw the cuckold dilemma I had grown to recognize. My husband’s nostrils flared, his cheeks rippled with sexual tension, and when I glanced down, I saw an erection begging to be sucked or fucked.

“Yes, I give my consent. I bought you a gift. Would you please wear it?”

Simon handed me a small box. My heart leaped upon opening the small, blue velvet color box because I love jewelry. I extracted his gift carefully and laced it securely around my ankle, branding myself a Hotwife.

“It’s a symbol of my trust, Jess.”

“We must trust each other completely for a cuckold lifestyle to work. I have something for you as well.”

I handed Simon an envelope containing a draft document I had our lawyers prepare. He skimmed the papers, glancing occasionally at me, while I adjusted my new ankle bracelet, letting it fall deliciously and cold against my skin.

He replaced the document inside its envelope and looked at me, nodding.

“These are the terms and conditions of your rights to cuckold me?”

“Yes, Simon, I want full indemnity and agreed-upon rules. You can take your time reading and we can discuss variations, but we’ll both need to sign for a full-blown lifestyle change.”

“What about tonight?”

I slid onto our bed and into Simon’s arms. My lips merged hotly with his like fire and ice, steaming and bubbling. He reached his tongue to mine, entwining, before biting my lower lip and kissing me deeply.

I slid Simon’s cock out of his pajamas and slipped my lips from a passionate kiss down to the solid veiny shaft I’d already started wanking. Pre-cum fully loaded the folds in and around his foreskin until I pulled back, licked the glistening, sticky, salty glans, then sucked the top few inches of his knobbly shaft like a jackhammer.

“That’s enough, babe, you’ll make me cum.”

I stopped and eyeballed my husband before sharing his salty cream through a deep kiss with tongues entwined.

“Tonight is up to you, babe. If you choose to send a voicemail with permission later, I’ll consider it. If not, we’ll wait until the lawyer’s document is agreed, signed, and notarized.”

“And you’ll wear the bracelet tonight?”

“Of course, but nothing happens until you permit it, and I agree. Do you understand?”

“Completely.”

“Would you rather I stay here, suck your cock, then fuck you later? This is your last chance to change your mind before I leave.”

I held my breath again, surprised by how willing I’d become to participate in Simon’s fantasy. Our marriage was strong, communication was excellent, and my love for him grew daily. While he agonized, balanced on the edge of some kinky precipice with pleasure to one side and despair to the other, I momentarily considered that maybe it was the good health of our marriage that encouraged me to step over a boundary into taboo territory.

“I want you to go out with Hannah and enjoy yourself while I review these documents.”

“Okay. I’ll shower and get dressed, hun.”

I took my time, selecting my most alluring underwear and squeezing myself into a figure-hugging dress before asking my husband to zip me up before inspecting me. He approved and drooled over the woman he was foregoing, so another man could fuck and fill her with his semen.

As I stood in Simon’s arms for the last time as a faithful wife, unsullied by other men, I checked his soul through the sparkling, excited eyes that offered me a perfect view.

“I won’t fuck a guy using a condom, Simon.”

“I want you to fuck your lover raw. I need to know he came inside you.”

“Taking everything about me that you own?”

“Yes. I’ve become complacent and inattentive, and I know it. I want to feel desperate to have you like when we dated. I need the chase, the hunger for you, and that comes from my need to compete for you.”

There was some truth in what my husband said. I was as engaged in our marriage as the day it began, whereas Simon’s attention waned slightly. There were fewer bunches of flowers, cheaper cards, or no restaurant dates on special days, like when we once marked the day we met.

Simon was by no means a bad husband, but he wasn’t as hungry for me as he once was. As I studied his soul, mine settled, knowing that cuckolding was a step we must take to resurrect what we both enjoyed most in each other.

I left our apartment aroused, with a warm feeling in my panties that would only get worse as the evening advanced. I took a taxi to the Piano Jazz bar, where I met Hannah, my best friend. We sat amid a nest of soft, cream calf leather chairs with gin and tonics and kicked off our heels.

I glanced around the bar, eyeing up the male talent, of which plenty was in supply.

My phone vibrated on the glass table in front, and I knew it was Simon’s voice message. I ignored the message; my husband must agonize and speculate about what I was doing so he could marinate in torturous images and thoughts, thinking this cuckold dilemma through carefully. There was no other way I could be sure he wanted our lifestyle transformation.

My phone buzzed again; it was a text message from Simon. Hannah nodded at my phone.

“Your phone is active tonight, babe.”

“It’s Simon.”

“Is there trouble in paradise?”

I sipped my G&T, smiling mischievously. I had not mentioned Simon’s and my marital problem to Hannah previously, but now, since she would witness my perceived infidelity, I burst to share my tawdry secret.

“My husband wants to spice things up. Simon asked me to cuckold him.”

“Oh wow.”

“What do you think I should do, Hannah?”

“Well… James and I recently joined Freedom Club, so swinging is a regular thing for us.”

“Oh, fuck. I didn’t know.”

“I’ve wanted to tell you for a long time, Jess.”

“Does it work for you?”

My best friend shivered excitedly and took a long sip of her drink, weighing a response. While reading her sparkling eyes and naughty expression, I fed from her confidence and moved one step closer to fucking someone other than my husband. Hannah’s following words were crucial in my decision-making process.

“Yes, it works so well you cannot believe it, Jess, but only if you trust each other and put rules in place.”

“Is your marriage suffering at all?”

“Quite the opposite. I don’t watch James fucking my lover’s wife, but he studies me, and the look on his face when another man creampies me is priceless. I think he loves the competition. When we get home, I get so much tongue and cock for days, it’s like being single again.”

“You were always a slut.”

We laughed, and Hannah’s relaxed demeanor showed she felt unburdened.

“I love having fuck buddies, Hannah. I don’t care about them, and they fuck so hard, like you couldn’t believe. If Simon says you should cuckold him, I think you would be foolish not to. He’ll get plenty of fun from this lifestyle, too.”

“That’s what he says too.”

“Has Simon properly consented?”

“That’s what the messages and voicemail are.”

I nodded at my phone, raised my right eyebrow, and grinned disgracefully before descending into a fit of giggles.

When I recovered and thought my best friend’s advice through, I casually scanned the room, catching sight of a guy watching me intently. It happens to me as much as any attractive woman, and I usually ignore voyeurs, but this guy caught my interest because he was gorgeous. His beautifully chiseled features complimented a powerful physique, evident through a well-cut suit.

We held eye contact for longer than a passing curiosity allows, and I smiled when he did before glancing away. If I were single and he followed up, I’d court temptation, at least for a drink.

He’s a maybe.

“You have an admirer, Jess.”

“I know.”

“He’s coming over. I’ll leave you to it.”

Hannah shot off the sofa like a guided missile, leaving me alone for the thirty seconds it took my gorgeous admirer to cross the floor and plonk himself down in her vacated chair. My pussy bloomed, wet and sticky rather than damp, and I needed a cock to part my swollen lips before sliding balls deep inside.

“What must I do to acquire a creature as wonderous as you are, dear lady?”

“I’m Jess.”

“Paul.”

“I’m married.”

“Oh, I never bombed out so quickly.”

“Have you given up already, Paul?”

“Umm, oh, err… I.”

I’d won our psychological battle, having derailed his standard approach. He seemed unsure and vulnerable, adding to my sexual frenzy that elicited goosebumps all over. My body chemistry took me to a place before marriage where I felt horny and without inhibitions.

I smiled encouragingly, uncrossing and crossing my legs to ensure my hotwife anklet was adequately displayed, revealing my slutty availability.

“You need to keep going, Paul, or leave, so someone else can try harder.”

“I’d like to take you home.”

“For tonight or forever?”

My heart pounded, and my head ached from the tension. My vision blurred as my body went into absolute overload. It felt like the moment I walked down the aisle to meet my future husband. I was free of all thoughts aside from Paul and imagining him fucking me.

He leaned forward to the edge of his seat. The color in his face drained slightly, and he got serious with a determined expression. Paul looked desperate to have me but was aware he was losing his mind in a passionate, sexually charged chess game. He looked me up and down and gave the impression that he liked what he saw.

“Just for tonight.”

“Okay, let me ask my husband for permission.”

The color drained absolutely from his face, and his arms folded, a clear sign of insecurity, something my husband has never shown me. It suddenly struck me how grounded and confident Simon was and how lucky I was to have his permission to fuck a guy I wouldn’t care about.

I checked my phone, and sure enough, I received a voicemail. I opened the message and listened to my husband’s voice.

Just a couple of changes, babe. First, I want a clear stipulation that if you believe, at any point, our marriage might be in jeopardy, then cuckolding stops. Second, I need a photograph sent to me and at least one other person you trust of the guy you intend to fuck. That’s to ensure your safety. Other than that, it’s your rules, and do what you want tonight. I consent to any choice you wish to make.

I snapped a quick photograph of Paul while he turned to look at the bar, then hit send.

“What’s it to be, Jess?”

“Are you an accomplished lover?”

“I’ve never had complaints.”

“Your place then, please. Then you’ll drop me off at my home after fucking me.”

Paul’s house was enormous, reflecting a wealthy lifestyle. When he tried to kiss me, I refused politely, pointing him downwards towards my moist pussy, stifled inside sticky panties.

As I stood and he orientated to my demand, my entire body shivered as I stared at the only man to ready himself to fuck me since I met my husband. My nostrils flared, and I breathed heavily, my breasts heaving.

“No kissing?”

“Not yet, Paul.”

“Do you enjoy having your pussy licked? “

“Yes… so much, and I must step across a boundary - a kiss doesn’t cut it. Your tongue worshiping my sticky hole feels so fucking right.”

“I agree.”

He sniffed the air, glanced between my legs, and smiled.

“You’re excited, Jess.”

“I’m off the charts. No scale could measure my arousal.”

“Do you want me?”

“I want you to fuck me, Paul. There is a subtle difference.”

“Not to me.”

He knelt, pushed my dress high, and then peeled my French lace panties down. They didn’t slide out of my crotch as quickly as they would if my gusset wasn’t already soaked and sticky, so he tugged, making me feel delightfully slutty. Paul eventually slipped my underwear off my heels, then held the delicate crimson lace to his lips and nose, sucking gently and sniffing deeply on the moisture-laden lining that had housed my swollen labia.

When he completed what seemed like a ritual, my lover grinned at me, temporarily satisfied and looking very excited.

“Your pussy tastes incredible, Jess.”

“Then enjoy an all-you-can-eat feast, honey.”

I lifted one leg, placing my thigh gently on Paul’s shoulder, twisting my hips slightly to grant his tongue better access to my leaking, throbbing hole.

Paul cupped my ass cheeks in both palms, prising them wide apart in clawing fingers, and I felt a chill against my puckered anal whorl. A luxurious taboo twang slapped my soul, vibrating through my body when I glimpsed my domination of a stranger who, within seconds, was giving me excellent cunnilingus.

The flat of his tongue lapped gently, cleaning the sticky veneer off my labia up one side, then down the other, collecting a copious creamy deposit almost dripping down my thigh.

When he swallowed, Paul purred like a satisfied pussy, and mine did, too. His lips clenched tightly around my quivering, creamy clitoris, and I gasped, holding his head to steady myself, bowing low to kiss his hair.

He dragged my sticky pearl from side to side, lifting me ever closer to a powerful orgasm, but I needed more. I needed Paul’s seed inside me to help sully my marriage precisely the way my husband wished it.

Simon and I were aligned. Paul dipped his tongue inside my hole, breaking the seal that held back a dribble of tawdry, sweet nectar. My knees buckled, so I pulled away, not wishing to stand any longer.

“Where’s the bedroom?”

He pointed to a nearby door, and I strolled there, followed by my super attentive lover.

I felt powerful, in control of my husband’s sexual kink, and that sensation bounced delightfully in my psyche, speaking to my desire for dominance. I felt empowered lying on a stranger’s bed, waiting for him to fuck me.

Paul approached like a rampant lion to fuck me, Simon had approved of it, but it was important to me that both men got what they wanted on my terms.

I chuckled, watching my new fuck buddy desperately kick his clothes off before crawling onto the bed. He kissed his way up my legs, licking both silken, sticky thighs, palming them wide apart. When he descended with hot tongue and lips into my Y-shaped restaurant, I spread my knees wide apart.

“Dinner is served, Paul.”

I noticed his cock was a little smaller than Simon’s and felt pleased. It would ensure I could end this cuckold date with my pussy benefiting from stretching by my husband's cock, lubricated by my lover. There seemed to be a natural balance to that vision.

“You give far better tongue than my husband. I may ask you to give him lessons.”

He didn’t answer. Paul was far too busy licking, lapping, then sucking my pussy lips before swallowing every drop of my sleazy liquor. His powerful arms wrapped around my thighs, pulling me towards his tongue while his fingers stretched apart the protective skin on either side of my clitoris.

I would report the matter of my lover’s superior tongue to my husband, forcing him to work harder. Paul brushed my clitoris delightfully, catching the tip with the slightest hint of his tongue. It was like a hot, wet scirocco wind tantalized my love button.

Fuck, he knows how to tongue a woman.

Paul pressed his tongue down harder, circling it around my sticky pearl, before dragging the solid, throbbing nub from side to side. I was in ecstasy, far more than when my husband went down on me, and I figured my lover knew it.

I heard someone moan surprisingly loudly and disgracefully, like a whore. Realizing it was me, I lifted my phone and recorded a twenty-second burst of my rapture, immediately sending it to Simon before I could change my mind.

I pulled Paul up my body, allowing him time to enjoy my breasts before insisting he fuck me.

“Have you taken a stamina pill?”

“Before we left the club.”

“Good boy.”

I spread my legs wide open, wrapping both around him, gripping his ass cheeks while pulling. When I spurred my heels into his hips, forcing him further into my crotch, I felt Paul’s cock slide gently inside my pussy entrance.

He circled his hips, spreading my cream all over his cock, and then, with a single, energetic thrust, he buried the veiny shaft balls deep inside me. Paul’s cock felt wonderful, less girth and length than my husband, but still beautifully rigid and plenty for me to massage my pussy walls against.

It was also not my husband that added enormously to my enjoyment, much more than I imagined it could. My emotions were on vacation, enjoying unhooking love from lust, focusing purely on the latter.

Paul placed both palms on the bed, each tight above a shoulder, pulling me down, pinning me so he could reach deeper inside my pussy with his lovely cock. When he began driving in and out piston-like at a metronomic, rapid pace, I felt the blood rush warmth in my reproductive organs, a sign that he was hitting the right spot and releasing my oxytocin.

My lover fucked me far more enthusiastically than my husband did these days, and suddenly the entire cuckold dilemma came into sharp focus, and I understood. The envy that drove Simon’s competitive nature would make his and my lovemaking far more intense, especially when he knew another man’s semen swam inside my womb and ovaries, hunting down a fertile egg.

My mind drifted into a carnal place where Paul fucking me was the best marital therapy I could enjoy. I raked his back, pressing sharp fingernails deep into his skin, spurring his ass cheeks with both heels while spreading my legs wide to help him reach deeper inside my sticky, throbbing cunt.

His fucking style was strong, steady, and felt amazing as he panted, kissed my neck gently, and stared into my eyes with pure desire. He angled himself higher, arching his back while ramming his cock deep inside my tight hole. When I milked Paul’s shaft with powerful pelvic muscles, he groaned, then screamed, staring at me in wonder, just as my husband said he would.

Paul pounded my quivering hole, never averting his eyes, which lit up like a New Year fireworks display. His perspiration exuded testosterone as the stallion lurking within leaped from his soul, driving his cock deep inside my throbbing, sticky hole.

I felt a joyous rising climax ripple through my pussy and the muscles surrounding it. An explosion of butterflies from my stomach fired a chemical chain reaction, jolting me. I arched my back almost violently as his thrusts deep inside me encouraged my nails to dig deeper into Paul’s back.

I knew he was going to cum inside me, violating the marital sanctity that I held dearly. I wanted his semen and wouldn’t leave without it, and I wrapped my arms around his neck, drawing my lover closer.

“You must cum inside me.”

“Yes… I must.”

“I am yours right now… in this moment… only yours, Paul.”

While I orgasmed, my eyes locked on Paul in a tractor-beam stare. My thoughts drifted to Simon, wanking at home while my swain’s semen flooded his wife’s womb.

To his credit, Paul didn’t stop fucking me just because his cock jerked energetically, filling me with his seed. He kept fucking me hard, driven by a small blue pill. My pussy squelched like a monsoon puddle on a jungle path as Paul’s cock slammed into my loose hole, soaking wet from his cum.

I thrashed on the bed, pumping my cunt upwards to meet his thrusts, wanting more cock, and more of Paul. Wave after wave of orgasmic bliss hummed through me as I slid along a delicious climatic ridge, staring into a taboo abyss of unknown emotions on either side.

When I descended back to earth, Paul moved in for a kiss.

“Please don’t spoil it, babe.”

I held my finger gently against his lips.

“May I know why?”

“You got what you wanted, and my husband and I did, too. Let’s leave it at that. I like you very much, but I love him with all my heart, and that will never change.”

“Will you come back?”

I slipped off his bed, pulled my panties up quickly to retain my lover’s cum inside, or at least to soak it up and keep it handy for later. I was amazed at how detached I was from my lover, feeling nothing but gratitude for his sexual prowess.

My fears about cuckolding were finally, irrevocably and entirely assuaged.

“Maybe. If I feel like it, my husband agrees, and you want me, then yes, but those three planets must align seamlessly. Can you drive me home, please?”

“Of course, Jess, and thank you.”

“No honey… thank you.”


Chapter Two

Dealing With The First Creampie Cleanup

◆◆◆

The memory of my orgasm lingered while I dressed, pulling on my panties quickly to retain as much of Paul’s semen as possible. I wasn’t sure if my husband would clean me when he saw the mess, but at least there was plenty of sticky lubricant inside me if he wanted to reclaim me with his cock.

While I waited for my lover to catch up, my fingers flashed across my phone screen keypad, messaging my husband. I had never been more sexually excited or empowered.

Hi Simon. I’m on my way home, very unclean and sticky because my pussy is full of Paul’s cum, so please be ready!

I can’t wait, darling. Mind games have been playing rampant in my head.

Good ones?

All good, yes. I’ve indulged in so much fantasy, but I didn’t masturbate.

I’m thrilled you had a good time.

My husband paused, with three rolling dots in the chat box. I was thrilled, feeling well fucked while my pussy leaked another man’s. It was a tawdry moment where I could rejoice in my inner slut, nobody judging me.

Can I ask something, please, Jess?

Of course.

Did Paul fuck you well?

Very energetically, and I had a lot of fun, but his cock is smaller than yours.

Oh god, thank you for that. I feel jealous… is that wrong?

I’m glad you feel that way. It means you care.

I’m still pleased you cuckolded me, Jess.

I am, too.

A moment of tension passed, and I felt happy my plan had worked out for everyone. My fuck buddy had scratched an itch that irritated our marital harmony, and my relief felt palpable, as did my husband’s.

Our inaugural cuckolding seemed to be successful, but it was early days with reclaiming to come, followed by my telling of fucking Paul and our fantasies for as long as they remained fresh and vibrant.

As I relaxed back into the sumptuous, fresh-smelling beige leather of Paul’s Porsche 911, I felt confident and happy, comfortable even, albeit with a sticky mess oozing gently from inside and around my pussy lips.

I hope Simon will be hungry.

I glanced at Paul, grateful for his good behavior in accepting my boundaries and backing off when I rejected his kiss. I smiled when he did, glowing in the satisfaction I’d taken from his cock and the seed he planted deep inside me.

“Are there any problems at home, Jess?”

“None. I needed to tell my husband I was on the way.”

“Will he reclaim you?”

“Yes.”

“May I ask how?”

“I’d rather not discuss it, honey.”

The half an hour drive flashed by while my fuck buddy described his life in investment banking, his extended family living abroad in Italy, and his hopes of finding a wife soon.

“It’s so difficult to find the right partner, right, Jess?”

I paused before answering, detecting a danger in his line of questioning. I was acutely aware of what being hit on felt like, and even though we had fucked, that was a boundary I couldn’t cross.

“Uh-huh, I guess.”

“Most women want the money I have but don’t want to discuss lifestyle, kinks, and such.”

“Simon and I married young. We were sure about each other quickly.”

“Ah, that’s great for you guys, but what about this cuckold thing?”

“What do you mean?”

“Your husband has no problem sharing you. Why?”

“It’s complicated and has to do with the psychology of the kink rather than anything else. It’s about control, taboo, competition, the thrill of the hunt, an acquisition, loss, and a sordid reclaiming ritual. Love and lust are different. I like you very much, Paul, but I love my husband wholeheartedly.”

I shut Paul down but needed to change the subject fast because he was probing too far into my marriage. It was understandable for anyone to have an interest in someone with whom they made love, fucked, or whatever you might describe it.

I was surprised by how disengaged I was, seeing Paul’s fucking me as act one in a sexual theatre that would continue when I reached home.

“Tell me about the Italian village your family originates from?”

Paul was happy to talk about himself and never returned to the matter of my private life

When I closed our front door and skipped lightly upstairs, I stepped out of my dress, peeling my filthy cum soaked panties off before crawling up our bed to feed my sleeping husband a warm, creamy nightcap.

While straddled across his neck, I rifled through Simon’s hair gently, rousing him from a deep sleep, pulling his lips gently toward my creampie.

“Hi, Jess.”

I didn’t answer but looked down, pouting like the naughty hotwife whore I’d been. He smiled generously, and I saw Simon’s acceptance and a deep, authentic desire for this lifestyle writ large on his expression.

Paul’s cum was burgeoning at the entrance to my creamy hole, so I wasted no time.

“Do you still want to eat me clean, honey?”

“Yes… please. I want this so much.”

I shuffled my knees until they nudged gently on either side of his head, and he encircled my waist with powerful arms. When I used two fingers to prise both pussy lips apart, I felt Paul’s cum, mixed with my pussy juice, sluice from my hole, dribbling tantalizingly into my husband's mouth across his outstretched tongue.

He pulled my ass lower until his lips encircled my cum soaked pussy, dragging my creamy petals into his mouth, sucking as if intending to clean, then sloshing with his saliva as if to rinse me.

I felt light flutters of a growing orgasm waft through my already fucked reproductive system and leaned back, reaching back with one hand, making sure my husband’s enormous cock was steely and ready to fuck me.

I allowed Simon time to hunt down and savor every drop of Paul’s seed mixed with my love cream. He was attentive, more so than usual, patient in giving me head, and I knew the ritual act of reclaiming me had improved his cunnilingus technique enormously.

When he slurped, tiny, orgasmic twinges exploded inside me, and I giggled, enjoying my husband’s absolute attention. When I relaxed my midriff and upper thigh muscles, I heard Simon’s delightful, noisy feeding, knowing my juicy flow had increased, as had his pleasure.

One hand lifted me while the other dabbled two fingers inside my pussy, harvesting juices that Simon hadn’t eaten. When he lowered my ass back down, his tongue intensified its strumming motion against my clitoris while a single digit probed the puckered entranceway to my anal sphincter.

“Mmmm… yes, please; Paul never went there tonight.”

His finger slid across my anal ridges, massaging and pressing pussy cream inside my back passage. He pushed a stiff digit inside my rectum, up to the first knuckle, then slid out before returning for a second probing.

My anal fucking proceeded at pace while his enthusiastic tongue dragged my sticky clitoris hard in circles.

I rode my husband’s face gently, coordinating a steady grinding motion between his finger and tongue to help Simon collect more juice from my swollen pussy lips while fucking my ass.

I knew I would cum when Simon fucked my ass like an artillery battery, pounding its guns at the enemy. He slipped a second finger inside my back passage, stretching my soft tissue walls wider while sucking and licking my clitoris.

His fingers twisted as he beckoned a delightful massage against the soft tissue walls deep inside my taboo hole.

When I orgasmed powerfully, squirting, my husband swallowed the mess, but there was so much juice that it slathered his chin. A mixture of Paul’s cum, my sticky hormones, and pee swamped Simon’s face, mostly flushing inside his mouth.

I knew Simon loved cleaning my creampie because he pulled my thighs down harder, relentlessly licking and sucking my pussy. I ground my swollen, creamy clitoris against his nose, giving my husband a messy face fucking he’d never forget. As I groaned loudly, he reached up with both hands while his tongue probed deep inside my cunt. My husband twisted my nipples between index fingers and thumbs while I rocked and rolled through a tumultuous orgasm, screaming and moaning like the hotwife whore I’d become.

Eventually, when I couldn’t take any more pleasure, I rolled off Simon’s face and onto my side of the bed, giggling, quickly ripping tissues from a dispenser on the nightstand, cleaning the mess between my lips and on his.

I stared at Simon in amazement, giggling.

“Fucking hell, that was the best pussy licking you’ve ever done.”

“It’s the thought of competing with Paul, and I wanted to claim you back - be better than him.”

“You did that and then some, babe. Cuckolding you really fucking works.”

“I enjoyed cleaning your pussy, Jess. I’m ashamed to say you tasted awesome.”

“Please don’t be ashamed - we are exploring our sexuality, and that’s between us.”

“I enjoyed your delicious swollen pussy lips, a well fucked hole, and the flavor.”

“Would you like to fill me with your seed now, dear?”

“I was afraid to ask. Haven’t you had enough sex?”

“I need your seed inside my womb when I sleep, honey. I love having Paul’s inside me, too, but I must have yours.”

I lay in Simon’s arms, sizzling and bathing in his passionate kisses. We locked lips and sought each other's tongue, dancing in a frantic fire born from our original love and the forbiddance of my filthy date night.

My husband took his time worshiping me, kissing softly, sucking my nipples and moaning delightfully.

“Before we fuck, please tell me how you felt while I was gone.”

My husband raised his head on a palm supported by one elbow, studying me while gathering his thoughts. Simon seemed relaxed, as if tension had lifted, and I saw no expression of regret or jealousy.

“As if you had temporarily benched me for a better man. The shame I felt because you desired another cock set me on fire. I paced around the house for a while in a state of frenzied excitement, then realized my jealousy and humiliation felt exciting, making me want to try harder for you and us. It felt great.”

“Like chasing me before we married?”

“Yes, but I also like being taught a lesson about what my life might be like if I don’t perform for you.”

“Wow, that’s profound. I felt great, too, honey. My self-esteem soared when Paul walked over to seduce me. He wanted my pussy so badly that man would have crawled across broken glass to fuck me tonight.”

“Cuckolding works for us, Jess.”

“Yes, it does, but we must be careful.”

He reached in to kiss me again, and I drew back.

“Before you fuck me, would you like to go first, last, or alone?”

“I don’t understand.”

“I brought Paul home with me. He’s downstairs enjoying a coffee, waiting for a text message from me telling him to leave or stay.”

The cuckold dilemma loomed large on my husband’s face. His breathing was elevated, and his eyes sparkled alive with sexual desire, but there was also concern, jealousy, and fear in his expression.

“What if he stays, Jess?”

“You must bring him up here to fuck me again.”

“Fuck!”

“It’s your choice, Simon.”

“Umm, do you mean with me in the room?”

“As you like. In the room, out of it, you can sit and watch us or join in and both fuck me together. I’m letting you decide if and how you’d like your wife to be taken.”

“Wow.”

“Decide if you want Paul to stay or leave first.”

My heart raced, and I knew Simon felt the same sinful tension. He smiled pensively, weighing options, then traded off his kinky taboo against the restraint tugging at him. I saw fireworks sparkle in his eyes and knew the former had beaten the latter.

“I’ll nip downstairs and bring Paul right up.”

I listened to my husband’s footsteps descend into our living room. After a brief cordial chat, two men ascended towards my boudoir.

When both entered my bedroom, neither man took control. They seemed uncertain while I lay with my legs spread wide, waiting for one, the other, or both to fuck me.

“What’s it to be, Simon?”

“I’ll sit and watch if that’s okay. I want to enjoy the full cuckolding experience.”

“Of course, darling. You should probably ask my lover.”

My husband turned to my fuck buddy, considered his choices fleetingly, then resolved.

“Paul, will you fuck my wife, please?”

“Oh wow, yes, yes, please, you guys… fuck!”

I beckoned my lover to approach while my husband sat in a leather wing-back chair I used for reading. Paul stripped off quickly, almost desperately, to ensure his opportunity for a second shot inside me didn’t expire with my husband’s vanishing enthusiasm. I had read somewhere that many men change their minds at the last moment while others interfere during the act.

Simon slung one leg over the arm of my chair and gripped his cock, shuffling it back and forth lightly, wanking, while Paul crawled up the bed into my arms and between my legs that I wrapped tightly around his waist.

I felt his rigid cock nuzzle against my throbbing pussy hole.

“You’re nice and hard again, honey.”

“It’s the pill. I can’t get enough of you, Jess.”

“Okay, you can fuck me for as long as my husband permits it.”

Paul’s rigid cock slid inside my pussy, bottoming out in a single fluid thrust. We locked eyes, and instantly, I knew my lover had caught profound feelings for me.

I panicked, with no intention of squandering the deep, meaningful love with my husband, so I raised my head, whispering.

“Simon will kill you if you keep going with this romantic bullshit, Paul.”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t help myself.”

“Fucking try harder.”

My husband looked over, and I knew he’d overheard our whispering.

“Anything wrong, Jess?”

“I’m just asking Paul to fuck me harder.”

“Go on, Paul, give her a damn good reaming.”

Paul reached down under my knees, hoisting my legs high until he propped my calf muscles on his shoulders. He fucked me hard and deep, and with a bit of spite, I noticed. His expression softened when he realized his pounding was pleasurable, and I smiled encouragingly.

“Sorry.”

“Please fuck me, Paul.”

He settled into a great rhythm, leaning his shoulders hard up against my legs, tiptoeing high for a good angle while plowing my sticky, creamy bun with his solid, veiny cock.

My pussy felt drenched inside with remnants of Paul’s earlier cum, but I squeezed my soft tissue walls hard, and his squelching thrusts sounded horny. I raked Paul’s chest with sharp fingernails, pinching his nipples, watching my husband wank his enormous shaft in absolute delight.

I felt terrific, slutty, but in love with the man watching me get fucked. I winked at him, symbolizing I would be his again soon enough, but I felt Simon knew that. For now, I was out of bounds and the property of another man.

When my husband wanked a little too energetically, I wagged a cautionary finger.

“Don’t cum yet, Simon. I’ll need your seed inside my womb later.”

Paul fucked me harder, competing with Simon because he’d caught sight of a superior cock. Their competition to dominate me by each man countering the other, lit up my psyche, and I shuddered uncontrollably.

My fuck buddy was in the saddle, and he knew his performance must be perfect to win tonight’s competition. I stared into his eyes, paying my lover full attention, hoping that gave my husband what he needed.

“That’s it, Paul, fuck me with a vengeance so that my husband never takes me for granted.”

“He’s so fucking lucky.”

Paul rammed his stiff pole into my sticky pussy harder and faster than any man ever had. Simon knew it, too, and was wide-eyed watching Paul’s effort.

As I raked my lover’s chest with sharp fingernails, catching them in his deep pillow of black wiry whorls, I felt his chest expand with a beating, throbbing heart that must have reached its maximum pace.

I saw the love in his eyes when his orgasm came, but I stared at my husband instead.

“Paul is cumming inside of me, Simon. This man is emptying the baby-making seed from his balls into your wife right now.”

I held out my hand, summoning my husband. He ran over, gripped it tightly, then knelt with his head inches from Simon’s pulsating cock, staring.

My husband and I locked eyes, communicating our deep love.

“How does his cock and semen feel inside you, Jess?”

“Like I’m sexually liberated. Paul’s seed will hunt down the unfertilized egg hiding in my ovaries, honey.”

“Fuck Jess, it’s a good job you are on the pill, right?”

Creating tension for my husband, I ignored his question and stared at my lover. Paul moaned, and his cock jerked and twitched inside me, emptying every drop of his semen.

Simon’s expression grew horrified.

“You are on the pill, aren’t you, Jess?”

I held a serious expression to allow a tense moment to linger. It was long enough to make Simon wonder, and then I smiled, nodding my head, having enjoyed playing with his mind.

“Of course I am on birth control, sweet husband. Only you will ever impregnate me.”

Simon bowed his head into my face, seemingly relieved, gasping and laughing. He kissed me repeatedly while Paul’s cock twitched gently inside my pussy, spilling the last few drops of his seed.

I glanced at Paul, and his cum face told me everything I didn’t want to know.

They both crawled into bed beside me, and I spooned and was spooned tightly between my husband and lover. It felt cozy, but there was unfinished business.

Simon was the first to break our silence.

“What happens next?”

Paul slipped out of my arms, stretched onto his back, then rolled sideways, facing both of us.

“I have to leave. I’m very sorry, you guys.”

“Why?”

“Because I’ve fallen in love with your wife, Simon.”

“Ah, I see.

My husband stared at me, looking desperate and fearful.

“How do you feel about that, Jess?”

I didn’t hesitate for a second.

“I’m sorry, Paul. We agreed on just one night, maybe more if the planets align, but I have no feelings for you. I love my husband.”

Simon’s grip squeezed me as he tightened our spoon, protecting what was his. Paul smiled, rolled out of our bed, and gathered his clothes sheepishly. I felt mildly selfish when my husband and I cuddled, thanking Paul minutes later for fucking me before he left. When the front door closed, I eyeballed my beloved man.

“You’ll need to fuck me now and reclaim me properly.”

“I will, but where does this leave us?”

“I won’t see Paul again, honey. I’m not interested in romance outside our marriage.”

“Okay, but is that an end to this cuckold lifestyle?”

“Don’t be silly, babe. We’re only just getting started. There are plenty more bulls.”


Chapter Three

Going The Extra Mile

◆◆◆

I fucked Jake next. He was an ex-boyfriend and relatively easy to coax back into my bed. We met for coffee; I explained I needed closure for us and that my husband and I were experimenting in the bedroom.

Jake found the concept of being my bull quite challenging, and he mentally grappled with it for an hour over two large cappuccinos. I knew he could keep his mouth shut because he was honorable, and since he was between relationships, eventually, my former lover agreed to fuck me while my husband watched.

I sucked Jake’s cock in my marital bedroom, enjoying his average-sized cock that crammed nicely down my throat. While gripping his ass cheeks and driving my lips down his gnarly shaft, I frequently glanced at Simon, lifted by the satisfied, happy, cuckold expression on his face.

He fucked me missionary style, our feet facing my husband. I hoped Simon got a good view of Jake’s cock pounding my throbbing hole. I wrapped my legs around my lover’s waist, enthusiastically spurring him inside me.

Jake and I had an awkward moment after he came deep inside me while my husband beat his cock like a pastry chef slapping around a bowl of batter, moaning his way to a powerfully squirted orgasm.

As Jake’s cock twitched deep inside my trembling, sticky pussy, spilling his hot seed as he once did many years ago, I saw it coming in his sparkling eyes.

“God, I love you, Jess.”

“We can’t have love, honey… I love my husband. He is my soulmate, and I want him to be with me forever. I’m so sorry to say it, but I only need you inside me right now.”

My orgasm shuddered even harder, with ripples of ecstasy flowing through me because I had favored my husband’s forever love, even while I milked my lover’s cock. I felt truly and beautifully disgraced and glanced sideways at Simon, pleased to see he was unflustered by Jake’s declaration of love.

With a powerful pelvic floor, I continued drawing out Jake’s seed deep inside me, being defiled for my husband’s pleasure and my empowerment. I stared deep into my former boyfriend’s eyes, enjoying his undying, burning love and every drop of his hot seed decanted deep inside my hole.

I didn’t want to hurt Jake’s feelings, but he knew what was expected in our cuckolding of my husband, what would be given in return for his service, and what was not on the table. My emotions were calm toward my lover, but my mind, body, and soul all erupted like a volcano for the man who owned me while he watched me being fucked.

After withdrawing his sticky cock from my quivering hole, my lover paused for twenty minutes and left the room to grab a beer from our fridge, during which time Simon cleaned my pussy. My husband gave me cunnilingus with aplomb, kissing, sucking, and licking every swollen crease lovingly. He slid his tongue inside my hole, sucking and draining my lover’s cum, then he cleaned every fold of my skin, tracing his tongue along my swollen, trembling lips and up the creamy slit between them while I pumped and relaxed my muscles, feeding him my lover’s creampie.

When my lover returned reinvigorated, his cock standing perfectly erect, my husband left our marital bedroom to tease himself and listen through the wall. Jake fucked me again, this time doggy style, slapping his balls off my thighs like a table tennis bat smacking a ball while his cock head squashed my cervix.

My ex-boyfriend left shortly before midnight, and I tracked my husband down to the spare room, where he watched an earlier baseball game replay. I crawled up the bed like a tigress on the hunt, enjoying the excited expression of a man who was intensely, sexually fulfilled. I straddled Simon’s face and spread my knees wide apart, enjoying the moment he cupped my ass cheeks in powerful hands, bringing my creamy throbbing cup, which overflowed with another man’s seed, to his lips.

After cleaning my pussy, I straddled Simon’s cock, using Jake’s seed to lubricate its passage deep inside me, stretching. As I stared into my husband’s eyes, I saw the love that endures.

“What are you thinking about right now, Simon?”

“How much I love having sloppy seconds inside you. It’s like Jake warmed you up, relaxed your pussy for me, relieved a lot of sexual tension, and made it easier for me to fuck you.”

“Jake fucked me for himself, honey. I almost stopped when he told me he loved me.”

“It doesn’t bother me, Jess. If your bulls fall in love with you, I trust you to deal with it. I’m sure you loved that moment. It must be a boost to your ego.”

“It was… it is, yes, and I enjoyed fucking Jake again.”

“Was he a better lover than me, Jess?’

“No… but one day, a bull will fuck me better than you do. Can you live with that?”

“I want it, honey. I feel desperate for the competition.”

I rocked back and forth on my husband’s cock, grinding my solid, creamy clitoris into his wiry pubic bush. Simon was right; inside, my pussy felt relaxed and slick as I slid up and down, although his cock stretched it wider than my lover’s had. Somehow, Simon lasted longer inside me, and I had more fun fucking him than usual; perhaps it was the reduced friction inside me caused by another man’s sticky load coating the soft tissue walls.

Whatever caused my husband’s extended stiffness, when I orgasmed, it was with far greater intensity that my body shuddered, and I screamed as a third wad of sticky cum splashed deep inside me.

When I rolled off him, I took my husband’s hand and led him back to our marital bed, where I pulled on fresh panties to retain all the precious cum inside me. It felt good to have the seed of two men inside my womb, competing for my egg, one dominating, the other losing, and I loved wondering which was which.

After those two successful cuckold sessions, my husband and I seemed to have gotten into the swing of things. I let him watch me being fucked both times, although he left before Jake rode me the second time. Simon purchased a hotel do-not-disturb door swing hanger. We intended to play games where he would approach our bedroom after I had taken my lover there, and the signage hanging on our door handle would determine the cuckold playbook.

The first time we tried the signage playbook, Jake had his second session fucking me. After he left, Simon reported that he loved the shameful walk upstairs only to be condemned to an evening of tension because I left the swing hanger on the outside handle of the door to our marital bedroom.

When I visited my husband later in our spare bedroom for cleanup duty, he was grateful.

Weeks of enjoyable cuckolding went by, and I racked up new lovers; Gary, Henry, and Dirk all fucked me. Simon loved every moment of his cuckolding, and our relationship strengthened. Each time I fucked a new bull, my husband created new ways to reclaim me, one time collecting me from a guy’s house, driving to the woods, and taking me for a cunnilingus cleanup, then a fucking over the hood of his car.

For almost three weeks, I was a creamy, well fucked mess.

At his request, I caged Simon for a few days before a cuckold date with Dirk, leaving him locked up and alone in our spare bedroom while I fucked my lover. When I released my husband the next morning, he fucked me all day like a rampant lion. I was so sore and my pussy lips so raw after he finished with me I had to use a lotion to soothe them.

After I applied the lotion one evening, Simon rolled into me, super attentive, loving, and incredibly gentle. It was time to discuss my plan, something I had mulled over for a couple of weeks.

“I’d like to switch things up, Simon.”

“What do you mean, Jess?”

“I want to discuss our next cuckolding.”

“Fuck, yeah. Caging my cock works well for me, Jess. I feel more attentive and powerfully motivated to reclaim and satisfy you after I am released.”

“I’m not a fan, to be honest, honey, because it feels cruel.”

“But look at how much more vigorous I was after you released me.”

“I love the intensity, honey, but the thought of locking you up does nothing for me. I’ll do it when you want.”

“Okay. Are you enjoying cuckolding me, Jess?”

“Yes. All my dates so far had smaller cocks than yours. It’s great to be fucked repeatedly by an enthusiastic stranger, then have my pussy stretched by you.”

“What do you mean by switching things up then?”

“Our lifestyle seems to be stable. You enjoy being a cuckold… I like having adventurous sex. I want to propose something a little more dangerous that may work to our advantage.

“I’m all ears.”

“Honey, I want to fuck your boss.”

Simon’s eyes bulged when he stared at me in utter disbelief. He sat bolt upright in our bed, lips flapping like a loose mainsail in light winds. Oddly, he made the same slapping sound as the sail would. I smiled at his shock, enjoying the instant sexual tension rippling in my husband’s cheeks and the sparkling eyes that told me he loved and hated the idea.

I liked Carl very much even though he was arrogant. He was a handsome man who I would have dated, probably fucked had I been unmarried. Sleeping with my husband’s boss was an extreme taboo, but only if there was some benefit to us - an exchange of sex for something of value made my plan a delicious cuckolding playbook.

Simon composed himself, frowned deeply, smiled, and nodded.

“Are we talking about Carl?”

“Yep.”

“Why would you want to fuck him?”

“I think the added tension will do you good, and a promotion wouldn’t harm us.”

“Umm, Jess, that sounds dangerous. He’s fucking everyone around over the promotion because it includes a move to Italy. Carl knows he has power over the lives of all his key execs on this promotion.”

“He regularly sleeps with other Director’s wives, honey… they all help their husbands out. The job should be yours, by experience, ability, and performance.”

“I might get it.”

“Do you want to improve your chances?”

“Yes… but Carl might choose someone else anyway.”

“Not if I have anything to do with it.”

“I’m not sure, Jess. I don’t like the idea of you being used.”

“We’d be using Carl too, honey.”

“He has the hots for you… I’ve seen the way he looks at you.”

“He told me so when he was half drunk at the last office mixer. You are due for a promotion, and I think he needs a slight nudge to do what’s right.”

“It’s your call, Jess.”

“Invite Carl to dinner on Saturday night. You’ll cook while I seduce and then fuck your boss.”


Chapter Four

Fucking The Boss

◆◆◆

Carl had done much more than declare he was attracted to me at the last office mixer, but I didn’t want to upset my husband with the truth. He would probably beat the crap out of his boss if he knew.

Carl had slid in behind me at the buffet table during their mixer, pushing his steel cock in between my ass cheeks.

I rebuffed him with a wiggle of my hips and a sideways shuffle, smiling at my husband’s boss to avoid career suicide. I had always keenly supported Simon’s workplace politics, being a supportive wife at any corporate events he was forced to attend.

After some initial reluctance, my husband agreed to my proposed elevation in our cuckolding. On the day he would invite Carl to dinner, I straightened Simon’s tie at our front door, pleased by our increased interest in each other.

“There is some risk this could all go horribly wrong, Jess.”

“The only way that could happen is if he wasn’t a serial wife fucker, honey. Trust me, Carl wants to fuck your wife. My only concern is that he’ll want to humiliate you in the process… that I won’t allow.”

“If you’re sure.”

“Does it excite you that I might sleep with your boss?”

“Yes.”

Carl snapped up my husband’s dinner offer, and we assumed he believed it was our attempt to secure promotion, which it partly was. On the day of our cuckolding event, I visited the beautician and hairdresser while Simon went shopping and bought steaks for two, accompanied by an excellent wine choice.

My husband was keen to cook dinner, then leave me and my prospective bull to dine alone as if on a date. Whatever happened thereafter was strictly my call. As I left the hairdresser, I knew fresh panties were in order because my pussy trembled with excitement, seeping a layer of my sticky arousal into the pair I had worn.

My husband answered the front door and reintroduced me, at which point Carl kissed both my cheeks, reaching a hand subtlely around my waist. It was a test to see how amenable I was, so I stepped closer, hugging Simon’s boss more intimately, grinding against his solid cock.

“It’s lovely to see you again, Carl.”

“You too, Jess. I think the last time we met was at a mixer.”

“Yes… we discussed some issues you found pressing.”

“It’s a shame we couldn’t finish our discussion.”

“Yes, indeed.”

I led Carl to our dining table, pouring him wine and toasting his good health. My husband cooked dinner while I chatted with his boss, taking subjects from his sailing hobby to workplace dramas that I knew Simon, not Carl, had solved.

I wondered how many wives slept with their husbands’ bosses to grease the wheels of progress. Carl seemed gentlemanly and kind-hearted, if a little selfish, but he didn’t strike me as a man given to take advantage unless it was offered.

“I don’t know where I would be without Simon, Jess.”

“Well… I agree and feel the same way. We are soulmates. You’ll have an opportunity to reward him soon enough.”

“Ahh yes… the promotion every executive wants.”

“Yes.”

After my husband cooked and served us, he left. I knew he went to the spare room, where he would wait, hoping I could seduce Carl and awaiting the sign on our bedroom door, which would grant him access or not.

After a few minutes of my husband’s absence and my constant seductive glare, Carl frowned, placed his knife and fork down, sipped his glass of wine, and eyeballed me longingly.

“Isn’t Simon joining us?”

“No, Carl.”

“I’m confused.”

“Why?”

“This feels like a romantic dinner, which is odd considering your husband just disappeared upstairs.”

I lifted my oversized goblet of red wine, smiled seductively, and sipped the almost black merlot swilling around inside.

“Do you think I’m cheap, Carl?”

“No, no.. wh-why would you think that?”

“The last office party that you teased me over. Do you remember what happened?”

“Oh.”

“Yep.”

“I’m sorry about that, Jess. I don’t usually… well… I-.”

“You don’t usually sexually harass your employee’s wives?”

“Oh, Christ… no, no, I don’t, and I am so damn sorry. It’s just… well, you are so desirable. Not just beautiful, but the whole package.”

“That’s very nice of you to say. So much better than grinding your cock between my ass cheeks.”

“Sorry, Jess.”

“You may not have to be.”

He leaned closer because I had shifted the game, and he sensed an opportunity. My heart raced because this cuckolding and the next man’s cock that would slide deep inside my pussy was a high-stakes game for me, him, and my husband. My flirting had piqued Carl’s interest. The horny Chief Executive of US Operations for the world’s biggest aerospace company wanted to fuck me.

His bottom lip quivered, and he tried covering it with another long sip of wine. My senses were elevated, my pussy yearned to be fucked by my husband’s boss, and my nipples rasped uncomfortably against my dress, solid as tempered steel bolts.

Carl gulped, stared at my breasts, realized his mistake, and tracked his gaze to my face.

“What do you mean, Jess?”

“We could help each other, Carl.”

“You mean for us to form a collaboration?”

“We each get what we want.”

“What do you want from me?”

“Italy for my husband.”

Carl sighed and settled back in the dining chair. Deep in thought, he processed his options while smiling lasciviously. He swirled his wine thoughtfully.

“Ah. I see. You want the Italy CEO position for Simon?”

“He says you can make it happen with a single email.”

“Yes, that’s true. The job might be his, anyway. Your husband is the best candidate by far.”

“Have you decided who it will be?”

“Not yet. There is a process I must navigate with the board and shareholders.”

“Then consider this evening my persuasion.”

“What are you offering me, Jess? You know I have the hots for you. It’s unlikely I could refuse you anything.”

“Could I get away with a kiss?”

“Do you think that’s a fair trade for the dream of living in Florence?”

“No.”

I lifted my legs onto the dining table, hitching my dress high. I pulled my ass cheeks onto the slick mahogany and slid towards him, resting my pussy where his plate had sat moments earlier. When I leaned back on my forearms and elbows, spread my knees wide as if serving my cunt for dessert, Carl licked his lips.

His eyes almost popped out as if on stalks, and a delightful smile flickered across his otherwise poker face when he saw I hadn’t worn panties.

“I visited the beautician today and had my pussy waxed for you. You won’t find a single pubic hair down there. I had Simon check this pussy, and clean her in warm water and soap, especially for you, a few hours ago. There is no hint of stubble anywhere. It’ll be like licking silk if you are thus inclined.”

“I can see.”

“What do you see, Carl?”

“Paradise in a small mound, two swollen, moist lips and a tight slit running between them. Also, the pockmarks where your hairs were are addictive. I can’t stop staring.”

“Do you give good cunnilingus?”

“I love the flavor of a well-groomed, excited pussy.”

“You can do anything you like to this pussy and everything it’s attached to for the next ten hours, Carl. I’ll even throw in a breakfast cooked by Simon if he wishes to.”

“Oh, wow.”

“I’ll need you to send that email appointing my husband to the Italy job before any plowing of this furrow begins.”

“The shareholders… and-”

“I think we are beyond lying to one another now, Carl… aren’t we? This is exclusively your call.”

“Okay… yes… it is.”

He coughed, inhaled deeply, and, by the look on Carl’s face, he was hooked as though savoring the aroma of a great wine before sampling it. He whimpered on the exhale, a throaty whisper that revealed his utter captivation by my pussy.

“What is it to be sweetheart?”

“I need more than one night, Jess.”

I drew my knees together, accentuating what Carl might lose if he wasn’t careful with his negotiation strategy. I hadn’t expected him to want more. In my mind, he would accept or reject; there was no middle ground, yet now, there was. My pussy was a negotiable commodity, making me feel more slutty than ever.

A tiny orgasm tickled inside my womb. A spark of light in the darkness of my pleasure chamber summoned forth growing brightness that manifested in sticky hormones that leaked from my trembling hole. I moaned and contorted my face in ecstasy, revealing my tawdry hand.

Carl must have seen my arousal as a sleazy, sweet teardrop just inside my hole, ready to fall onto his tongue should we close our deal.

“Counter my offer then, Carl.”

“I’ll take your offer tonight. You can witness the email confirming the job is Simon’s before I fuck you. On your arrival in Florence, I want the first weekend with you. Just the two of us, from midday Friday until 9 am Monday.”

I gasped, seeing utter desperation in his expression. My husband had asked me to spend a whole weekend with a Bull, reporting in occasionally with images of my ongoing defilement dropped into a chat box. I had considered the request briefly, shelving it for another day when we had more experience.

“That sounds more like a lover’s weekend, Carl.”

“Take it or leave it.”

“But you said the job might be Simon’s anyway.”

“It’s your risk to take, Jess.”

Carl’s lips were inches from my pussy, his nostrils flaring, bottom lip trembling, and eyes glued firmly on the prize. Eventually, he looked up, and we eyeballed each other for minutes, taking an occasional sip of wine. I noticed the surface of his Merlot ripple against the side of the glass because his fingers trembled with excitement from the thrill of the chase.

My head buzzed with excitement. I knew Carl would find a way to get what he wanted and then fuck me, and the idea of that sent me wild.

All the power in the room was mine, but only because I could suppress my emotions more than Carl could or at least not reveal them. I opened my legs wide again, signaling the resumption of our negotiations.

“I think you should sample the prize before we strike an accord and you send that email.”

He eyed my pussy like a leopard slinking towards its meaty target. I encouraged his head in between my legs by raking his hair and then pulling it.

“If you enjoy my free sample, I will counter, and we’ll close this deal.”

Carl plowed my creamy furrow with a taut, flattened, fully outstretched, quivering tongue. He licked me savagely, vacuuming the excess cream gathered in the folds of my freshly shaven pussy with puckered lips. I felt there was a desperate urgency to his licking and sucking and knew our negotiations had turned in my favor.

“Slide a finger inside my pussy and feel how tight it is.”

“I feel like I am losing this negotiation, Jess.”

He did it anyway, and the sparkling in his eyes when I clamped my pussy tightly around his finger told me I’d won Italy for my husband, albeit he richly deserved it anyway. By this time next month, my husband and I would enjoy lunch in one of the greatest cities in the world.

Carl sucked my clitoris, dragging the sensitive bean around in circles as if polishing a knot in a beautiful piece of wood with one finger. I bucked gently as my orgasm began, realizing at that moment the danger he’d created for me and our deal.

Carl looked up at me with pussy creamy dribbling from his bottom lip, down his chin, and onto the table below.

“I want a week in Florence with you, Jess.”

“Hmm. I wanted to wait until you had some fun, Carl, then close our deal fair and square, but now you’re cheating.”

“What do you say, Jess?”

I left myself exposed and shimmied my ass cheeks forward until my pussy lips grazed his chin, making sure my aroma slammed into Carl’s psyche.

“This is my last offer, Carl. You’ll get tonight and your weekend, but my husband will receive one hundred percent of his bonus plan next week.”

“Nobody gets one hundred percent of their bonus, Jess.”

“Simon deserves it.”

“Yes, no arguments there, but as a matter of principle, nobody gets it. The maximum awarded is fifty percent, or the shareholders go nuts.”

“Alas, our deal is off then.”

I raised and closed my legs as if to move away, but Carl pinned my ankles down to the table, panicking, stuttering very cutely.

“Wait… wait… let’s not be hasty when we are so fucking close to a deal.”

“The ball is in your court, Carl.”

My husband’s boss frowned furiously, licking his lips while panting. He wheezed and whistled through puckered lips, desperately recomposing himself while sucking in as much of my sweet aroma as his nostrils could devour.

He stared at the floor, shook his head, then looked at me pleading.

“Are you worth the extra seventy grand, Jess?”

“You’re refusing to release my ankles. What do you think?”

He grimaced, shook his head vigorously, and finally submitted to what every fiber of his being desired.

“Oh fuck, yes, yes, okay. You’re worth it.”

“Good boy. Now… will you finish licking my sticky hole, and we can open Simon’s laptop for you to send that email, or do I go and fuck my husband?”

“We have an agreement, Jess.”

Carl descended back amid my labia with an eager tongue, but I hitched my ass high, arching my back so he could access my anus instead.

“You can enjoy that puckered hole first since you tried to cheat me.”

Carl’s tongue darted across the sharp ridges to collect every drop of juice that pooled around my anal whorl. He licked enthusiastically, cupping both cheeks in his palms, using his powerful fingers to prise them wide open. I felt his thumbs splay my anus wide open, and then I enjoyed a warm lapping of my inner rectum walls when his tongue delved deep inside.

Having my husband’s boss lick inside my back passage felt like the universe was appeased. Everyone was duly rewarded for the diligence of our negotiations.

I lowered my ass so that Carl could focus on my leaking, throbbing pussy. He licked expertly, if a little desperately while sliding a finger inside the back passage where his tongue had cleaned and lubricated moments earlier.

I shuddered, flailing my arms across the table when my orgasm rose monumentally. Florentine landmarks like the Uffizi Gallery, Ponte Vecchio, and Garden of Statues flashed before my eyes, collaged with images of Simon and I enjoying lunch before a romantic stroll through a delightful piazza or in between visiting boutique shops nearby.

I felt pleased that I had no romantic inclinations toward my new lover.

“Oh, Carl, your tongue feels wonderful.”

He cleaned my copious, sticky flow, swallowing greedily until the last flutter of delight shuddered from me, and my soul rested back to earth.

Carl helped me down from the table, and I unruffled my dress, nodding to a laptop on the kitchen breakfast table.

I carried our glasses to him while Simon’s boss typed frantically, logging in to his email account. When satisfied, Carl turned the laptop toward me, and I checked the email, nodding my acceptance. When he hit send, we waited a minute, and Carl showed me the read receipt at the other end.

“Lovers should have trust, Carl.”

“Just in case you didn’t believe me.”

“I have CCTV recordings of this room to ensure our deal sticks, Carl. Imagine what the shareholders would think of that.”

His look of astonishment was replaced by anger in the blink of an eye.

“You bitch. Are you renegotiating?”

“Don’t be silly, I'm rather looking forward to you fucking me now. I’ll use your company credit card when we enjoy our sordid weekend together in Florence, though.”

“Oh, that’s okay then.”

Carl’s anger subsided as quickly as it rose. My lover was concerned about getting the most he could from me, and I liked that eagerness. The real reason for my CCTV recording was to ensure that the matter of my cuckolding my husband remained private.

“I’m sorry Jess… I like you so much. It’s obvious to me that you and Simon are a happy couple, but I also know you are cuckolding him tonight.”

“Yes, that’s true.”

“If I can become a regular bull, I promise to respect you both.”

“If you behave, I might make it a regular thing when you visit to inspect my husband’s work.”

“That may require bi-annual visits.”

“We’ll see Carl, now get upstairs and fuck me.”

I handed my lover a hotel do-not-disturb sign when we reached the landing.

“You can decide Simon’s fate this evening, Carl. This sign goes on the outside or inside door handle.”

Inside my marital bedroom, I took my time undressing, presenting a show to delight Carl while he stripped in thirty seconds and lay on the bed with a monstrous cock pointing to the ceiling. I was shocked by his length and girth, pleased that the day I forewarned my husband of had finally arrived.

“That’s a bigger cock than my husband’s.”

“I’ve never had a woman tell me it wasn’t the biggest she’d had inside her.”

“Seems I’m a lucky executive's wife tonight.”

I crawled up my marital bed like a lioness, stopping once to look back at the door, pleased there was no sign on its inside handle. My husband would agonize by his choice because, even though he was banned from our lover’s bed, a safe word uttered would grant him access.

“I’ll have that lovely cock inside me now, please, Carl. All night!”

“All nine inches?”

“Everything! I’ve been a good girl lately.”

“What about… umm…?”

“I want your cum inside me too, honey.”

“Oh god… good.”

My husband’s boss held my hands, providing support while I squatted my swollen, soaking wet pussy lips above his blue veiny monster. I have powerful muscles, especially the quadriceps, which held me an inch above his swollen glans. When I lowered slightly, it was to kiss his cock with my pussy, sticky labia - lubrication to help impale me down to his pubic bone.

I rocked gently back and forth on his glans, letting the top inch of my lover’s cock fuck me for a few strokes, rubbing its shaft through the wet furrow between my puffy pussy lips. My slick juices transferred onto his dry, solid flesh.

I heard the squelching of two well-lubricated pussy lips sucking on a fat glans, and that drove me wild with passion.

When I took Carl’s cock inside my pussy, it felt much fatter than my husband’s, which, to date, had been my biggest ever cock. I gasped and moaned, taking my lover’s cock slowly, enjoying how it stretched me wide, reshaping my pussy walls. When I reached half mast, I shouted joyously, hoping my husband would hear us fucking, and because my soft tunnel walls clenched tightly around Carl’s solid cock, repeatedly milking him.

My pussy stretched inside like at no other time I’d been fucked, and it blew my mind.

My head bowed to an overwhelming explosion of hormones surging through me, smashing every taboo, sacred vow at the altar, and moral restraint that bound my marriage. I shook my head but couldn’t clear my senses as I slid inexorably down Carl’s amazingly fat, long cock.

I’ll need this again.

“Do you like my cock, Jess?”

“Mmm, hmm.”

I nodded almost obediently, acknowledging his sexual prowess from between pursed lips. Carl’s cock was embedded balls deep inside me, and my clitoris rasped against his pubic bush, which also bristled delightfully off my freshly shaven mons. I smiled and bit my lip in subjugation, and my lover knew he’d bested me.

When Carl flipped me over, his cock remained balls deep inside my throbbing hole, and when his glans pressed hard against my cervix, it felt like my internal organs shifted slightly to accommodate its girth and length. He placed both palms on my bed, one on either side of my neck, pulling tight into the shoulder.

“You don’t want me to move at all?”

“I’ll never take advantage of you needing my cock again, Jess. I won’t disrupt your marriage, so we’ll do everything by your rules. I will honor our deal and your husband.”

“Thank you, Carl. Good boy. Please fuck me now and make it loud enough for Simon to hear.”

“That’s in your swimming lane, Jess.”

He withdrew his cock slowly, much to the regret of the pussy he was fucking. I kissed him deeply, breaking a rule, but it felt right because we were more like fuck buddies than a simple cuckold date. My husband gave me carte blanche to manage cuckolding him any way I wanted. Carl’s respect for my process and my dear, much-loved husband made him a perfect regular bull.

We’re business partners.

Carl’s lips sizzled against mine. My tongue jolted when it tasted the forbidden fruit outside marriage as I gave all of my physical self to a lover.

When Carl thrust his cock deep inside my throbbing pussy, I held on tightly, wrapping both legs around his waist, burying my face into his neck, kissing and nibbling while he moaned ecstatically. With my body pinned firmly to the mattress, his stroke play was excellent, and Carl fucked me, slowly at first, then harder and faster when my cunt widened, molding perfectly to a new favorite size and shape, gleefully greeting its massive visitor.

For the first time, I was being fucked by a lover better than my husband, a fact that caused me mild discomfort. Carl fucked me so hard we slid up the bed while he pummelled my ass deep into the mattress. I saw desire and delight in his eyes without feelings or love and felt pleased because I love my husband, but I now desired Carl’s cock more.

My synapsis exploded, clouding my judgment as every taboo I’d locked down escaped, running amok inside my mind. I was free of all inhibitions.

“Argh! Argh! Fucking Hell. Oh, my. Oh f-f-fuck.”

“I think Simon will have heard that.”

“Oh fuck, I hope so. Simon! I’m being fucked into oblivion!”

A muffled shout vibrated through the wall, but I couldn’t decipher what my husband said, such was the excellence of Carl’s cock and his slut wife fucking technique. It didn’t matter what Simon had said, only that he knew his wife was being reamed.

I stared deeply and passionately into my lover’s eyes, wiping the sweat from his brow while he pounded me at full pelt, ramming my pussy, which was adequately stretched for the task.

“I’ll ask Simon if he heard us fucking in the morning.”

“May I cum inside you, Jess?”

“I said yes already, sweetheart.”

“I know, but I wanted to ask… hear you repeat it.”

“Creampie me, sweet lover. I want your seed inside me, swimming around while we sleep together.”

I clung to Carl riding his cock to the edge of a massive orgasm where he perched me until I felt a twitch, then a final bottoming out of his glans against my cervix. His hot seed flooded inside me like an ocean, flicking the switch to my climax as I shuddered, exploded, and then lit up like a firework.

His semen mixed with my hormones, squeezing through the tight seal between his cock and my cunt. My ass cheeks felt soaked when Carl reached down, kissing me while in the throes of an immense orgasm.

It felt as though we genuinely were lovers, and I was doing this more for myself than for my marriage or Simon’s career. I tried to focus on Florence while Carl’s cock jerked uncontrollably inside me, spilling the last remnants of his cum, filling my womb.

We kissed repeatedly, and I felt terrified I’d broken a vow that could never be remade.

When Carl rolled off me, I felt overjoyed, satisfied, but slutty. He spooned into me as if we were married, and I relaxed in his arms.

“That was the best fuck of my life, Jess.”

“Jess.”

“Jess, are you okay?”

“Yes, Carl. It was the best fuck of my life, too.”


Chapter Five

Getting Settled In

◆◆◆

My husband stared at me, soaking me in, with nothing but love and joy in his eyes, a soft expression, and a gentle smile that suggested he was enjoying life.

“I love Florence so much, Jess.”

“Me too, honey. We’ve finally found our perfect place in this life.”

We sat outside a cafe underneath our new apartment in the blazing sun, enjoying a people-watcher’s paradise: a classic Italian Piazza. The comings and goings of locals and tourists crisscrossing the paving slabs captivated me.

A man on a bike with salami and bread in a shopping basket out front hammered toward us at breakneck speed, riding one-handed, shouting passionately into the bottom of his phone, held flat and precariously in a spare palm.

He grinned flirtingly at me and swerved away at the last minute, his legs dangling off the pedals while he sang to someone at the other end of the call, probably a girl - his true love, at least for today, at least for the next few minutes.

I pointed at the man and smiled at my husband.

“He only cares about today. For him, tomorrow is a dream that might never come.”

“You’ve become a poet within twenty-four hours, Jess.”

“It’s this place, honey. I feel its vibrance… I feel happy.”

“Did Carl have anything to do with your happiness?”

“Oh please… you know he did. He promoted you and agreed to the finest apartment possible.”

“Only because of you.”

“You got the promotion, Simon.”

“I meant the apartment. You secured it.”

I stretched and yawned, feeling tired. Carl had fucked me three days ago, and I was sure his seed swam somewhere inside me, exploring every corner of my reproductive system, lingering like the essence of a fine Borolo wine on my tongue. Of course, I couldn’t feel his seed inside me, but my mind was comforted that it was there.

Simon and I made love the morning after his boss fucked me, and every day since, adding his seed to Carl’s, amplifying my comfort and sense of empowerment because I enjoyed having the replication DNA of two men competing inside me for primacy.

It seemed Carl’s cock elicited my husband’s competitive spirit because Simon’s lovemaking intensity was ferocious, relentless, and he became a far more accomplished lover than ever.

But I still drifted into troubled thoughts.

I felt awful after saying it the night my husband’s boss fucked me.

How could I tell my lover he was better in bed than my husband?

At the time, Carl was thrilled by my revelation, almost immediately getting another erection and fucking me until my cervix ached, pounded by his bloated glans. For the rest of my lover’s visit to Simon’s and my marital bed, an inner slut dominated me, and I took every opportunity to fuck a guy who knew how to do it all, lick my pussy, fuck it hard, make love like a prince, woo, and romance another man’s wife.

But I didn’t want it all, and I certainly didn’t want to tell my lover he fucked me better than my husband.

But I did tell Carl he was a better lover, then lied when my husband asked.

I lost all inhibitions that night, and now, as I eyed my husband across the cafe table, I felt dreadful. He stared at me with the same pleading look he had every day and night since I fucked his boss.

I lied several times and felt deeply ashamed. I considered calling off our cuckolding agreement, but that would provoke an interrogation - and besides, I had a great time being fucked frequently and by men who were thrilled by the chase and a first shot inside me.

Simon stared pleadingly at me, and my soul groaned because I felt deceitful.

“Will you tell me the truth, please, Jess?”

“Not this again, please, honey.”

“Was Carl better in bed than me? It’s a simple question.”

“Oh god, please… no.”

“I need the truth, Jess.”

I took a final long look at my husband’s agony, a classic cuckold dilemma of a husband in love who wanted to share his wife but was terrified of doing so. I leaned back and stared at the bright blue sky, seeking forgiveness from any deity who would have me. My soul was cleaved, not because of the truth about Carl being my best lover ever, but because I desperately didn’t want to hurt the man I loved more than my life by confessing.

I tilted my head forward slowly, disappointed no deity had sought to rescue me, and finally, my eyes leveled with my husband’s. Simon looked excited, like a teenage boy wriggling in his classroom chair, hiding an erection from a Geography teacher showing too much cleavage.

“Okay honey… yes. Carl was better in bed than you.”

“How much better?”

“A hell of a lot, and he had a bigger cock too, so I barely felt you the morning after he fucked me, although that might have been because I had so much of his semen inside me.”

“There you go - I fucking knew it.”

In celebration, my husband drum-rolled the table with the index fingers from both hands, grinning gleefully, surprising me. I expected Simon to be humiliated, something I desperately wanted to avoid, but instead, he was pleased—there was no doubt about that.

“I don’t understand why you are so happy that Carl was better in bed than you, Simon.”

An attractive older woman with her hair pinned in a tight bun wearing a pleated mushroom-colored skirt and tightly fitted brilliant white blouse brushed past our table. She was heading to a small organic produce market across the Piazza with a hessian shopping bag in hand. She paused, turned, stared at me, then my husband, and winked.

“Are you cuckolding or cheating?”

I was stunned by her impertinent intrusion, and my mouth bobbed open and shut, my lips flapping uselessly. She wasn’t leaving without an answer, which my husband took care of.

“My wife is cuckolding me, and it’s consensual. We are very much in love.”

“Good for you two.”

She sauntered away, swaying her hips. I was stunned. The well-known Italian open approach to sex and relationships was evident, but her momentary insertion into our life was a culture shock for me. My husband chuckled, taking our brief liaison in his stride.

“You thought I would be disappointed if you told me the truth, Jess?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Well, I am not.”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s important to me that you enjoy your lovers. I want these bulls to be better than me at fucking you. Not all of them, of course, but enough to incentivize me to raise my game.”

“You don’t have to compete for me, Simon. I am all yours. I’ve felt so fucking guilty for lying to you about Carl.”

“Did you tell Carl he fucked you better than I do?”

“Yes… Oh god! I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. Unlike his usual patronizing self, Carl has been far more decent with me since you and he slept together. He hasn’t referred to that night or tried to humiliate me. What about his cock size?”

“Wh- wh-what?”

“You said it was bigger just now. By how much? Immediately after Carl fucked you, you said his cock was the same size as mine. You fed me your creampie at the time, but now I think you might want to be more honest.”

My husband leered and smiled at me in the most sleazy way as though the actual gory details about my cuckolding of him with Carl were essential. I had lied repeatedly, covering up the most incredible night of sex I had ever enjoyed.

“Come on, Jess. We don’t lie to each other.”

“His cock was at least an inch and a half longer than yours and much thicker around the girth. He stretched my pussy wider than you do, and after fucking me, my cervix ached like hell.”

“Wow! I’m fucking excited and intimidated.”

“Oh my god. I’m so sorry, honey.”

I panicked and reached across the table, almost knocking over my cappuccino as my arm shot out. My instinct was to ease his pain, but my husband continued grinning, nodding his head, pursing his lips, and sighing as though profoundly impressed.

He waved both hands reassuringly.

“Stop saying you’re sorry, Jess. There’s no need.”

“But… but-”

“Carl stretched your pussy wider than I do, right?”

“Oh god, yes… much wider, it was… oh, well, it was the best, especially when he squirted hard right up against my cervix..”

“And he gave you better cunnilingus than I do?”

“Yes.”

It seemed that, as with all things in my marriage, being honest about cuckolding my husband was the best policy. I sipped my tepid cappuccino, figuring him out, trying to glean more about his cuckolding psyche so I could shape my lover’s playbook. Simon had been way more attentive to me since Carl fucked me, almost as empathic as a girlfriend, even making sure my tampons were ready in my nightstand drawer for my next period.

He’d never done that before.

My husband showered daily with me, soaping me lovingly from head to toe, kneeling to lick my pussy, asking for feedback after I orgasmed. In the morning, after a night in the airport hotel, before we flew, Simon waited patiently for me while I did my hair and makeup. He would ordinarily have left me to go and wait in the breakfast room reading a newspaper.

I realized my husband’s desire to watch me fucked by other men wasn’t simply an act of voyeurism or for the sake of reaching somewhere inside him that needed to be humiliated. Simon needed me to cuckold him as a means to elevate my value to him.

“Is that everything?”

“No honey… no, it’s not, but-.”

“Please, Jess. I would appreciate all of the details.”

“While I lay on my back, Carl kissed and licked me from the top of my neck, along my spine, across my ass cheek, and down my leg to my heel. Then, he kissed and licked up the other leg, pausing at my ass cheeks.”

My cheeks flushed bright red and burned as I paused. I glanced in all directions, ensuring we didn’t have another spectator to our sordid life, regardless of how positively they might view my slutty behavior.

When I glanced back at Simon, his ear-to-ear grin said it all.

“Okay… what happened next, Jess?”

“Oh, come on, Simon… you can guess, surely?”

“I want you to say it… please.”

“Oh my… I can’t believe I am telling you this. Your boss clawed my ass cheeks apart with his thumbs while cupping them and tongued my anus, lubricating it. Then, after he opened my back passage, he worked his tongue inside and licked me.”

“Wow.”

“Nobody ever did that to me, Simon. It was so fucking nice.”

I shivered, thoroughly aroused, feeling a warm creaminess seep into my inadequate thong gusset. My upper thighs were sticky when I pressed them together, and I needed a cock betwixt them. Simon sat back and sighed, eyeing me like a goddess.

“It’s called anal rimming, Jess.”

“I know what it’s called, honey… I just never had it before.”

“Would you like me to do that to you?”

“If you want to, Simon… I-I-I don’t know what to-.”

“Please answer me. Would you like me to rim your anus as your lover did?”

“Yes. I fucking loved it.”

“Okay, that’s good to know. By giving me the details of how your bulls fuck you, I can work harder to please you.”

“I see.”

“Maybe a briefing the day after you sleep with a lover would be good, Jess.”

“Umm. Okay. I could describe the details while your head is between my legs and you’re cleaning my lover’s mess.”

I swooned at my slutty words, checking myself, trying to understand where they came from. I was unleashed, and judging his expression, Simon was, too.

“I’d love that, Jess.”

“Shall we leave and explore our new apartment some more, Simon?’

“Yes, please.”

I understood Simon’s point, but it seemed so otherworldly. It was as if we had been transported to a sci-fi dystopian world where marriage, romance, and sexual intercourse between men and women had a fundamentally different structure, one where my husband stayed loyal while I played the field.

After my evening of entertaining Carl, our lives quickly changed. We packed up our home, arranged flights to Italy, and bid a tearful farewell to family and friends.

Carl and I selected a lovely apartment while I sucked his cock, and he flicked through images of our shortlist on my husband’s iPad. Both men sat beside each other on our sofa, comparing rental prices and locations while my head skillfully bobbed in my lover’s lap, my lips driving up and down his gnarly shaft.

When I emptied my lover’s seed across my tongue, puffing both cheeks until they were full and I almost choked, I looked up at my husband and swallowed every drop of his boss’s semen. Then, I gazed affectionately into my lover’s eyes, knowing at that moment he would have bought me the Sistine Chapel.

The owner of the apartment, Blue Lily, sent his agents on the morning we took over, and we signed for an exquisite inventory of antique furniture. Ours was a stunning fourth-floor, three-bedroom, spacious apartment in a historical Florentine building, six hundred meters from ‘Piazza del Duomo.’

Simon paid our bill, and we ran to the door of our apartment building, him chasing me playfully up the ceramic, mosaic-tiled stairs. On the top floor, my husband opened the door to our apartment, and I strode in, enjoying the bright, light atmosphere courtesy of large panoramic windows with amazing views. A cool breeze whipped my exposed calves because we were higher than most other buildings in the city.

Even with my husband’s boss’s seed inside me, I felt at home here with my husband, strolling hand in hand through our new apartment.

In the entrance hall center, an intricate gold and silver compass design was inlaid into a light mahogany, highly polished parquet floor. Simon lifted me in his powerful arms, spinning while I giggled.

When he stopped, my husband swept a few strands of my long hair that were obscuring my face, and then he kissed me.

“We did this together, Jess.”

“This apartment is well worth a belly full of your boss’s salty cum, babe, but you did the hard work for years.”

“Speaking of that evening, I enjoyed cleaning your pussy and kinda hoped for more soon.”

I stepped into my husband’s arms, kissing him passionately. I felt no more guilt for cuckolding him, glad to have told Simon the truth about my night with his boss. I disengaged our kiss, moaning and licking my lips, feeling wild sexual tension because my panties had soaked beyond their capacity to cope, and the bulge in my husband’s pants had provoked me.

“I want Carl to fuck me again soon, and every time he visits, Simon. It feels right for him to be a regular bull.”

“That’s fine with me, honey.”

“Since he isn’t here now, how about you fuck me over the balcony while I look down on the crowds passing by?”

“I’d love to.”

“You can practice cleaning up afterward.”


Chapter Six

My Favorite Crush

◆◆◆

Our first weekend in Florence was delightful because my life was suddenly more vibrant. The sounds and sights of the city felt more meaningful, my natural effervescent character was more bubbly, and a general sense of happiness buzzed in both of us.

Cuckolding worked. Who would have known? It not only worked, but my act of consensual non-monogamy transformed our lives in many positive ways.

Our marriage felt new, and Simon agreed, looking more content than I’d ever seen him. It was like we were on honeymoon again.

My husband and I dined at local restaurants, drank wine, and made love more than we had in months. When we weren’t in bed or out and about exploring Florence, we talked more than we had in years, sharing hidden truths, fantasies, and emotions hitherto undiscussed.

It was a strange euphoria that lifted our souls. Simon and I agreed that it affected us both similarly. Our lives had become stress-free and carefree. It was a perfect time for me to entertain a new bull. We felt the itch for me to enjoy a stranger's cock inside my pussy. I wanted a fresh lover and knew Simon told me he would enthusiastically eat a creampie again before indulging in our reclaiming sex ritual as we settled into a new life.

Each time I had stepped out on my marriage vows thus far, the act of sex with a bull accessed a taboo and eased sexual and relationship tension deep inside both of us for different but complementary reasons.

The feeling of being desired by other men felt intoxicating and lifted my self-esteem. Each lover fucked me differently, and every time, the surge of a new relationship beginning burned brightly. When my lovers were gone, I fell back into my husband’s arms with no regrets or yearning for the other men.

Simon reveled joyously in his voyeurism, mild humiliation, and my loving domination of him in how I controlled our sexual journey.

We sat at our usual cafe within a stone’s throw of our apartment, drinking late afternoon cocktails - my being a negroni because I loved the perfect combination of gin, vermouth, and campari. My husband eyed me lovingly from across the other side of our table, holding something back.

I glanced around, ensuring we weren’t overheard, then leaned over to him, whispering.

“What is it, Simon? You look like you’re bursting to say something.”

“I love competing with bulls to have you, Jess.”

“I know. I love it, too, but your boss was the only one so far who performed better in bed than you.”

I cringed at my sluttiness, giggled, and lifted my cocktail, taking another sip.

My husband loved hearing me say his boss fucked me better than he did. The fact that Carl had a bigger cock than Simon, and I’d enjoyed it immensely, perhaps a little too much, excited both of us. Thankfully, I didn’t catch any feelings, a trend I hoped would continue every time I fucked a bigger cock - or any cock, for that matter.

“Jess, how long will Carl’s semen stay inside you?”

“Up to five days. I have yours and his inside me now.”

“Do you like that?”

I blushed and felt ashamed, enjoying a tantalizing juxtaposition between being a loving wife and behaving like an utter slut.

“Yes… I feel like you know it and try harder to please me because Carl’s seed is swimming inside me. Also, I like that yours and his seed are dueling.”

“I like the competition too.”

“My lovers have all had smaller cocks than you so far, except Carl. What happens if I tackle another bigger one or a guy who fucks better than you do?”

“It’s bound to happen, Jess.”

“That’s why I’m asking honey.”

I sipped my negroni, enjoying its almost instant relaxing effect. My husband enjoyed a Long Island Iced tea interspersed with moments of staring into the heavens and all around.

“Nobody is close enough to hear us talking, Simon. I checked.”

“I’m not worried about that. I’m thinking about your question.”

“It worries me a little that you could be relegated in our bedroom.”

“I’ll have to compete hard with your lovers. It’s as simple as that, and I relish the challenge. I love the feeling that I must work to have you and remain your first choice. This is one reason I enjoy being cuckolded.”

“Am I humiliating you?”

“I feel sexual humiliation, but that’s the second big reason I love being cuckolded. You and your bulls are so vibrant and dynamic that it energizes me, and I love it when they are really into you.”

“Are you feeling jealous at all, Simon?”

“Yes, but it’s manageable, and honestly, Jess, there should be some things you, your bull, and I enjoy privately.”

“I agree. Will you tell me if a boundary is crossed… it’s important.”

“Of course, honey. You haven’t come close yet.”

My husband backed me off gently, unwilling to share every aspect of his cuckolding experience, especially such deep-rooted psychological factors as sexual humiliation. I felt the same way because although falling in love with my bulls had not been a problem, there was a moment when I orgasmed that they, not my husband, owned me.

Also, carrying my bull’s seed inside my womb for a few days felt sleazy. I loved the feeling and didn’t want to share all the complex reasons at this time.

I’d heard enough to reassure me that I wasn’t damaging my husband by giving him and me what we both wanted. As reluctant as I had been the first time cuckolding Simon, it was now our sexual preference, and I couldn’t see why we would return to what others might consider normality.

I reached across the table, placing my hand over Simon’s. He smiled, and I noticed a slight strain on his expression.

“Was sharing difficult for you, Simon?”

“Yes… a bit. I don’t want you to think of me as weak.”

“I won’t, honey. These past weeks have taught me a great deal about both our sexual and emotional needs. What you feel inside is fine by me as long as it makes you happy - if it doesn’t, please say so, and it ends.”

“Thank you, Jess.”

“You’ll always be my first and only love, Simon. That will never be in doubt, or we’ll stop cuckolding immediately.”

He smiled, seeming happier with my promise not to root around too deeply in his sexual experience. In time, Simon would open up - that much I knew about him, but his philosophical mind would enjoy mulling my infidelity in the same way I enjoyed recalling sessions with my lovers.

Simon sighed at me wistfully, like a vacation was ending.

“I’ll be working hard at the new office this week, so it would be good if we dined out in the evenings to spend quality time together.”

“I have plenty to do, too.”

“What about lovers, Jess?”

“I’ll always discuss the matter with you, honey. I won’t be fucking the building manager or pizza delivery boy.”

“Thank you.”

“If I fuck someone without your knowledge, it would be cheating, Simon. I won’t do that.”

“I don’t mind you flirting.”

“I know.”

Our belongings arrived on a Monday morning, and the men who unpacked them seemed ready to fuck me at the slightest encouragement. Since cuckolding my husband, I became a tease, revealing my figure more through shorter skirts, tighter blouses, and the ankle bracelet that screamed come fuck me to those who understood its significance.

Even though a couple of the delivery men were handsome and well-built, they didn’t appeal to me as lovers because I wanted to be seduced, needing an element of sophisticated behavior from my bulls. A few sweaty guys, however good-looking, fucking me in between removal jobs wasn’t happening.

Between moving furniture and settling into our new home, I strolled along the piazza to our latest favorite, Cicchetti Cafe, the third we have crowned with that accolade in as many days. I ordered two small plates of snacks and a carafe of Barolo red wine, swirling the intoxicating liquor in an oversized glass while considering my life choices.

When I held the glass up, the wine’s dark, almost taboo redness brightened in the sun where the alluring liquor ran thinnest.

Simon and I are bringing our deepest desires into the light.

I contemplated our lifestyle, wondering if, when the time came for us to grow a family, cuckolding could still be our guilty pleasure. Kids complicate everything, or so Mom told me and my sister. I couldn’t discuss cuckolding with anyone except my husband and bulls, neither of whom were the appropriate gender to understand my whole life concerns.

I wanted to grow old with my husband, have kids, grandkids, and many lovers, compartmentalizing all those things into appropriate, tidy boxes of my life.

But I knew life was never that accommodating.

Through a mirror, I vaguely saw a man peering at me from outside a rope boundary of the cafe.

“Is that Jess Miller?”

I craned my neck, shocked, my brain accessing long-term memories to place the voice. When I saw the man’s face, everything became apparent, and I buzzed excitedly, leaping to my feet.

“My god, Professor Simms. Fancy seeing you here.”

I hurried to him across a crowded cafe floor and hugged my old history professor. I say he was old, but Professor Simms was only ten years my senior. Having served in the Army as a Ranger and deploying to Iraq, he was our University hero lecturer and my crush.

My old Professor held me closer than I expected, and I noticed his emotion-filled expression suggesting he was genuinely pleased to see me.

“May I join you, Jess?”

“Of course, I’d be upset if you didn’t.”

Another glass hit the table almost as his backside slid into the chair opposite me. He pointed at the carafe, waited for me to nod enthusiastically, and then poured a glass, raising it to me.

“To my favorite student ever - Jess Miller.”

“Oh, come on, that’s not true.”

“It is Jess, I promise you.”

I squirmed in damp panties, blushing like the virgin I’d been when Professor Simms taught me. I remembered dreamy lectures where he talked about ancient Rome while I kneeled obediently, sucking his warrior cock until he squirted hot seed down my inexperienced throat.

My god, I wish you had fucked me.

He still looked in perfect shape, with rugged, handsome features just as I recalled - an Indiana Jones shoo-in at thirty-five years old. My old Professor was sincere, warm, and affectionate, as you might expect him to be toward a student he mentored and nurtured throughout her young adult years. I was sure his sensitivity toward me when I was a student was based on knowing I had a deep crush.

I tingled all over, my cheeks flushed speckled crimson, and my pussy lips fluttered in a sticky marinade of love and lust. I had found my next bull. But I couldn’t go beyond flirting, so I yanked my emotional emergency brake, pointing at my wedding ring.

“I’m not Miller anymore. I married Simon Fuller. I’m Jess Fuller these days.”

“Well, here’s to you and your husband.”

He raised his glass again just as enthusiastically, and I smiled. I still flirted, probably giving off a cheater’s vibe. For a moment, I wondered what I might have done had this meet cute occurred before Simon and I agreed to a marriage of consensual non-monogamy. I was sure I would not have cheated on the man I loved, but in foregoing a sexual pleasure I’d wanted for years, some unhappiness might have ensued.

“My name is Roger, by the way, Jess. All that stuffy professor crap is in my rearview mirror.”

“You’ve left the University?”

“Two years ago next month. I’m freelancing.”

“Here? In Florence?”

“I am advising the Florence City Museum curator on recently discovered literature from the Medici family. It’s far more fascinating than being at the University, and I will get to live here, at least for now.”

We caught up for nearly two hours, devouring five small plates and three carafes of excellent Barolo. My arousal hit a peak as I perched high, quivering occasionally, captivated by Roger’s every word, studying his expressions, absorbing the man of my moment. I felt a crush renewed, but not to the extent of actual, solid love.

My panties were soaked, both upper thighs felt sticky from tawdry leakage, and a faint smell of my shameful state escaped. I dismissed the aroma. Roger couldn’t possibly know it was me because other girls nearby were being wooed like me.

When it was time for me to meet Simon, Roger and I exchanged cell numbers, and I excused myself.

When I entered our apartment, I stooped down as I stepped forward and reached beneath my skirt, peeling off sticky panties, proudly presenting them to my husband, who was resting on our balcony. Simon’s face lit up, and he sniffed my underwear.

“I can smell you, but nobody else?”

“Of course, there is nobody else. We agreed: no cheating. I was flirting heavily, though.”

“Nice. Are these for me, then?”

“I slipped them off so that you could eat them, honey - it would be rude not to.”

While my husband agonized over how my panties got so messy and with whom, I stepped into our kitchen, made two espressos, and rejoined Simon at the small table on our spacious balcony. While he enjoyed inspecting my underwear, I described my lunchtime liaison with Roger and how that made my pussy ooze its approval into the gusset of my husband’s new toy.

I sipped my coffee after dominating our conversation with excited anecdotes about a man I was attracted to while still a virgin. Simon looked utterly thrilled.

“Did anything happen between you at University?”

“No… but fuck… I wish it had honey.”

“Me too.”

“Why?”

“It would make it far easier for you to invite him to fuck you if he already had. I like the idea of you becoming reacquainted with an ex-boyfriend.”

“I think Roger wanted to sleep with me, Simon.”

“Have you considered inviting him here?”

“I did, but we should discuss and agree when selecting my bulls. They should work hard to have me, as should you urge me on, and I didn’t want to leave you out.”

“Jess, I love the chase, and that works for me. I like the sound of Roger. Please consider me utterly aligned if you want to fuck him.”

My phone buzzed, and I quickly scanned the message. Once I knew it was Roger, I excitedly showed the text to my husband.

It was great to see you today, Jess. I’m sorry to bother you so soon after lunch, but could we meet up again, please?

I stared boldly at my husband, who chuckled.

“That’s great timing, Jess, and it seems to me he’s champing at the bit to slide his cock inside you. Do you want to fuck him?”

“Yes, desperately. I wanted him all the way through our lunch. Would you mind?”

“Not at all. What role will I play?”

“You’ll have to wait and see.”

I reverted to my phone, sliding my fingers across its glass keypad to return Roger’s message.

What did you have in mind, Roger?

I thought about us having another drink or dinner together.

Do you mean as a professor/former student catchup like today?

I was hoping for more.

Honesty is best. Could you be more specific?

I want a casual encounter and some fun. I sensed a vibe between us.

I wish you’d sensed it a few years ago.

That would have been unethical.

But it wouldn’t be now, right?

No, Jess. It wouldn’t be.

I stared at the screen, counted to ten, glanced at my husband, who egged me on, and drafted another text. I showed it to Simon before sending, and my husband eagerly nodded his approval.

Are you asking to fuck me?

Yes.

You aren’t being forthright about it.

There was a pause in the flow of our messages, and I thought perhaps I’d pushed Roger too far. If he wanted me, he’d damn well better ask.

May I fuck you, Jess, please?

I’m married. I mentioned that.

Ah, Sorry. Forgive me for asking. I may have picked up the wrong messages, including your ankle bracelet.

Are you giving up so easily?

Sorry, Jess. I don’t understand. Are you pulling my leg?

Not at all. I assumed you were serious when you asked to fuck me, so I’m being honest.

But if you’re married, won’t that be unfair to your husband?

You picked up the right messages. I know what my ankle bracelet means, and Simon does, too.

You’re a hotwife, Jess?”

Why don’t you come over and ask my husband?

Simon laughed loudly, watching over my shoulder, having slid across the few inches separating us on our brown calf leather sofa. When I placed my phone on the table in front, my husband wrapped his arms around my waist, planting soft, loving kisses on my neck while I exploded in a raging storm of happy hormones.

My pussy lips engorged while my face flushed in utter arousal.

“How do you feel, Jess?”

“Like my favorite crush is going to fuck me this evening.”

“I hope he does a good job.”

“Lick my pussy, please, honey; I’m feeling flustered and could do with settling down before my bull arrives.”


Chapter Seven

A Reunion

◆◆◆

Simon kneeled in front of me in the blink of an eye, forcing my skirt hem up and placing my heels on his shoulders. He stared at pussy, licked his lips, and palmed my legs wide apart while I shuffled my pussy to the edge of the sofa.

“I can see the effect Roger has had on you. Your pussy lips are as puffy and creamy as an eclair.”

“Just hurry and lick it, babe, so I last longer if I cum now. I’ll need to shower and change after you have your fun.”

“My pleasure, Jess.”

I glanced down and raised my husband’s chin with one finger, smiling warmly.

“What is it?”

“Can you cook dinner for us as well, please? I would love to catch up with Roger. He was a ranger in the Army, and I never knew much about that when he was my teacher.”

“Of course. I’ll prepare a nice dinner right after I enjoy my starter.”

Simon kissed and licked his way up my thighs while I kneaded excess sexual tension out through my breasts, squeezing hard with both palms, moaning loudly.

I needed to be fucked but couldn’t allow my husband access to my pussy with his enormous cock because I enjoy being tight and clean for my bulls while feeding myself dirty and wet to Simon.

My husband had become much more accomplished in giving me cunnilingus since our foray into cuckolding. Simon sucked air through the corners of his mouth with my swollen labia inside, passing a tickling vibration across the sticky surface of my sensitive tissues. I moaned like a whore, which was good practice for later when I’d undoubtedly feel, and maybe even be one.

My phone buzzed, and I swept an arm blindly around the sofa, half-dazed by an approaching orgasm. I stared at the screen while my husband plowed his tongue from my anal whorl to the throbbing clitoris my lover would tend to later.

“It’s Roger. Keep licking my pussy, darling, while I deal with him.”

Simon didn’t stop; his tongue reached my anal sphincter, and he dwelled there, forcing the tip inside my tiny, tight hole. I knew it would occupy him greatly. He loved licking the ridges around my anus before dipping his tongue inside my back passage. My husband explained that rimming me satisfied his deep desire to enjoy something so crude it proved his love. He reported feeling more worthy of me after cleaning my anus correctly.

I’m sorry, but there is a slight issue. People are staying with me. Another day might be better, but I don’t want you to think I’m not keen.

Ah, okay. If you have guests, then we can hook up another time.

It’s Professor Kendrick and Samuels. I’m accommodating their free holiday, sorry.

I tensed up, shocked.

“Oh, fuck!”

“What’s up, Jess?”

“Roger has two more of my old Professors staying with him. What the fuck shall I do?”

“It’s up to you.”

My heart raced because my first instinct was to arrange a gangbang, but I wouldn’t and couldn’t… could I? Simon licked my pussy with incredible intensity, sucking hard on my clitoris, dragging the juicy hidden pearl with the tip of his tongue, lifting me high and far away from my inhibitions.

“Fucking hell, Simon, you’re trying to get me to invite all of them.”

“Mmmm.”

“What the fuck do you mean, mmmm? Now’s not the time to mess about. What shall I do?”

He stopped and looked up at me lovingly with my pussy cream slathered on his lips and chin.

“It’s your choice, babe.”

“But I want your opinion, Simon.”

“You should fuck them all, honey.”

“All three men?”

“Definitely, and me too afterward, if that’s okay.”

I pulled my husband’s head back into my crotch, where he continued his excellent work sucking and licking my throbbing, creamy clitoris. Billions of synapsis exploded in my head like a New Year's firework display, forming the image of three cocks from my college tutors, reaming me.

“Honey?”

‘Yes, Jess.”

“It’s always okay for you to fuck me. Anytime you want sex, say the word, and I will drop my panties. You don’t need to ask.”

“It’s nice to know that.’

My vision went hazy while I tapped my cell phone screen, scribing a message with fluttering waves of bliss rising from my pussy and womb.

Hey Roger.

Yes?

If everyone is well-behaved, why not bring them?

To hang out?

No. To fuck me nicely… as gentlemen would, and being respectful to my husband.

I set the phone down, resolved to answer no more questions, and let Roger decide. If they came by, fine, but either way, I was cumming just thinking about my professor’s gang-banging me while my husband cooked dinner.

Simon set about his task with gusto, and when I orgasmed, he swallowed my squirting unicorn pee with an eagerness that only a cuckold husband could manage. My husband was spurred on knowing three bulls might visit to fuck his wife.

While Simon prepared to cook our dinner, I showered quickly, styled my hair, and dressed. I wore a knee-length cocktail dress with a white French lacy panty set and suspenders, holding up sheer tights around my mid-thigh.

I strolled into the kitchen, and my husband gasped, his eyes filled with desire.

“They haven’t got a prayer once they see you, Jess.”

“That’s the general idea.”

“How old are these guys?”

“Early forties.”

“Nice.”

“Simon… you know I would turn them away if you would prefer to make love to me yourself. I won’t ever trade you.”

“I know… but I get off on knowing you are being sexually satisfied, Jess.”

“Are you worried about three men fucking me, Simon?”

“Not in the slightest. I want what you want.”

I watched my husband diligently prepare dinner, which disguised the reason he did it. Anyone visiting our home would believe Simon was preparing a romantic dinner for me and him. He ground salt and pepper onto filet steak strips, watching me intently.

I paced across our living room to the balcony, peered over the railings to see if my lovers approached, saw an empty piazza, and returned to my husband. He planned to serve tagliatelle swimming in a blue cheese sauce with pan-fried steak draped atop the sumptuous tower. I loved his cooking, but right now, I was desperate for another man’s cock inside me, preferably three of them.

I wanted to be fucked before dinner, then again afterward, feeding my husband a sweet, creamy dessert privately later on.

By the time a knock came at our door, I was a frisson, trembling wreck with panties so moist tiny beads of my shame leaked through the double-lined gusset, making my upper thighs sticky.

As I greeted my old professors, all of whom looked gleeful, I could tell Roger hadn’t shared my offer to fuck me with his friends. They were too relaxed. My prospective lover seemed sheepish when shaking my husband’s hand while the others got stuck right in, helping in the kitchen, finding glasses, selecting a bottle of wine, applying a corkscrew, pouring, and then telling tales about my college days.

Watching Sean Kendrick screw a curly silver steel shaft into the cork of a bottle of Barolo ensured my husband wouldn’t want soiled panties for a few days. I quivered from head to toe, surrounded by good men who all helped nurture and mentor me.

Roger drew me to one side, whispering nervously.

“I’ve said nothing to the others about… well. You know?”

“Fucking me?”

“Yes, because I wasn’t sure if you meant it. I’m confused, Jess.”

“I can understand why. Simon and I are liberated; he’s my cuckold husband, and we’re both happy. I have lovers but insist they are respectful to my husband.”

“Oh, I see.”

Roger, the war hero and university professor, looked shocked and gulped a whole glass of wine in one go. I giggled and pointed to his comical expression.

“Come on, Roger, don’t tell me you’re a prude?”

“Not at all; I just didn’t expect my favorite student ever to ask me to fuck her in front of her husband.”

“I didn’t ask you to fuck me. It was the other way around. You asked me.”

“Yes, sorry, but you take my point, surely?”

“My husband may not be there when you and I make love.”

“Oh, why not?”

“I decide what’s best for Simon and our marriage, and I’m currently on the fence about whether he should watch or not.”

I drew Roger onto the balcony, where a light breeze snuck under the hem of my dress, refreshing my pussy. The city was dark, and its lights gave our piazza a sultry and comforting feeling that relaxed my soul. A light chatter from the many street cafes below drifted up as Italians at play added to my arousal.

Roger stared at me with a desperate hunger I rarely see in any man. It was the desire I needed, an absolute ravenous starvation for pussy that husbands seldom exhibit for their wives, no matter how fine they are. Men are at their best when hunting down a fresh woman, new pussy to fuck, not years after they acquired her.

He gulped, wide-eyed and breathing heavily.

“What’s troubling you, Professor?”

“Oh, Jess. Having to teach you girls at that age is torture. Although you’re legal, it's absolutely forbidden for the teaching staff to go anywhere near, and I fucking struggled with you.”

“Did you like me?”

“More than that, and not only because you were beautiful. Your intellect has always been… well, so alluring.”

“Thank you. I liked you too. You were my first serious crush.”

“I never knew.”

“I also had a few afternoon rub sessions looking at your photos, professor. My index finger was like a raisin after your lectures.”

“Will you please call me Roger?”

“After you fill my womb with your seed. Yes.”

“How are we going to tell the others about you wanting a… err, a-.”

“A gangbang?”

“Yes.”

“I thought you might fuck me out here on the balcony. They can join in or wait their turn. If they don’t see us making love and can’t figure it out, then I’ll just ask them directly if they want to take turns reaming my pussy.”

“O-out here?”

“Right here, yes. Simon has already fucked me out here, so I’m sure nobody below will notice, and if they do, they won’t care. This is Italy, after all.”

I sat on the wall ledge where iron railings were sunk into the concrete. There was a two-foot width of fuck platform to accommodate my ass cheeks and a sheer drop below if the railings gave way. There was easily enough space for Roger to rail me.

I spread my legs wide open, displaying what he could enjoy. Roger pressed my knees together, slid his palms gently down my silken thighs, and then expertly peeled my panties over tight suspender straps.

“Hang those on the door handle, and my husband will collect them later.”

“He must be an incredible man.”

“Wait till you try his blue cheese pasta.”

I pulled Roger’s belt buckle loose, unzipped his fly, and was relieved by his average-sized, beautiful cock. Since my discussion with Simon about cock size, I feared the day when another bull entered our lives with more length and girth than him.

Carl was no problem because I’d never had feelings for him, but the danger with Roger was that I had once loved him, albeit that was a youthful, exuberant version of love.

I kneeled, stared into the kitchen, and caught my husband’s eye, holding his gaze. When Simon smiled, I yielded to the cuckold couple’s joy that he and I understood. I bowed my head forward and licked Roger’s glistening glans, cleaning the delicious, salty treat that oozed from a tiny red eye on the end of his cock.

I gasped, clenching tightly around Roger’s cock head, curling my lips over the pillowed rim, feeling his pulse, enjoying his ecstatic gasps. He gripped my head, much as I wanted him to after class.

An overwhelming hit of sticky cream seared across my taste buds, sending my body on a journey toward a powerful orgasm. As I took more of Roger’s cock down my throat, a stream of gratifying shame dribbled down my thighs.

While gripping my lover’s ass cheeks, with my lips brushing his pubic bush, gagging, I glanced at my husband and saw him watching. He still managed to cook and engage my other Professors while enjoying Roger taking me.

I dragged my face off Roger’s cock, gasped, and gagged, a teardrop of saliva dribbling from my chin to the concrete slabs.

I glanced up and saw the college Professor who should have fucked me years ago. His expression gave me what I needed from cuckolding, and I glanced sideways again, giving my husband what he needed - the knowledge I was sexually empowered and happy because of him.

“I need to fuck you now, please, Jess.”

“Do you have an itch that needs scratching, Professor?”

“Yes, desperately.”

I sat on the wall, and he gripped my ankles seconds after his trousers hit the floor. Roger raised my legs high, and I felt his cock nuzzle between my soaking labia. I turned my head, looked down into the Piazza, and watched dozens of people pass underneath seconds before my old history Professor buried his solid erection deep inside me.

I gasped, pressed my forehead onto Roger’s, and wrapped both arms around his neck. I planted soft kisses on his face, licking, then sucking a line to his earlobe while he sobbed with pleasure, releasing years of pent-up sexual tension.

I stared into his eyes, glancing at my husband frequently, ensuring he saw everything while our guests knew nothing.

“Did you need my pussy badly, Professor?”

“You don’t know how good it feels for me to be inside you, Jess.”

“Your cock feels wonderful.”

With Roger’s cock sunk balls deep inside me, my lips brushed lightly against his, electrifying mine before my tongue probed deep inside the mouth I’d yearned to kiss while still a maiden.

We French kissed deeply, and I delighted in his desperate need for me, amplified when he sunk his fingers between my ass cheeks, prising them wide apart until my puckered sphincter scraped tantalizingly against rough concrete.

Roger rocked back and forth on his toes, fucking me gently with a perfectly sized cock for the job. He glanced excitedly down at my pussy with his cock impaled inside me. My lover’s expression of awe was as if he couldn’t believe the gift I’d granted.

I recalled masturbating over secretly obtained photographs of my Professor, and I stared into his eyes, enjoying the absolute explosive desire he felt for me while fucking my pussy with all the force he could muster. On every stroke, Roger slid his cock balls deep inside me, and I felt his pubic hair scratch my alabaster smooth, freshly shaven pussy delightfully.

“Did you know we had photos of you in combat uniform, Roger?”

“Really… that was fucking naughty.”

“I masturbated to them, then slept with you under my pillow.”

“Oh, my Jess… I love it.”

I rested my chin on Roger’s shoulder and studied my husband through the living room net curtains. He watched intently, beaming proudly at me while entertaining our other guests at the exquisite blue enamel Corneu cooker we both loved.

I was very obviously being fucked - anyone who could see me would know, my body rising the falling as Roger pumped my sticky pussy full of his solid cock. My husband smiled and waved, so I returned both gestures before kissing my lover’s neck.

To be fucked by a fabulous man who desperately wanted me while my beloved husband looked on while cooking our dinner is a great feeling. While my lover fucked me hard and fast, I stared skywards into a starry night, thanking the universe for sending Simon and Roger into my life.

My orgasm began as a tickle and rush of blood swarming into my reproductive system, beckoned by oxytocin to encourage insemination that couldn’t happen tonight. I felt the warmth of a coming eruption as my thoughts drifted to sandy beaches at sunset and the loving embrace of my husband on a Sunday morning after a bull used me the night before.

My forehead repeatedly knocked gently off Roger’s shoulder as I whimpered to the timing of his cock reaming my cunt while he gripped my ass cheeks tightly and pulled me hard onto him. I exploded, screaming, utterly unrestrained, gasping loudly as every muscle tensed, and my orgasm consumed me in joy.

When I felt Roger’s surging orgasm, I kissed him deeply, edging my pussy further onto his cock while he increased the intensity of his pumping. He gripped both of my ass cheeks, pulling my cunt closer, reaming its tight hole but not quite bottoming out as Simon could and would later.

“I-I-Im-“

I pressed a finger to my lover’s lips, silencing him.

“I know, Roger. Please empty your seed inside and fill my pussy before Simon serves our dinner.”

Roger’s cock was balls deep inside me when he exploded, and rope after rope of his cum splattered the walls of my pussy, flooding along my pussy. He seemed incapable of controlling his body because my dirty talk was too much for a professor who’d wanked his way through my study years at his University.

My fluttering orgasm extended in crashing waves, ecstasy quickly sweeping through me like a tropical ocean storm that subsided slowly.

I felt sated by my lover, but I needed more, and I was glad plenty more cock was available to me between now and a restful sleep later. I smiled encouragingly while Roger squirted his seed deep inside me, lifting my ass cheeks to pull me on his cock. I crushed his shaft with my powerful pelvic floor when he jerked and twitched violently until all his prostate and balls were exhausted.

Roger stood up, completely out of breath. I hopped off the concrete wall, smoothed my dress, and walked past him back into the apartment while he fixed his clothes and straightened his hair.

“Simon will get you a pill if you need it.”

I strode up to my husband, wrapping my arms around his waist, kissing him deeply, almost whip-lashing his tongue with mine. I was determined to take control of the evening and get what I wanted from it for Simon’s sake and my own.

“Was he a good fuck, Jess?”

“Roger’s cock feels like the pistons on a diesel locomotive. He was great, and I’m dripping with his cum.”

“Can I help with that, please?”

I reveled with delight when my other Professor’s chins hit the floor as they gawked at Simon, then Roger, then at my covered-up pussy, and finally at my face.

“My husband and I have a unique style of marriage. He allows me to choose other men to fuck at my discretion and on my terms. Roger just fucked me on the balcony, filling my pussy with his cum. While we eat, Simon will be under the table, dealing with that mess.”

Professor Kendrick spat his wine across the granite kitchen counter while Samuels looked amused, wagging a finger at me as though he wanted to give me a detention.

“I fucking knew something was going on. Roger bounced around like a kid in a sweet shop on the way here.”

“Do you have a problem, or can we dine?”

Samuels looked delighted and reached to hold my hand while Simon strolled in and held me close.

“Are we invited to join this deliciously filthy party, Jess?”

I glanced at my husband, seeking consent. Simon nodded enthusiastically and released me to my Professor, who smiled like a Cheshire cat.

My husband returned to the cooker, stirring blue cheese into a cream sauce in a frying pan, almost ready for the cooked pasta to join. I glanced at my lovers, appraising each before giggling.

“Yes, you’re all invited to fuck me, but we should eat and enjoy the meal my husband prepared while he enjoys the sticky mess Roger left inside me.”

James Samuel linked his arm with mine and escorted me to our dining table with a wry, impressed smile.

“Jess, this is so fucking delightfully decadent. I’m really impressed with how you turned out.”


Chapter Eight

Dinner is Served

◆◆◆

My husband was in the kitchen with Professor Samuels, who grinned at me and left us alone for a private moment. Bizarrely, I felt romantic and needed love. I was sexually satisfied but lacked the softness of post-coitus cuddling and the body language that conveys everlasting devotion between lovers.

My husband held me tightly and kissed me.

“You were magnificent… I saw everything.”

“Are you okay, Simon? Is this too much?”

“Not at all… like I said, you were magnificent. Roger wanted you so badly. I predict he will find it difficult to let go.”

“Let go, he must, honey… only you can hold on.”

“Do you feel as though you belong to me, Jess?”

“Yes, except for a few seconds when I orgasm - that’s when my bull owns me, but otherwise, I’m completely yours.”

“I saw Roger’s cum dribbling out of your pussy when he pulled out.”

“I know. I still have plenty inside me. I feel sticky.”

“I’ll clean the mess on our balcony.”

“No, you fucking won’t. I’ll do it.”

It was a step too far. I knew Simon wasn’t offering to clean up Roger’s cum off the concrete slabs for reasons associated with kink. I grabbed a mop and bucket and cleaned up our mess, returning to my husband, kissing and cuddling him while my awaiting bulls watched jealously.

I stayed with Simon while he cooked, chatting and helping as best I could while my professors shared stories about how Roger had fucked me. They wanted to know how good a fuck I was, but I was pleased they weren’t crude about it.

They were all clearly looking forward to taking a turn at fucking me.

Simon and I served everyone’s meal as any hosting couple would. I felt pleased when he slid his plate into the oven, a sign he would take up my offer and enjoy a spell between my legs while I caught up with my old Professors.

I sat down, engaging my University professors in polite small talk as a perfect hostess would. Nobody batted an eyelid when my husband rolled up the tablecloth and slipped underneath. They seemed to understand that everyone in the room needed to have their kink satisfied. I appreciated their respect.

My pussy was messy because Roger’s cum had seeped onto my thighs, and where they rubbed together, creating a smooth, syrupy veneer that spread. Simon palmed my knees wide apart while I poured myself a glass of Barolo before passing the bottle to Professor Samuels.

Simon slid the hem of my dress upwards, pressed my knees apart even wider, kissed my inner thighs, and began cleaning Roger’s and my sticky mess, licking methodically along both thighs in turn.

Kendricks and Samuels glanced down frequently at Simon’s head between my legs, especially when he dove deep into my pussy, sucking each swollen, creamy petal into his mouth.

“Are you enjoying the show, Professors?”

Samuels beamed at me as if I were his best student ever.

“Jess, I love this cuckold lifestyle and the respect you and your husband have for one another. This is the best dinner party I’ve attended, ever.”

“Have you been a bull for another couple?”

“A few… but never a former student.”

They raised their glasses, toasting my husband and me. As I drank, so did my husband, puckering his lips, sucking hard, and draining my gaping wide pussy. The men stared at me with utter desire and a questioning look. It seemed they expected a response to their toast.

“Simon and I are in love and perfectly understand each other's needs.”

Professor Samuels was in fine spirits, grinning expansively while swirling his wine around an oversized glass, curling the finest handmade tagliatelle on his fork, then mopping it through a gorgeous, rich, creamy gorgonzola cheese sauce.

“This pasta is excellent, Jess, but I’m quite envious of Simon. He’s got the best dish in the house.”

“I didn’t know Bull’s cleaned up?”

“I clean my mess frequently. I love licking pussy.”

“That’s good to know.”

His genuine approval flattered me, lifting my self-esteem, and I felt flushed. My heart pounded out of my chest, and my body surged with hormones that flushed away any last inhibitions. My husband and I were smashing taboos over like pins in a bowling alley.

I looked down into my lap and tapped Simon’s head gently. He smiled up affectionately, his lips glistening from a mouthful of my pussy cream he gulped.

“Would you swap over with Professor Samuels?”

“There’s plenty to share, so why not?”

My husband shuffled backward while James slid off his chair so fast he almost rolled onto the floor. By the time Simon reached the oven to retrieve his dinner, Professor Samuel’s head was comfortably installed between my legs, with his tongue buried deep inside my soaking, trembling hole.

I relaxed my midriff, then tensed the muscles several times, pushing hard, delivering fresh cream to my new pussy eating expert, enjoying the desperation with which he sucked and licked my swollen lips. Simon sat next to me, poured himself a glass of wine, and peeked into my lap, delighted by what he saw.

“He’s enjoying you, Jess.”

“I’m enjoying him, too.”

“That’s important, honey.”

I wrapped my arms around my husband’s neck, drew his face close to mine, then leaned in, brushing his lips tantalizingly, before French kissing, noting the others gawking at us. Simon’s lips felt soft, tingling, and his sexual frustration overwhelmed me when I stroked his quivering leg, then rubbed his immense, rock-solid cock.

My husband panted, tapped his forehead to mine and I saw in his eyes how thrilled he was.

“Is he licking your pussy now, honey?’

“Yes.”

“While we kiss?”

“Yes, darling.”

“Oh god… this is so awesome.”

My sexual tension rose with my husband’s almost to the point a tiny orgasm became more than a tickle, but I controlled myself, released Simon to finish his food, and addressed my lovers.

“The sooner you guys finish eating, the sooner you’ll fuck me, and I can stop calling you Professor.”

I never saw anyone eat their food with such vigor, caught in a dilemma between enjoying Simon’s excellent cooking and their apparent desire to fuck me. With all the plates cleared, I raised my ass while my husband squashed a cushion underneath to give James a better angle to lick my considerably cleaner hole.

I hadn’t mentioned to the others about my delightful professor trying to get his tongue into my anal whorl. At the same time, we ate - it seemed inappropriate and something Samuels and I could share privately.

“Would you like me to inspect your cock, Professor Kendrick?”

“Umm, well… err. Yes, Jess, but how?”

He pointed at my position, sitting with his friend’s head between my legs. I patted the table place setting in front, and he understood instantly. Sean dropped his pants and underwear, thought about it for a moment, and then stripped completely, bringing his wine.

“You don’t mind if I enjoy this Barolo while you work, do you, Jess?”

“Of course not, please enjoy. I know I shall.”

He took a swig of wine, set his glass within reach, and carefully climbed onto the table. Sean sat in front of me, placing his feet on either side of the chair, avoiding James.

Sean’s cock was beautiful, and at five and a half inches, it was the perfect size for me to deep throat. I stared at the wrinkled tip of his foreskin, the only one in the room, enjoying the aromatic precum that pooled like a teardrop waiting to fall. I peeled his heavy, sticky foreskin back with one hand while interlocking my fingers with Simon’s on the other.

It was essential to my husband that he watched me be satisfied by my bulls, but it was more important to me that our connection was maintained.

While James dove his stiff, wet tongue inside my puckered hole, harvesting Roger’s semen that had pooled there, I gently wanked Sean’s cock to encourage more treats for me. When the tiny, red slit on the tip of his glans trickled pre-cum, I lapped hungrily, savoring, then swallowing the salty load.

With a light grip and plenty of saliva drooled into my fist, I gently rotated and wanked Sean’s cock using long strokes, sucking the head and clamping my lips around the sharp rim of his bulbous glans. I enjoyed the copious salty, sticky nectar seeping out and that his cock was far easier to suck than my husband’s, which was much bigger.

When I stopped sucking, I wanked his stiff cock gently, just enough to keep him hard. I turned to my husband and saw the cuckold dilemma expression that signaled he was having a great time.

“Kiss me, Simon.”

My husband practically invaded my mouth with the desperation of a man who wanted to please and love his wife. At that moment, I cared only for him while enjoying the tongue of another man between my legs. Sharing Sean’s precum with my husband felt like the right thing to do, and a quick study of his expression when our kiss ended told me I’d pressed a sexual humiliation button to his deep satisfaction.

I desperately wanted to go far enough for my husband’s pleasure, but no further.

I returned to the steely stiff shaft throbbing in my hand, pulling Simon’s face to within inches of his shame as I sucked Sean’s cock. Heat built in my pussy as I took the veiny, solid cock deep inside my throat until both lips were buried in my Professor’s pubic bush.

I stood up and kicked my chair backward, leaving James sitting on the floor, redundant and desolate with no pussy to eat.

“It’s time to fuck me, Professor.”

James’s head banged off the table as he rose quickly, but that didn’t deter him. When he dropped his pants, the moment that had terrorized my imagination finally arrived. My lover’s cock was over nine inches long. It was longer and thicker than my husband’s and Carl’s. I gulped, glanced at Simon, who looked shocked, then I stared at the immense cock that was about to fill my hole, and I gasped.

This time I didn’t have the luxury of feeling disdain for the man who would fill my pussy more than my husband could, and I gulped again, feeling increasingly terrified.

Simon wrapped me in his arms, kissing my neck to the earlobe, whispering secretly.

“I know what you’re thinking, Jess, and I don’t want you to worry. Whatever decision you make is fine by me. I love the competition and am very confident about our marriage.”

“That cock might be a marriage wrecker for some couples, honey.”

I looked desperately into my husband’s eyes when James bent me over until my cheek was on the table. Simon followed me to the mahogany surface, his lips inches from mine, his eyes wild with rampant stallions pleading with me to take my lover’s giant cock.

When James’s enormous glans parted my engorged, cream-soaked labia, I gasped and reached for my husband’s hand.

“I don’t know what to do, Simon.”

“Do you want James’s cock, Jess?”

“Yes.”

“Then take him, and I’ll compete to satisfy you in our bed. I’ll work harder, not just in lovemaking but as a husband. Our marriage doesn’t come down to a matter of cock size.”

“Do you mind if I enjoy him, darling? Are you sure?”

“Why would I mind, Jess? I love you, and I want you to be happy.”

“I want this cock to fuck me so much, but I won’t feel you inside me later tonight.”

“I like it that way, Jess.”

“You never said.”

“I know… but I do. Fucking you after Carl had you felt so awesome. Inside, you were smooth and relaxed.”

“Sloppy, you mean?”

“No… relaxed.”

I craned my neck and just about managed a nod to James, whose cock widened my cunt the moment he sunk a few inches inside me. I groaned loudly when he slid the veiny monster halfway inside me, enjoying how he moaned.

As I stared into my husband’s eyes, I wondered if he knew my lover’s cock gave me a new level of satisfaction. I gripped Simon’s hand hard to get the emotional love I needed to accompany the extreme pleasure my bull delivered inside me. When I stared at Simon, I squeezed down on the massive cock inside me, appreciating what both men brought to my satisfaction.

When James’s cock bottomed out inside my pussy. I yelled joyously because his glans pressed hard against my cervix. My husband’s eyes sparkled, and his expression exuded love.

I finally found the words I needed.

“I love you too, husband.”

“I never said-”

“I see it in your expression.”

“I do love you, Jess.”

“I know.”

“Is James filling you up?”

“Oh god, I feel so fucking full right now.”

I raised my head while James fucked me and returned to sucking Sean’s cock. As I drove my lips up and down a perfectly sized cock that gagged me but not excessively, I caught sight of Roger. He looked delighted to watch his top student’s gang bang while savoring his wine as if in a VIP box in a theatre.

I sucked Sean’s cock deeply, cramming the salty head down my windpipe while James withdrew his shaft, then rammed it back inside me, stretching and loving my pussy tunnel with a mighty cock, easily the biggest I’d ever had.

It felt like my pussy molded around James’s giant cock as he made me his.

James’s powerful fingers gripped my waist, and he hauled my cunt onto his cock. He wriggled at the end of the inward stroke to make sure every millimeter was inside me, and then he slowly withdrew.

After a few minutes, James pounded with a beautifully rhythmic style that my pink cathedral rejoiced, awash with happy hormones driving me insane and ever more to an immense orgasm.

My orgasm exploded quickly, slathering James’s cock with a squirted mess. His seed filled me like a warm ocean lapping inside my womb while I stared at my husband with all the love in the world, happy that our marriage was strong and true.

“Are you happy, Jess?”

“He’s filling me with his seed, babe.”

“I know. How does his cock feel?”

I shook my head in submission while James hammered his cock inside me, squelching with each piston-like thrust, his shaft jerking and twitching as he grunted, determined to empty every drop of his seed inside my womb.

I opened my eyes and saw stars, then focused and noticed my husband’s loving gaze.

“I must know how he feels, Jess… please.”

“He’s an unbelievable bull. His cock is bigger and stretches me much more than yours.”

I studied my husband’s expression because I was testing him. He genuinely seemed happy for me, and I knew then that no matter where our cuckolding lifestyle took us, our marriage would survive.

“I am so happy for you.”

“But he’s not you, Simon, and I love you with all my heart. I like James’s cock very much, but nothing will ever replace you.”

Sean slid aside so my husband could take his place. We French kissed while James thrust his cock as deep inside me as possible. I disappeared down the rabbit hole to Wonderland, more so when Roger slid a finger onto my sticky clitoris, dragging my creamy, solid pearl from side to side.

“Stay inside Jess’s pussy, please, James. Let’s give her and Simon a moment to enjoy and remember.”

While Roger fingered my clitoris, and my body throbbed from a surging orgasm, amplified by the enormous cock still gently twitching its relief against my cervix, I disengaged my lips from my husband’s kiss.

I gazed into my husband’s eyes and saw his unconditional love, sparking my orgasm even higher as I enjoyed a rolling tsunami of pleasure. There was no mistaking Simon’s commitment to me and our marriage, and I held eye contact with him, squeezing my professor's cock as it filled me with his seed.

I shuddered, caught in an emotional hurricane, begging for more. My taboos vanished, and I felt unrestrained, all because of one great man, my husband. I gripped Simon by the shoulders, trying to communicate my feelings, but my brain and mouth were out of sync.

“I-I-I, c-can’t te-tell y-y-.”

“I know, Jess. I have a question.”

“Go ahead, b-b-baby.”

“Will you marry me?”

I looked at my husband as if he were crazy amid a massive orgasm that swept my senses away. I tried to understand what he meant but couldn’t, so I bowed my head and fought for the right words. When I stared at Simon with a furrowed brow, biting my bottom lip, I shook my head again.

He’s asking me to confirm I would do it over again.

“Of course, I would marry you again. In a fucking heartbeat.”

I was descending from an incredible orgasm. Roger knew that and released my clitoris before sitting down next to Sean. Both men looked proud and happy, even though I owed the latter a completed blowjob.

I flashed a look at my husband while James’ cock softened inside me. I felt worried by his question and wondered if he doubted my love.

“Are you okay, Simon?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Why did you ask me if I would marry you again?”

“I didn’t say that, Jess. I asked you to marry me.”

“We are married, honey.”

“I’d like to renew our vows.”

I kissed him hard, relieved and joyous. Of course, I would renew our vows. Our marriage felt new, vibrant, and fresh, and with every Bull that fucked me, my husband drew closer, and two became one.

I stared at Simon, utterly in love and surprised by his proposal.

“I’m such a lucky wife.”

“I’m a lucky husband.”

“Would you like to clean James’s mess up, darling?”

“Definitely.”

While my husband spun around on the table surface, I slid my throbbing, creamy-filled pussy off James’s cock, and quickly knelt on the table. I cocked a leg astride Simon’s face, practically drowning him with a salty, creamy deluge as I sat down on my throne.

When I turned to Sean, he looked hopeful.

“It’s up to you, Professor Kendrick. James has widened my pussy, but you’re very welcome to dip inside or… you can try my other hole.”

“ Do you mean anal?”

“Yes, honey.”

“Fuck, yes, please, Jess.”


Chapter Nine

My Defilement

◆◆◆

I felt nervous.

I hadn’t prepared myself physically or mentally for anal sex.

And now I had offered it.

Simon and I shunted forward, leaving space for Sean to join us at the table. Since my husband was still dressed and I wanted a cock in my mouth as well, I invited Roger to straddle Simon’s legs with a freshly recovered erection.

“Are you okay down there, Simon?”

“Yes, perfectly.”

I noticed Simon kept his hard-on when Roger sat down on him and decided to discuss that privately together later. The imagined possibilities of what that might mean sent me whizzing back toward an orgasm.

My husband eagerly ate the creampie seeping from my well fucked hole, and I moaned loudly. The powerful orgasm I had enjoyed hadn’t entirely withered yet, so Simon kept me in a lovely place, plowing his tongue along my creamy furrow until more semen leaked, and he tended to my well fucked hole.

While I sucked cock, Sean licked my anal sphincter, prising my cheeks wide apart, using both hands while pressing his tongue deep inside my rectum. I relaxed, willing my old Professor to probe deeper, claw my anus wider open, and stuff plenty of saliva inside me before that hole was filled with cock.

When Sean stopped rimming me, I assumed he couldn’t wait any longer. I needed a minute to discuss our situation with my husband, so I sat up and squatted over his face.

I eyeballed my husband and knew instantly that he understood the consequences of my request to be fucked in my back passage. Simon was losing a precious part of me once more - a hole that nobody but him had fucked, ever. The thoughts of another man’s seed basting me in both holes were mindblowing, especially considering not a drop of semen inside me would be Simon’s.

And it seemed my husband loved that thought, too. He smiled without any anxiety.

“It feels like our first time cuckolding all over, doesn’t it, Simon?”

“I was thinking the same.”

“Are we going too far… am I going too far?”

“No… not in the slightest, Jess. This is what I wanted. Now we both want it.”

“I couldn’t live without cuckolding you, darling, just like I can’t live without you being my husband.”

“Go for it, Jess.”

“Will you help, please?”

“Help how?”

“Can you lubricate my back passage with your tongue, Simon?”

Asking my husband to lick my anus before another man fucked it was off the charts for me, but Simone’s eyes sparkled, and he went about the task with gusto. Two lovers gripped a cheek each, opening me wide, and then my husband clawed my tight hole wide and poked his tongue enthusiastically inside me.

It was heaven and a perfect way to access and play with my husband’s kink. He was preparing me for a lover.

I craned my neck and saw Sean slathering his glans and shaft with saliva. His cock was the perfect size for my back passage, and with Roger’s to suck and my husband attending to my pussy throughout, I felt sure of a heavenly outcome for everyone.

When he was done lubricating inside me, my husband dropped his tongue back onto my creamy hole. I don’t know where he got the idea from, but Simon puckered his lips, sealed the hole my lovers had fucked, and he sucked gently, draining me.

I leaned forward, took Roger’s cock deep in my throat, and groaned loudly.

When Sean slid his rigid shaft inside my rectum, I bit down harder than I should on Roger’s cock. He flinched and cried out, so I pulled my lips off his shaft, apologizing before inspecting for damage. A new stretch in a fresh hole accompanied the tongue lashing and clitoris sucking of my husband.

I gasped, enjoying how my back passage stretched with every millimeter of Sean’s cock that invaded me. My joy was absolute, and I wasn’t sure if it was because my pussy had been so resoundingly well fucked by two bulls or because my husband’s tongue on my pussy made anal sex more enjoyable.

I focused on sucking Roger’s cock, leaving my bull and husband to enjoy their roles in my gangbang. His stiff rod tasted terrific, delivering a constant flow of salty precum, constant hits of his musk and manhood.

I flattened my tongue and licked along his urethra, with saliva dribbling down my chin onto my husband’s trousers. Simon alternated between licking my swollen, messy labia and puckering his lips, inserting them in my pussy hole, and sucking; Sean prised my cheeks apart between two hands that gripped me tightly, pounding my asshole.

I got so carried away that I drove my lips hard down Roger’s cock, reaching the base while choking badly. After a few bobs of my head, I needed air, so I slid my lover’s cock out of my mouth, gulped desperately.

My back passage was full of cock, and it had stretched, so I was getting well and truly fucked. The orgasm my husband had tickled along with his tongue grew, and I needed to debase myself further as if I hadn’t done enough already.

I sucked one of Roger’s testicles after another into my mouth, enjoying the mild salty, sweaty taste, before licking the underside of his shaft from the balls to his cock tip, flicking the banjo string half a dozen times, before bobbing my head up and down on his swollen, sticky glans.

When Roger came inside my mouth, I orgasmed instantly, blowing another gasket, tightening my anal sphincter so ferociously as I gagged that Sean groaned loudly. He emptied his seed inside my back passage, crying out joyfully.

The unbelievable sensation of a warm flood of cum that swam inside both my holes was only bested by my husband's attention to my clitoris.

I swallowed Roger’s seed, choking, sucking Roger’s cock dry until he shuffled off my husband’s lap to rest on the sofa nearby. When Sean’s cock finished squirting and jerking inside my back passage, he slid out and shuffled away to join Roger, resting.

Simon was occupied, enjoying a feast of my pussy, so I stayed where I was, committed to his happiness as he was to mine.

I jolted with surprise when two hands parted my ass cheeks, and a tongue lapped gently at the cum seeping out of my sphincter. I turned my head and saw a smiling, pleading face looking back.

“Do you mind if I help clean you, Jess?”

“Be my guest, James.”

With two men licking and sucking my most sensitive and private holes, I snuggled into my husband’s crotch, comforted by his considerable erection. I enjoyed their attention for ten minutes or more without an orgasm. It was a peaceful, calm trip through a warm summer's day in a wheat field. I was relaxed and sexually satisfied.

When my holes were emptied and cleaned, James backed away, joining his friends on the sofa, where they recharged glasses and chatted.

I lifted my pussy off Simon’s face, turning and kissing him deeply, madly in love with my amazing husband. When we dismounted the table, Simon drew me to one side.

“What would you like to do now, sweetheart?”

“I’m taking the three of them to our bed for a few hours while you tidy up and make yourself scarce. Is that okay?”

“Of course.”

“But Simon.”

“Yes, honey.”

“I’d rather you didn’t masturbate because when they leave in the morning, I’ll need you to reclaim me thoroughly.”

My husband chuckled, kissed me again, and began tidying dishes up. He saw I was watching him, and he smiled and then nodded.

“Don’t worry, Jess. I promise I won’t wank myself off.”

“Thank you.”

I took my three college professors to my bed, fucking each one in turn. We had time, and they were eager, each one fucking me properly until they came inside my pussy. I wasn’t sure how many shots each man had inside me, but my cervix and pussy ached after they took one final turn. All three fucking me together.

They left my bed to shower and dress at 5 a.m., and I was glad, not only because I was exhausted but also because I needed my husband for love, affection, and more fun. After each bull, French kissed me goodnight Simon and I waved from the balcony, watching my lovers disappear into the piazza, all in good cheer.

In our bed, my husband cleaned my pussy gently because I was sore, having been fucked in both holes at least a dozen times, likely more by three horny guys who’d scratched an itch more than a decade old.

When the sun rose, Simon left me to sleep late and recover. I felt proud to have a man so much in love with me that even though he hadn’t fucked me or wanked himself off, he still didn’t force our lovemaking until I was ready.

When I eventually rose from bed, it was mid-morning. My husband had coffee and a croissant waiting for me on the balcony. I donned a bathrobe, slipped on fresh panties, and joined him, kissing him lovingly before I sat.

He passed a hand over the wonderful spread.

“I heard you showering, Jess, so I prepared a breakfast.”

“I don’t deserve you.”

“I think that’s the point. You do, and in the same way that I deserve you.”

My husband kneeled before me, allowing me to stroke his beautiful face and gaze into his loving eyes. My heart stopped when Simon pulled a small jewelry box from his pocket and flipped it open.

The box contained a solitaire diamond ring. Tears welled in my eyes as I recalled the moment my husband proposed to me for a second time. I thought it was done in the heat of the moment.

“Will you marry me again, Jess?”

“Oh god, of course, you amazing man.”

I fell to my knees and wrapped my arms around his neck, kissing my true love. We both sobbed until we rolled on the concrete floor in delight. Before cuckolding, our marriage felt comfortable, and I could have happily endured it until the end came for one of us. Now, our marriage felt vibrant, filled with the beguilement of new love.

Simon slid his gift onto my finger, safely depositing my original engagement and wedding rings into his box.

“Where will we get married, Simon?”

“I found a small village chapel we should look at tomorrow. We’ll need a maid of honor for you and a best man for me.”

“Oh wow, I hadn’t thought of that. I’ll ask my sister to come over, but who will you ask?”

“I thought you might choose someone for us, Jess.”

“Oh, Simon… it’s your day too, honey.”

I paused for a moment while we continued staring at each other. My husband’s eyes urged me to make a leap, and when the penny dropped, a thrill shivered from my head to toe and back up.

“Oh, I see.”

“Do you, Jess?”

“Oh yes… I really do. We’ll need groomsmen too, honey.”

“We are on the same page then?”

“Yes, we are Simon.”


Chapter Ten

A Lunchtime Sojourn

◆◆◆

After breakfast, Simon and I browsed the piazza boutiques and market stalls for a few hours, passing the time as we had important business to attend to in the afternoon. I bought him hand-enameled cufflinks from an art gallery. They had a beautiful Pegasus, Tuscany’s symbol in white on a blue background.

We were collecting a car that my husband chose. I felt guilty that he went shopping for it alone, but as much as Simon hated clothes shopping, I would rather pull out my toenails than visit multiple car dealerships.

I had to admit, we needed a car, and it must be a nice car that befitted my husband’s senior role, our age, and lifestyle, consistent with where we lived. After agonizing days of Simon traipsing around car showrooms, he ordered a fully loaded Alfa Romeo Giulia Quadrifoglio.

It was as much of a sportscar as you could own with five people seated. I loved the car regardless of my husband’s motivation to buy it, but I loved it even more that he wanted to sell it to me. He kept talking about it for days, pausing only for my gangbang.

Simon explained that being in Italy meant we ought to drive an elegant, locally made car. He wanted me to test drive it, but I refused, reminding him that I loved him to drive me. The sleek sedan was beautiful, sexy, powerful, and reliable—like my husband.

We were collecting the car this afternoon, despite my aching pussy and cervix. The dealership was ten minutes away, so getting there was easy, even in my delicate condition. After shopping, with more time to spare, we decided to eat something light at a cafe, then go to collect the car.

After checking I could walk without pain, my husband chose a bar cafe fifteen minutes away. In an off-the-beaten-track alley, Florence stopped being a grand ancient city crammed with tourists and became something far more local.

Hand in hand, we strolled past a Senegalese barbershop where three men were being groomed. Two had their hair styled, and the third got a wet shave. The scent of sandalwood wafted out of the door, but my husband wasn’t tempted to get a trim.

Next door to that was a typical Tuscan Osteria, then came an Algerian grocery store, a tiny art gallery selling watercolors and charcoal street scenes, and a bar, La Boita, our final destination.

We stood outside, soaking in Italian life on the street. Kids played, old ladies gathered to gossip, and foreign students with bed head and weed-induced grins wandered aimlessly, carrying giant satchels full of heavy books.

My husband pointed along the street.

“You can find contemporary art, good wine and Tuscan food, nice music, and a welcoming atmosphere on this street, Jess.”

“I love it. Everything moves at a much slower pace than where we live. How did you find it?”

“Our company bankers brought me for lunch here earlier this week.”

“What’s good?”

“They do an amazing charcuterie platter. The sun-dried tomatoes will make you salivate.”

“Moorish then?”

“Very.”

The owner, Lorenzo, was a pleasant middle-aged man who recognized Simon from his visit earlier in the week. He decided we should become regulars, so we got special treatment and a secluded table outdoors for two on the corner of the building, a sunny spot.

Lorenzo also decided I needed more support than I was used to from complete strangers. He wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me close while his waiters cleared and laid our table with fresh linen and utensils. He smiled suggestively at me, raising an eyebrow, so I grinned back, noting how my husband enjoyed watching me flirt. His excited grin urged me on, but now wasn’t the time.

Before Lorenzo left, he gently patted my ass cheeks and got away with that, so he cupped and squeezed them. I squealed delightfully and made no attempt to scoot away, smiling warmly at him instead.

My husband saw the whole thing, but I couldn’t tell what he thought because his expression became serious as he slid my chair underneath me when I sat.

Simon ordered a bottle of sparkling water to share with ice and lemon served separately, to be added per taste. He also ordered a grazing charcuterie platter.

While we waited, I soaked up the trendy, quiet atmosphere. A shade protruding from the building covered the sun directly, but an irritating glint reflected in the window we sat beside. My husband leaned our large leather-bound menu against the window, and the problem was solved.

“You like solving problems, Simon.”

“Only for you.”

His eyes sparkled with love, but I knew a measure of sex was in there, too. Simon had not orgasmed in more than a day, and having watched my performance, I was sure he must be desperate.

“Are you talking about our lifestyle, Simon?”

“Yes. I solved a problem. We both know it.”

“Yes… it wasn’t a problem for today, but yes… You set us up nicely for the rest of our lives.”

I admired my new engagement ring, frequently glancing at Simon. He looked restless, so I broke the silence and asked what was troubling him.

“I worry about losing you, Jess.”

“Is that why you proposed marriage again?”

“Yes… well, no - I mean, yes and no.”

“Take your time, Simon. Explain to me what you feel when you are comfortable doing so.”

My husband looked nervous, but in that anxiety, there seemed to be a sprightly sexual tension that he enjoyed. I felt an aura of excitability surrounding him. I knew when Simon was in a foul mood, feeling depressed, or needing emotional support, but this was none of those times.

I figured it was something to do with cuckolding, so I glanced around, checked we couldn’t be overheard, and sipped my sparkling water before grinning encouragingly.

“We can talk freely here, honey.”

“I wasn’t sure what to do this morning, Jess.”

“You went down on me, and that felt nice. I like that because my lovers are never very patient or loving with their tongues. I love being fucked by them, but when I am with you, it’s like your tongue is the unique thing we share.”

“I wanted to make love.”

While I felt red-faced with embarrassment at my slutty candor, my husband’s expression flickered with torment. It was a fleeting moment, but I caught it in a glimpse before picking up my drink. I frowned, considered what Simon said, and then smiled disarmingly.

“I wanted us to make love too, Simon.”

“Why didn’t you ask?”

“I’m not your Domme honey - I’m your wife. Should I ask for you to fuck me?”

“Well… sometimes. Yes.”

“Okay… I thought you were being respectful of my exertion. My old professors fucked me hard last night… and this morning, so I misread the signals.”

“But you still wanted to make love to me, right?”

“Yes.”

“So we didn’t communicate that very well, Jess.”

“No… that’s true, and we are equally to blame. Next time, I’ll ask.”

“What if I try every time, and you accept or reject me.”

“No honey… I could be bleeding down there, but if you want to fuck me, I’ll consent. I love you, Simon.”

“I know, but denial is fun. Being ignored isn’t.”

“I get it, and I’ll be mindful the next time, but for now, let’s keep denial as part of the session when I have a bull over.”

“Which is when Jess?”

I stared at him goggle-eyed. My husband had just watched multiple guys fucking me, and now it seemed he wanted more. His worry about not making love might be provoking him, and I wondered if my infidelity was more than a simple sexual kink.

“Oh my… are you desperate already?”

“I love watching you seduce other guys, then fuck them.”

“You just proposed to me, honey. Can we wait a few days for me to fuck someone?”

“Of course, but it doesn’t always need to be a fuck.”

“What do you mean?”

My husband looked furtive, and I saw the lewd expression on his face that appeared just before I cuckolded him. The idea that he loved watching me perform sexually always aroused me, partly because I loved the cuckold dynamic and especially the surging love that it provoked in my husband.

“You could do anything you wanted, Jess.”

“Do you mean like kiss a stranger while you watch from the other side of a bar?’

“I’d like that.”

“Or, I could suck Lorenzo’s cock and leave here without rinsing?”

“Do you like him?”

“Yes.”

“Then what do you think, Jess?’

“Lorenzo likes me too… at least I think he does.”

Simon sighed heavily, his face contorted in a sleazy frenzy. He glanced around everywhere, ensuring nobody threatened our privacy, but even though they didn’t, he leaned forward anyway, whispering.

“Honey… the way that man looked at you and had his hand on your ass… he wants to fuck you forever.”

“He had that look, I agree, but I am sore. Can I ask why you are suggesting this, Simon?”

Simon sighed again and stared at the heavens like he needed a sign. His bottom lip trembled, and he lowered his head slowly, eyeballing me with a look of desperation. I reached across the table and took my husband’s fingers in my hand, squeezing gently.

Since we were both invested in the cuckold lifestyle, I needed to be mindful of my husband’s desires, too, and right now, he wanted something he wasn’t telling me.

“I made a mistake this morning, Simon, and I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“I was also at fault.”

“Okay, so let’s not make the same mistake again. Please tell me what you want.”

“I want us to make love after your bulls are finished.”

“Done.”

“I want us to make love more frequently generally… not just coitus, but other things.”

“Blowjobs and handjobs, Simon?”

“And me fingering and licking you.”

“Are we talking public sex here?”

“Well, outdoors… but not necessarily in the middle of the street.”

“But with people looking, it’s fine?”

“Yes, Jess.”

“Okay, that’s all agreed. Is there anything else?”

I knew there was more but didn’t want to push my husband. If our cuckolding relationship didn’t flow smoothly, there would be issues. I lifted my glass, swirled my hair seductively, and eyed my husband in the most slutty way possible.

His voice sounded stressed.

“I would like… and of course, this is your choice entirely… but I would like you to do all those things more often with strangers too. Not just on formal bull dates, but whenever you feel like it.”

“I see.”

It wasn’t the question I expected when we sat down, but I was thrilled my husband asked it. I had been wondering at what point there was too much cuckolding in our relationship. I now had an open license as long as Simon’s needs were met. My raw pussy lips stung under protest at my arousal, and I bit my lip.

“I want you to be sexually free while wholly committed to me in marriage, Jess.”

“I am.”

“I think you wanted Lorenzo to fuck you.”

“I did… but not today, honey. I’m very sore.”

“I think he saw your anklet and went for it. I think you wore the anklet to tempt more men.”

My husband was on a roll, making bank on guessing my thoughts and desires. I had wanted to fuck Lorenzo and have his semen inside me when I walked around town with my husband, hand in hand. I also wanted to top up the crazy attentiveness Simon paid me in the hours after a lover fucked me.

I nodded and raised a hand.

“Guilty as charged. I wore the anklet deliberately.”

“I know you did, and this is causing me tension, honey. I want you to wear it and fuck, suck, or wank off whomever you want, whenever it pleases you.”

“Okay.”

“Is that all you have to say, Jess?”

“Umm, thank you.”

“So you’ll do it?”

“Yes, starting right now. I’ll be back soon.”

“Lorenzo?”

I didn’t answer my husband because I wanted to tease him, but yes, I was going for Lorenzo. I stood up and left our table without a word.

I caught up with Lorenzo in the restaurant, smiled suggestively, and pointed to a room with a sign I couldn’t read.

“Can I have a private word, please, Lorenzo?”

“Of course. Did I do something wrong?”

He looked worried, and I knew why. The power to destroy a man with wandering hands belonged to a woman who could prove he touched her. It wasn’t my style - men are men, and as long as they don’t go too far without my consent, I can let them be a little touchy without getting bent out of shape.

Lorenzo led me inside what I realized was his office once he opened the door. He shut the wooden and glass-paneled ancient, rattling door behind us, staring nervously at me.

Interestingly, Lorenzo’s office had an entire side wall with an open concertina door and a delightful courtyard garden beyond. I saw immense pots with bright flowers and a babbling fountain of two cherub lovers entwined, holding a pot between them above their heads.

I turned excitedly to Lorenzo and pointed to the garden.

“Can we go into your garden, please?”

“Of course… but please, if this is about me touching you… I am sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. I loved it. That’s why I am here now.”

“But your husband?”

“He is my cuckold.”

“Ahh, I see.”

His knowing grin suggested Lorenzo had met women like me before. He glanced down, confirming that my anklet was genuine. He decided it was and that I was fair game. He pushed out his chest, peacocking, and showed me the way into his garden.

I glanced down at his cock and saw a pleasing bulge.

Lorenzo was a few years older than me, in excellent shape and somewhat handsome. I figured by now, my husband’s cuckold vibe was off the charts, and he was wriggling in his chair, imagining me being fucked.

But I really couldn’t do that. I needed a few regular local bulls, and Lorenzo was a good place to start interviewing.

I strolled to the fountain and dipped a finger in, feeling a lovely chill before I licked my digit as though it were a cock, offering my lover-to-be the most slutty expression I could muster.

“I’m Jess.”

“I am-“

“You’re Lorenzo… you said already.”

“Yes, I did.”

“I can’t fuck you today, honey. I had a group last night, and I’m sore in both holes down there.”

“Ahh.”

I glanced down to my crotch, pleased Lorenzo’s eyes followed mine there. When his head raised long after mine, I grinned, lifting an eyebrow and stepping closer, leaning in for a kiss.

Lorenzo’s lips were far more gentle than I expected, but in his passion, the flicker of an electric tongue against mine, there was plenty of sizzle. My pussy stung more as the shaven lips that were fucked ragged the night before seared with a fresh layer of my hormones that seeped from a still well-used cunt.

When I slowly withdrew from our kiss, I eyed Lorenzo lasciviously, pulling my bottom lip. He panted, his nostrils flared, and pupils dilated, so I placed my hands on his chest, enjoying the wild beating of a stallion’s heart.

“We will fuck… I promise you.”

“But not today, Jess?”

“Not today.”

“You have captivated me. I am not sure how I will stand to wait.”

“You won’t have to honey. I’m going to kneel here and suck your cock until you drain your seed down my throat.”

He gasped, and the desperate look of a man in deep lust returned. Lorenzo smiled and seemed deeply relieved that I would suck his cock as I stared into his eyes, drawing out his utter desire - my new fix.

“I need a favor, please, Lorenzo.”

“Anything for you.”

“I know. You are very attentive.”

“I want you, Jess. What can I do? Please tell me.”

“Could you have your staff move my husband in here and seat him at a table where he can watch me suck your cock-”

“Are you serious?”

Lorenzo looked aghast, making me laugh.

“Simon is my cuckold. There is no need to worry about him.”

“How can he stand to watch another man fuck you?”

“It’s our kink, which you get to enjoy.”

“Okay, b-b-but.”

“Will you help?”

“Of course. I’ll move your husband in here right away. There will be no bill.”

“Oh, there must be a bill, Lorenzo. You are my lover - I am not a hooker to be paid for in cash or in kind. Cuckolding is a lifestyle, not a profession.”

“Understood… sorry.”

“Please… go get my husband and treat him with the utmost respect.”

“I will.”

I strolled around the garden, enjoying its tranquil ambiance. It was an established garden, probably planted and tended to by Lorenzo’s mother. My husband joined us, following two waiters who moved our food and drinks. When he was seated comfortably, I smiled lovingly at Simon, still saying nothing.

Headiness and hedonism were thick in the atmosphere as my lover stood awkwardly, shifting his weight from one foot to another, while my husband watched excitedly. When Simon withdrew his cock with one hand and popped an olive into his mouth with the other, Lorenzo almost had a coronary.

I grinned when my husband started wanking himself because this was what he needed.

I strolled up to Lorenzo and positioned him beside my husband, who had a perfect view. I winked and smiled at both men, then dropped slowly to my knees, tying off my hair in a quick, dirty ponytail.

I had Lorenzo’s pants and underwear off in under a minute. I gripped his thick cock at the base, pleased it was shorter and thinner than my husband’s because I wanted to deep-throat my lover. I showed Simon Lorenzo’s cock, smiled, then clenched my lips around the sticky, pronounced helmet.

I wanted my throat to be fucked, to feel the ridge of his glans squeezing my windpipe like a plunger stretches a hole wide. But I needed to take my time, impress my lover while entertaining my husband, so I licked carefully around Lorenzo’s cock head, cleaning the circumcised area before licking down his bloated urethra to wrinkly ball sacks.

I wanked Lorenzo gently, kissing the tiny eye on his cock head, licking every drop of precum that leaked out. Eventually, when he became sexually overwrought, I sucked my lover’s cock head most salaciously, slurping and popping, making sure both men enjoyed my disgrace.

I drove my tightly clenched lips all the way down Lorenzo’s gnarly, trembling cock, and he screamed when I bobbed my head up and down in his lap, repeatedly kissing his pubic bush. My throat was full, and his cock head squeezed my tissue walls like a thick pull-through that wouldn’t pull through easily.

It didn’t help that I squeezed his cock tightly.

Lorenzo held my head in both hands and forced me to take his cock in full strokes. I gasped a quick breath every time he withdrew, dribbling saliva on the paving slabs. My knees were damp, grinding painfully into the hard concrete, but I couldn’t stop loving how Lorenzo mastered me in front of my husband.

When my lover squirted his cum, the first rope went down the wrong way, and I choked. The next rope of hot, salty cum splashed against my tonsils, and I retched but swallowed, sucking his cock head hard and fast while pumping his cock in my fist.

I emptied that man like a cow milked dry, no matter the mess it made on my face. When he was done, Lorenzo stumbled back and sat on the wall surrounding his fountain, panting, smiling joyously.

I turned to my husband, who had cum, so I leaned down and licked his seed off the hand still gripping his cock, and I cleaned that too.

When I sat down, smiling lovingly at Simon through a semen-smeared face, he looked happy. I raised my glass to him, and he hurriedly picked him up and joined me in a toast.

“To us, Simon.”

“To us, Jess.”


Chapter Eleven

Blowjob Fun

◆◆◆

After lunch, we left promptly, responding to calls from the dealership hastening us. I saved Lorenzo’s details in my address book under Bulls.

Next, we collected Simon’s new car, and once clear of the city, he drove with vim and vigor, carving out a beautiful line on lonely roads through twists and turns into the forests and hills. I felt relaxed and happy because Lorenzo satisfied a need in me I never knew existed.

I glanced frequently at my husband, wondering what he was thinking, assessing his micro-expressions. It seemed he was at one with the car, the perfect driving road, and the stunning Tuscan countryside through which we sped. I knew he was doing mental gymnastics, mostly about being a cuckold, so I left him to contemplate the latest developments in our sex lives.

When we arrived at our small town destination, Greve in Chianti, he parked in the market square, leaped out, ran around to my side, opened the door, and offered me his hand.

“You look happy, Simon.”

“I loved watching you sucking Lorenzo’s cock.”

“Did you have a good wank?”

“Yes… you know I did. This works for me, Jess.”

“You’ve been more attentive since my first hotwife date, and I like that.”

“I’m very aware of my good fortune.”

“I appreciate you too, sweet husband.”

We held hands more often, and I felt a reluctance on his part to let mine go. My husband always skipped ahead to open doors for me, much more than before my first bull fucked me. I was more settled, too, having fewer gripes against my husband. He was only partially responsible for my sexual satisfaction, and, being wholly responsible for my emotional well-being and me for his, it seemed we were perfectly compartmentalized.

I felt happy and proud we’d transformed from a generally happy couple into an ecstatic pairing.

My husband made necessary phone calls while we wandered around the old town. A local priest agreed to meet us to discuss our wedding ceremony arrangements. We both loved the online images of a tiny natural stone chapel nestled in the woods, where Simon suggested we recommit our vows.

“I love the venue, Simon, but I am worried about our sordid plan. Will the priest allow us to sully his chapel this way, and could we get caught?”

“He said our service is simple because we’re already legally married. He’ll be in and out, and we can do whatever we want before and afterward as long as we lock up and drop the keys back with him.”

“Shouldn’t this be a time for us, honey?”

“Okay… I thought about that, too. What about one day we have our recommitment vows alone, the next we do the same over with the sexual theatre added?”

“I would be more comfortable with that. Cuckolding is fine, Simon, but we can’t entirely lose our marriage in the process.”

We sat outside a small cafe, enjoying the sun on our faces through a section of arched natural stone portico. Simon sat beside me, and I held his hand in my lap, squeezing his fingers hard with excitement. I would ensure the coming weekend would be best for both of us.

Greve is a beautiful and tranquil town nestled in the Tuscan hills. Natural stone-terraced buildings border a large market square, offering shoppers and tourists a delightful and eclectic experience. The famous Falorni charcuterie and butcher shop dominates the square, dotted with restaurants, bars, boutique clothing, leather shops, and wineries.

We lunched on a simple Caesar salad, then set off for a drive around the area. Our beautiful boutique hotel where my sister, Emily, and her husband would wait was a stone’s throw away, but it was too early to get there.

My sister and her husband had packed and boarded a flight the day I asked her to be my maid of honor.

She sounded miserable when I called, perking up considerably after I invited her and Roger to join our special day.

Passing through leafy Tuscan forests, the odd peaceful village and the occasional farmyard on a summer's day lifted my soul. Our lives, sex and otherwise, were good, our marriage was sound, and we had magnificent prospects.

My husband was relaxed, glancing at me lovingly, reaching across the console to hold my hand.

“What have you got planned for our ceremony, Jess?”

I grinned at my husband, then stared at the road ahead, shivering, almost squeaking from excitement. A surge of dopamine hit me as I imagined the wedding scenario I’d planned.

“I won’t say anything yet, Simon, but I hope you’ll like it.”

“I’m sure I will.”

He floored the accelerator, and my senses heightened when powerful g-forces forced me into the bucket seat. I slid Simon’s hand underneath my loose-fitting gypsy skirt, where he could play with my panty-free pussy while he drove like a bat out of hell.

Our lovemaking had become more focused on his pleasure since I was getting so much attention elsewhere, and I felt in a giving mood today.

“Please fuck me, Simon.”

“Are you sure, Jess?”

“Yes, please, honey. I need your long, thick cock to rail me.”

“What about our wedding - wouldn’t you prefer to stay cum free and tight?”

“Okay, yes… but I want to do something for you, too.”

I leaned across the low-cut console separating us, unbuckled my husband’s belt, and slid his zipper down. His cock was semi-hard when I slipped the button on his boxer shorts free.

His cock felt unusual because I hadn’t had it in such a long time. It was solid and throbbing in my fist, so I spent a minute stroking gently before wanking him a little harder, tugging on the backstroke to force pre-cum from his slit.

When I leaned further, slipping Simon’s glans into my mouth, its salty veneer gave me a hedonistic hit, and I sucked harder for more. My husband’s cock is a little too big to deep throat comfortably, but I tried and succeeded in a fashion, with saliva dribbling all over his jeans and covering my chin.

Unexpected traffic lights in the middle of nowhere and heavy braking caused a pause and a slight panic from Simon when my teeth rasped on his cock. I kept bobbing up and down, looking up briefly to check the traffic lights. A sideward glance drew an approving nod from a hooker sitting on a low stool under the shade of an orange tree nearby.

“Do you need help? Twenty euros?”

“I’ve got this, thanks.”

Simon gripped my ponytail, using it as a pretense of dominance. I didn’t mind; he was my life, and any fantasy he needed to play out was fine by me.

When he got going again, I drove my lips down his shaft, taking time to run my tongue tip back and forth across his banjo string, then slid it down his bloated urethra. All the while, I wanked my husband’s solid cock with one hand, getting him closer to an eruption.

I smiled at Simon, then kissed him deeply before returning to his lap to give him more head.

“Think about one of my bulls filling my pussy with cum. That should help you spray yours at the back of my throat.”

“I close my eyes and see that all of the time.”

I knew it was time for Simon’s orgasm when the car sped up, and he twitched around in his seat, so I stopped sucking and sat back up.

“What the fuck, Jess?”

“How does it feel?”

“Like I’m dangling over an abyss. It’s torture.”

“Good. Pull over when you can, find somewhere secluded, and don’t put your cock away.”

He drove for another ten minutes, which was plenty of time for his erection to shrink back to being semi-hard.

“Hopefully, your semen is resting halfway up your shaft.”

“It feels weird. I want you so badly right now, and I’m on fire.”

Simon turned sharply into a gravel forest road leading into wooded hills. After a mile, we arrived at a forestry service car park, where another vehicle, which looked like a ranger’s truck, was already there.

“Let’s find some privacy.”

“Can I zip up?”

“No!”

I gripped my husband's hand and dragged him down a soft bark-layered path winding through the woods. After a few minutes of hiking with Simon’s cock dangling deliciously, we arrived at a stream and picturesque waterfall with a pool at its base, littered with massive boulders. I pointed at one that was perfect for our needs.

“Sit on that boulder, please, husband.”

My husband did as I asked with his enormous cock resting across his jeans, regaining its former stature while he caught his breath. He looked puzzled when I kneeled in front of him.

“I want you to know how much you mean to me, Simon. The deep love I feel for you makes me happy every day. I love the lifestyle you’ve agreed to, in every way, emotionally, in our romance, and through the hard work you’ve done to establish our lives.”

“I don’t understand, Jess. Is there something wrong?”

I rummaged through my bag, removing a cube-shaped, beautifully bound, claret-colored leather box with my husband’s name inscribed atop in gold. I opened the box and stretched my offering towards him.

“You proposed to me last time, and now it’s my turn.”

I gulped when tears welled in his eyes.

“Will you marry me again, Simon?”

He slid off the rock, not caring that his knees slammed into the one I perched on and then swept me in his powerful arms. His lips felt like sparks from molten gold pouring out of a furnace. I wrapped my arms around his neck, desperately seeking Simon’s tongue with mine while my heart soared to a state of euphoria.

When I disengaged, he took my gift, lifted it from the box, and seemed delighted.

“Can I wear it now?”

“That’s why I wanted to stop the car and find a proper place to do this. Edging you was fun, but I wanted a private moment before we met my sister.”

“I love you, Jess.”

Simon French kissed me again, and I reciprocated but pulled away because I was keen to move things along. The taste of my husband’s pre-cum, as I sucked his cock while he drove, had activated my hard wiring for sex, and I wanted more.

The beautiful waterfall landscape, its heavy oak tree borders pockmarked with olive trees, was an Eden by any description. It was a perfect place for my proposal and his debasement at the hand of his soon-to-be second-time-around wife.

“Slip your Jeans off, turn around, and let’s get this popped inside you, babe. Then I can suck your cock and claim my seed from your balls.”

He removed the beautifully carved stainless steel, gold-plated, three-inch circumference butt plug I’d bought as a proposal gift and smiled.

“I love the shape.”

“It’s the perfect size for me to slip inside your back passage no matter where we are, and nobody will know.”

“I love it! Let's do this, please.”

“Read the inscription on the button end before I cover it.”

My husband loved me to finger his back passage. I figured he wanted to be fucked in the ass but not by a guy. Starting him off with a plug for anal play would increase his orgasm potential and intensity. Simon flipped our new toy around in his hand while turning, presenting his butt to me. He laughed when he saw the engraving I’d had done and looked back cutely, nodding.

“Owned by Jess.”

“It’s true.”

“Yes, it’s accurate in every sense.”

“Me too, hun; now bend over.”

I spat on the stainless steel’s two-inch-long, beautifully tapered shaft, rubbing my makeshift lubricant everywhere. Then, I peeled a rubber protector over the plug end, where my inscription lay.

When I prised my husband’s butt cheeks apart and licked his anal whorl, he grunted like a satisfied labrador warming in front of a crackling and spitting fireplace.

I pushed the steel plug gently inside him, watching his puckered hole relax, submit to my steel phallus, then grip its edge when I slid it fully inside, up to the safety flange.

Simon’s back arched in pleasure, and I delighted in his quick rise to a full erection, admiring the shaft I got to fuck most days when not entertaining a bull.

“Turn around and sit down, Simon.”

As he sat down, I reached around, gripped his ass cheeks, and spread them wide apart to make sure the boulder ground against his butt plug protector, pushing it deeper inside him. When he seemed comfortable, we locked eyes, and I gazed up lovingly.

“What’s the matter, Jess?”

“I’m waiting for an answer, husband.”

“Yes, of course, I’ll marry you now, tomorrow, and every day until the end of days. I want to be buried with you and live every day until then with you.”

He had me at yes, but his brief speech sent a tingling rush through my body. I needed Simon’s cock, so I sucked his veiny rigid shaft, enjoying more pre-cum that had seeped into the folds of his foreskin.

“Grind your asshole and butt plug off the stone, babe.”

“Umm, we have a problem, honey.”

“Mmm, I don’t.”

I was thoroughly enjoying sucking my husband’s cock, even considering forgoing my pre-marital abstinence. Simon’s persistent tapping on my head got my attention, and I turned to look where he was pointing.

A man stood watching us.

“Give me a minute to talk to him, Simon.”

“He’s wanking himself off.”

“That might work for us.”

I assumed the man masturbating in the tree line owned the forest ranger vehicle parked near ours. To his credit, he continued wanking without disturbing us while I walked over to him.

I noticed his cock was smaller than my husband’s, but still a healthy average size and very hard. He was beautiful, with a rugged face and attractive stubble. This was precisely the sort of man I’d like to have rescued me from an avalanche before he took me to his log cabin, where he would fuck me for days in front of a log fire.

“Ciao. Do you and your husband need any help?”

“Definitely. How about we get started right here and join him shortly.”

“He likes to watch other men fuck you?”

“Yes.”

“In that case, I have friends. Two colleagues are still coming down off the mountain.”

“Can you call them?”

“I will do that right away.”


Chapter Twelve

Forest Frolicking

◆◆◆

“Let’s get this party started, then.”

My prospective lover’s voice resonated with a sexy, deep, Italian timbre, but the words echoed far more in my head and rippled through my husband’s expression than their meaning.

I trembled, seeping tiny, sweet beads of arousal down my thighs. I was desperate to step out on my marriage vows again and stared at my husband, both of us knowing I was about to be fucked by a stranger, with two more en-route to make sure I was adequately drilled.

What started as fun for my husband and me had evolved rapidly with a gorgeous Italian man supplanting him and inviting his friends to run through me. It felt like cuckolding happened too frequently, but I had no idea when enough was enough, so I looked to Simon for guidance through his body language.

He seemed enthusiastic, but I needed to know for sure that my husband wanted this, and I had little time to ask while my ranger lover-to-be radioed his friends.

“I’ll stop if you ask me to, Simon.”

Like Simon’s mind, his expression was torn between wanting to fuck me and needing to see me being fucked by a lover. I knew what the cuckold dilemma looked like in all of its forms by now, and I enjoyed watching his agony, knowing it was what got my husband off. I wasn’t being cruel - if Simon said stop, I would do that instantly even if my body was surging through the mid point of an orgasm with another man’s cock squirting cream inside me.

I stared at the ground panting, trying to compose myself while quivering vigorously. I felt deeply aroused, not least because we were outside and I was behaving like an absolute slut, fast becoming a sticky mess.

Simon nodded and smiled.

“You must say it, honey.”

“Okay. I want you to fuck them, Jess.”

“Are you sure?”

“One hundred percent.”

Simon nodded again, so I settled comfortably on all fours, allowing the man who had been watching my husband and me to lift my skirt hem. He whistled appreciatively as I spread my knees wider, arched my back and pointed a sticky slit high for his pleasure.

“Wow.”

“What’s wrong?”

“You wear no panties?”

“Rarely.”

“Is that so your husband can fuck you whenever he wishes.”

“Not really. I do it for other men... like you.”

“Ahh, cuckolding.”

“Yes.”

“You are a brave couple.”

My husband sat immediately in front of me, and I held his hand tightly, my expression contorting with excitement and sexual anticipation. My bull dropped his pants and gripped my ass cheeks, maneuvering me into the most fuckable position for him.

My lover’s rough manhandling satisfied my need, although my husband looked on anxiously, ready to step in if he felt I was being used.

I wanted to be used, and I wanted Simon to watch.

As long as I smiled, my husband just kept nodding and seemed happy, stroking his cock slowly, glancing from my face to the man who was about to fuck my throbbing pussy.

My bull sighed and moaned deeply satisfied when he sunk his cock between my swollen, trembling pussy lips and slid it deep inside my hole. I held perfect eye contact with my husband, who rocked gently on his butt fuck stone.

I shook my head to stop Simon from wanking and felt proud when he did. I didn’t want my husband to cum prematurely. This time, I wanted to be reclaimed while still full of other men’s semen. My lover grunted, I craned my neck to look, and he pointed at my husband.

“Your man has a bigger cock than me.”

“Yes, he fucks me better than you do too, but that’s not the point of cuckolding. My husband gets off on watching or knowing that other men are fucking me so please get get on with taking me however you wish so he can watch.”

Rougher would be nice.

I was sure the next few strokes of my lovers cock slamming deep inside my throbbing pussy were intended to prove a point. I’d mildly offended him out of loyalty for Simon, so he was trying to fuck me hard. It felt nice but his cock was nothing compared with my husband’s and I hoped his friend’s would show up soon to help widen and fulfill me.

I love deep penetration.

Simon was spellbound by my expression and the rough thrusts, moans, and groans of a stranger filling my hole. I grinned at him, then winked and bit my bottom lip.

“Is he good, Jess?”

“This whole experience feels amazing, honey. I am such a slut.”

“You’re a hotwife - it’s different.”

“I feel slutty and love it.”

I arched my back, dropped my head to the floor, gasping because my lover was going hard at it, desperate to get me off and walk away satisfied that he had. I splayed my arms wide in a prostrated submission, putting on a show for my husband.

I needed more satisfaction that my lover’s cock offered, so I used one hand to hold myself upright, reaching between my legs with the other, fingering my solid clitoris, squashing so hard it almost got me off right away. I needed a long pleasure ride so I edged myself, enjoying how my pussy clenched tightly around my lover’s cock every time I reached a climactic ridge, holding for a few seconds before letting myself relax again.

My ranger swain fucked me vigorously and as well as he could, gripping my waist while slamming heavily into my ass, slapping his balls against my thighs. When he eventually came inside me howling like a wild animal, I felt a satisfying flood of warm semen filling my pussy while watching an even more satisfied husband sitting opposite me, grinning widely, wanking slowly.

I stood, ignoring my lover, clamping my thighs together, trying not to spill the seed inside me. I felt mildly dissatisfied by my fuck buddy and determined to carry on where I had left off with Simon.

“Did you enjoy the show, Simon?”

“It was unbelievable, Jess, but aren’t you messy?”

“I’m dripping with cum, honey. Keep an eye out for his two friends, please.”

I got back down on my knees, gripped Simon’s cock and drove my lips down his shaft, sucking him with urgency because I knew the other Rangers would arrive soon. While a strangers cum dribbled down my legs, I sucked my husband harder to extract his semen, slipping my finger down his perineum until pressing against the rubber end of his butt plug.

With a circular motion, I pressed my husband’s phallus inside, wiggling it around so it massaged his rectal walls until he bucked and moaned. When I was sure I’d found Simon’s prostate on the tip of his toy, I kept a gentle pressure on the butt plug, cramming his cock head deep inside my throat managing his rising orgasm.

I flattened my tongue, dragging it lazily up and down the underside of my husband’s shaft, pressuring his bloated, trembling urethra, before flicking from side to side across his taut banjo string.

A man shuffled up behind me. He kneeled and lifted my skirt quickly pressing his cock into my cum filled pussy. I felt glad to be fucked by a longer, thicker cock when it stretched my fuck hole wider than his friend had.

When the new bull slid his cock balls deep inside my throbbing pussy, I choked on my husband’s cock. I still needed more, so I sent a hand back between my legs to stimulate a throbbing clitoris while hoping my new lover would do a better job of reaming me than his friend.

The second ranger came inside me long before Simon was ready to squirt his load in my mouth. I enjoyed the ride, but he’d only just sparked the makings of a great orgasm churning inside me.

There were no fireworks yet.

I glanced at my husband as the second Bull’s semen squelched noisily out of my well fucked hole and down my thighs when he slid his cock out.

“Are you okay, Jess?”

“You may have to step up, Simon.”

“I hope number three will get you off, honey.”

“Don’t you want to fuck me?”

“Of course, but I want you nicely relaxed, inside and out.”

“I’m already full of cum.”

“I can smell sex from here.”

I sucked Simon’s cock more slowly while my pussy dribbled and we waited for a third lover to arrive. When I glanced behind me, and saw him, I felt disappointed because his cock was even smaller than my first lover.

I held up a hand and smiled sweetly, speaking firmly.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart, but I’ll not be fucking you today. Your cock is just too small. I am too sloppy and already stretched, so there’s no pleasure in that for us or you.”

He looked extremely disappointed and started wanking while I eyeballed my husband.

“I need your cock inside my pussy, Simon. These guys don’t have what you do.”

“I took a pill just in case, Jess.”

“When?”

“As soon as you freed my cock in the car. While you bobbed your head up and down on me, sucking my cock, I snuck one out of my wallet.”

“Good boy. Will you swap over with him, and let’s finish this, please?”

“Is it still cuckolding, Jess?”

“My pussy is full of two men’s cum honey and you’re using that to lubricate your cock. Call it reclaiming me, but yeah, it’s still cuckolding because I’ve been taken and used right in front of you, and you did nothing to stop them.”

“What about your new lover?”

“I’m going to suck his cock.”

My third Italian ranger perked up when he realized there was still some action for him. He swapped places with my husband, who managed to move around while retaining his plug inside his back passage.

I took my lover’s stiff, average sized cock in hand, stroking gently until it reared up fully. My pussy was soaking wet and sloppy from being fucked, but my husband’s cock stretched its soft tissue walls when he slid deep inside.

“How do I feel inside, honey?”

“I like the sloppy, relaxed sensation inside you, Jess.”

“Argh! Oh my. Me too, babe.”

I was finally getting what I needed and could use both hands to please my lover while sucking his cock head as though it were a lollipop, I was a kid and this were a hot day.

I groaned like a lioness being mounted when my husband got into his straide and pumped my pussy full of his cock. More of my bulls semen squeezed out of my pussy hole with each stroke, running down my thighs in a sticky mess.

My husband’s cock was much bigger than the others, and with each stroke, he forced their semen out. I paused giving my lover head and wanked him slowly, craning around to encourage Simon.

“You’re reclaiming me. I can feel their cum being squeezed out.”

“That’s good, Jess. I’m going to fill you up.”

“I fucking need it.”

I sucked my Ranger’s cock, making sure to kiss his pubic hair every time I drove my lips down his gnarly, short shaft. I gagged on his glans, enjoying deep throating a cock perfectly made for that purpose. On my upward stroke, I wanked my lover off, using a tightly clenched fist and a slight twist, forcing his foreskin back hard.

When my lover squirted his hot, sticky seed in my mouth, the first rope sprayed my tonsils, choking me. I gagged and swallowed, focusing on the main event - Simon was pumping my pussy like a well synchronised battering ram. He was careful not to fuck me too intensely while making sure each thrust counted, filling my sloppy hole, driving me closer to satisfaction.

He could reach my cervix, like his boss had, but my husband knew to be careful or he might put me out of action for other possible mates in the coming days if he fucked me too hard.

We have to slow this cuckolding down - it’s not sustainable.

I was finally being fucked properly by a real man.

My orgasm rose when the Ranger moved, and I focused purely on my cuckold husband. My lover zipped his fly while Simon continued railing me. I placed both palms flat on the stone in front and braced myself, driving my throbbing pussy back onto a reliably big cock that could get the job done.

While my true love was reclaiming me, grunting and groaning to a rapturous conclusion, I watched my fuck buddies stroll into the forest slapping each other on their backs, turning to wave and cheer just before they disappeared.

I ignored my lovers and repeatedly slapped both palms on the stone, screaming as my entire body tensed and warmed, some muscles cramping hard. I arched my back deeper, aiming my sloppy, squelching slit higher as a prize for my husband.

Simon slowed down, making each stroke of his long, thick cock inside me more deliberate, and it did the trick, triggering a massive orgasm that exploded through my reproductive system like a hurricane. Flutters of pleasure and tingles rose from my stomach and were met in my midriff by surging blood and hormones, transforming me from a happy life to an exploding wife.

“Argh… argh… argh, f-f-fu-fuck! Fu-fu-fuck, pl-please oh god!”

My husband’s cock jerked uncontrollably inside me and I imagined his squirting supplanted my lover’s cum with his. The sloppy feeling in my pussy and womb meant I couldn’t feel his seed, but I was sure it was there. A war between the proxies of three men began inside me - primal, sticky, and lewd.

When we descended from a writhing pleasure peak, I turned around and sat on the stone spilling everyone’s cum down its surface. I leaned in to kiss my husband, but he dropped to his knees, hiked up my skirt, then pinned my legs back and began cleaning me - licking and sucking the cream of three men from my pussy.

I lay back and relaxed, enjoying a strong marriage, my husband’s pleasure, the sun on my face, and the thunderous sound of a nearby waterfall.

When Simon finished cleaning my gaping wide hole, he stood up, and I wiped the residue off his face amid smiles, kisses, and hugs of the deepest devotion.

Before we left, I squatted in the stream, and my husband cupped water, splashing it over my gaping, raw hole, cleaning me awkwardly. I was going to meet my sister and didn’t want to smell like a brothel.

When I was dry, Simon helped me slip on clean panties from my bag. I used a thin panty liner, keen not to be a sticky mess when we reached our hotel. We had plenty of time, and the forest was so beautiful that my husband lovingly cradled me in his arms on a sun-kissed rock beside the river until we fell asleep.

I have never felt so comforted in my life, enjoying the lovemaking afterglow of a cuckold session rescued from failure by my husband. He had fucked me hard, in the aftermath of three guys who failed to satisfy me.

When Simon was ready to leave, I pointed at the rock on which I leaned to be fucked.

“Lean over and I’ll remove your butt plug now.”

“It was comfortable inside me, and I enjoyed the sensation when rubbing my ass against the stone.”

“They have bigger sizes, too, Simon.”

By the time we reached the hotel, evening was drawing in. Emily had waited outside the front at a rustic table with an open bottle of wine. She was alone, looked morose so Simon hugged, then kissed me before slipping his hand out of mine.

“I’ll leave you two alone for an hour while I grab a shower.”

“Thank you, darling.”

I watched him walk into the front door with a lightness to his step, which gave me confidence we were a solid couple, and he was a happy cuckold. The fact it took so much to make me cum and that my lovers were less exciting than usual was a worry, but then an experienced bull knows how to service the hotwife and cuckold - I’d selected rank amateurs at random and vowed not to make that mistake again.

I ran to and hugged my sister, then sat beside her while she poured me a glass of Orvieto white wine. Regardless of how hard my sister tried to hide it, I saw unhappiness flickering in her expression while I buzzed with joy and contentment.

Emily studied me carefully while sipping her wine.

“You look too happy, Jess.”

“I’m very happy.”

“And Simon? Is he happy, too?”

“We both are. Florence is so beautiful, and we have a lovely apartment.”

“But you are glowing honey. Are you pregnant?”

“Definitely not!”

I spat a mouthful of wine, shocked by Emily’s question and the worry there was a tiny risk I could be even while taking birth control.

“Why do you ask, Em?”

“You look as happy as when you married Simon. It’s like you’ve spent the day smoking weed or something.”

“Simon makes me happy - I think I make him happy too.”

“I wish I could say the same for Roger and me.”

I narrowed my eyes, fearing my sister was in a far worse condition than I had realized. Her body language was defensive, hostile, and dripping with cynicism.

“Is your husband here?”

“Yeah, but he’s staying in the room because we quarreled again.”

“What about this time?”

“I can’t discuss it, sis, it’s just too fucking much for me.”

I examined Emily, saw the sadness in her eyes, and knew her slumped shoulders were a bad sign. She and Roger were married young, long before Simon and I had met. Their early years were filled with joy, but recently, something had ground away at them.

I sipped my wine, watched her face, waited for the mask to drop, and hoped for a breakthrough and that my sister might share her sadness. Nothing was said for fifteen minutes until I thought she might cry, so I opened the door for her to confide in me.

“Is it because you can’t have kids, Em?”

My sister eyeballed me, desperate to explain but terrified of the consequences. Her eyes brimmed with tears that finally rolled down her cheeks, and she sobbed. I beckoned her to me and cradled my sister in my arms while she sat in my lap, like she did for me when we were kids and my latest crush had dumped me.

“Tell me what’s wrong, Em.”

“I’m scared Roger will leave me.”

“Why would he do that, babe?”

“He says I should move on and have kids with another man. He’s always calling himself a failure, and it’s killing me. I love him so much.”

“Oh, I see. You can have kids, but he can’t?”

“We found out two months ago that he is impotent. Such an unkind word has festered in his mind like a disease slowly breaking him. Our marriage has been heading downhill since then. Roger is beating himself up all the time.”

I cuddled my sister, stroking her hair while she lay down with her head in my shoulder, gazing at me.

“What shall I do, Jess? I don’t want to lose Roger, but we both want a baby more than anything.”

“I think I have a solution, sis.”

I stared at her confidently, nodding to comfort my sister.

“Tell me what it is, please.”

“I’ll need a private chat with Roger first.”


Chapter Thirteen

Sexy Solutions

◆◆◆

I had the briefest chats with Roger and slept on their problem overnight, waking a few times and worrying for them. Their need for a baby was overpowering every conscious thought the couple had, driving their emotions wild and toward dire consequences.

Arrangements for renewing our vows at a nearby traditional stone chapel in the woods were going well, courtesy of Simon’s efforts. He drove back to Greve in Chianti earlier in the day to meet our priest and make discreet enquiries, hunting down reliable fuck buddy’s for the ceremony.

Over breakfast, and before my sister rose, I had briefed my husband on essential features of our ceremony that I insisted upon like bull’s cock size, their physique, hygiene, dress code, and kinks.

I was mildly surprised at how candid our conversations had become.

“I’d like anal but make sure the cock size is only five and a half inches maximum. Anything bigger can be a chore for my tight ass, sweetheart.”

“Sounds a bit small, to be honest.”

“Trust me, husband, you wouldn’t much like a cock like yours inside your back passage.”

We chuckled, drawing attention from others who were breakfasting. So I hid behind an oversized white porcelain cappuccino mug, smiling cheekily while winking at my husband. We had started caring less about what other people thought.

I spent most of the day reading, catching up with emails, and considering how to approach my sister and her husband with a solution to their infertility. Towards mid-afternoon, I expected my husband back at the hotel, but he was still busy making our arrangements.

Simon’s lateness wasn’t a problem because it gave me time to focus on Emily and Roger’s baby-making problem. I had conceived of a solution but knew neither of them would like it very much.

Or perhaps they will.

I joined Emily in the garden where she’d cracked open a bottle of wine alone. I sat sipping wine for a few moments, studying her. My sister looked relaxed, and I guessed she knew I could help.

“You look positive, Jess. Would you mind telling me why?”

“You can try IVF, but it's costly and frustrating, sis.”

“Roger is completely infertile. He can’t have children at all, so we’d need donor sperm. What should I do?”

“I know what Simon would say.”

“Tell me, babe, please.”

“When are you next ovulating?”

“I’m starting today or tomorrow.”

“That’s the perfect time to have some fertile seed inside you, honey.”

I raised my glass of wine and tipped it towards my sister, grinning lasciviously while her expression turned ashen grey.

“You can’t be serious?”

“I’m deadly serious, sister. If you want to fall pregnant quickly and easily, it’s got to be the natural way. You need as much potent seed swimming inside your womb over the next five or six days as possible.”

“Is that what you would do?”

“One hundred percent, yes.”

“Are you saying that Simon would let other men fuck you?”

“He’d insist upon it, help find them and offer support while they fucked me.”

“Whoa, hold on, Jess.”

“What is it?”

“Fucking hell. I had no idea that you cuckold Simon.”

“He’s a very happy cuckold husband, and that’s made our marriage more solid than ever. I don’t disrespect Simon, and we’re cautious, using strict rules to ensure nothing we do affects our marriage.”

Emily folded her arms, grimacing while mulling over my bombshell, projecting that onto her relationship with Roger. I saw her struggle with a classic contradiction between her marriage vows and the need to be pregnant. It was written all over her expression.

I felt pretty excited. Being honest with my sister felt good, and my suggestion might be the perfect solution for her semen concerns. I raised my glass, gulping a little more Riesling than I ought to in the mid-afternoon, but I needed to calm myself.

As Emily seemed more inclined toward my suggestion, I trembled because introducing my sister to the cuckoldry lifestyle was another taboo I’d just completely shattered. She suddenly stared at me and shook her head.

“Roger won’t agree to it.”

“Shall I speak to him and explain how cuckolding works and feels before you write it off as a bad idea?”

“What difference can that make? He won’t agree; I’m sure of it.”

“I’m uniquely placed to explain what cuckolding entails to a man. I agree you should broach the subject with Roger, but if your words fail and you want to start a family, please let me speak to him rather than give up on your marriage.”

“It’s not me giving up on him. Roger is the one talking up divorce.”

“And you are the one who can end that discussion with a short discussion and a few actions.”

“By actions, you mean me fucking other men?”

“Yes.”

Emily seemed irritable, but I knew she could make a breakthrough by focusing on her marriage. I patiently waited while she weighed her options.

“Jess. I can’t imagine suggesting to my husband that he allow other men to fuck me. You can see how awful that would be, right?”

“No.”

“What the fuck? Why are you saying no?”

“Roger is willing to set you free of all obligations to have the child you want?”

“Yes.”

“Which would entail divorce, you dating, being fucked plenty until you found the right guy, remarrying him and having a child.”

“What’s your point, Jess?”

“Miss out all the acrimonious shit.”

“How?”

“If Roger agrees to be cuckolded and lets another guy breed you, all that unpleasantness of him losing you is dispensed with. Roger won't have to watch his wife move on if some other guy helps by fucking you until a pregnancy is confirmed.”

Emily held her breath and took an age to decide. Tears welled in her eyes, and a few rolled down her cheek. Her expression was contorted, probably from the pain of considering stepping out on her marriage vows or losing Roger, but I had to let her reach a conclusion alone.

“Em, you realize this is grounds for a divorce, don’t you?”

“Yes. I don’t want a divorce. I love Roger.”

“Then discuss this option with him.”

I sipped wine, poured more for both of us, and stood by to help, waiting and watching while Emily’s grief tore into her pure soul. I wanted so badly to hold her, but my sister was making the most significant decision of her life, so I kept out of it.

“Do you mean that I should sleep with one guy for a few days while I’m ovulating?”

“It’s up to you, Em, but you don’t need to sleep with them. This isn’t a romance story. The more guys you fuck who empty their seed inside you each day during ovulation, the more likely a successful pregnancy will be. You know that.”

“Fucking hell, Jess. You sound like a slut… Jesus… you’re turning me into a fucking slut!”

I sat back, slightly irritated. Emily was attacking my choices because I had suggested something unconventional to solve her problem. I eyed her dangerously, and she sighed.

“I’m sorry, Jess.”

“We’re still talking about it, so you haven’t ruled the cuckolding idea out. There is nothing wrong with being slutty if your husband wants to enjoy that side of your sexual being.”

“It’s just that I never envisioned sleeping with another man after I met Roger. We are supposed to be soulmates, together forever.”

“And yet he’s talking up divorce?”

“I guess that’s true. What did you mean about not sleeping with them, Jess?”

“You can still sleep with your husband. The baby makers just need to fuck you a lot. You can even cuddle Roger while they breed you.”

“Oh, Christ... you are serious about there being more than one?”

“I recommend you fuck more than one bull to get knocked up sweetie. No point in wasting an ovulation window on one chance. Let the guys fuck you and their seed can battle it out for your egg.”

“Fucking hell, Jess. I don’t know about this at all.”

Everything I said sounded shocking, and I understood why, but I needed my words to affect her sharply so that if my sister was to take advantage of her current ovulation window, she could make an informed choice.

I held up a hand, signaling I was done persuading her.

“I’ll let you decide, sis. If you want my support to explain everything to Roger or some help arranging a few breeding fuck buddies by tomorrow, please let me know.”

I stood up and left Emily outside, sitting alone and looking mildly bereft. There was nothing left to say; only she could decide if this was an acceptable solution. I was already a cuckoldress, so what seemed like a big deal to my sister was a simple choice for me.

It would be no-brainer if Simon and I were in the same position as my sister and her husband. I would be knocked up in a couple of months.

I showered with images in my mind of two sisters lying side by side on a chapel altar being fucked by stallion-like Italian guys. The thought that I might be fucked by the same guy who impregnated my sister launched my libido into orbit and I wondered if I might be crossing the Rubicon.

At the end of my shower, I slumped to my knees, fingering myself, just thinking about how I’d encouraged my sister to cuckold her husband to get pregnant.

After I dried off and dressed for the evening, I went outside again, pleased that Roger had joined Emily. I was doing a sharp turn away to give them privacy, heading into nearby woodlands when my sister shouted and waved me over.

Seeing no way of escaping the unhappy couple and wanting to help as much as possible, I shuffled across, calling for a waiter to fetch another bottle of wine.

The young Italian guy caught my eye, smiled admiringly, and probably thought I was single. He was attracted to any tourist woman who might be available. I bit my bottom lip suggestively, teasing him, then bowed my head submissively, smiling while walking, tormenting him but also considering my options for a bit of decompressing on the end of his cock later.

My sister waved to the seat I had previously occupied. She’d drank more wine, but not excessively.

“Hi, Jess. Please join us and help me out.”

Roger looked perplexed and uncomfortable, doubly so when I stood close to him, his eyes at my pussy level. I wore a lightweight cotton linen white skirt that was semi-see-through, but I didn’t think it was my near nakedness that caused his disquiet.

“Is this matter regarding our earlier discussion, sis?”

“Yes. I haven’t explained it very well to Roger.”

I crouched down in the gravel next to Roger’s chair, holding both of his hands in mine. He looked confused and terrified, but I could imagine his turmoil amid such monumental choices.

The thought of coaxing someone else, not least my sister, to fuck other guys while her husband watched her in action like some slutty porn queen made me drunk with lust. One masturbation session in the shower wasn’t enough, and I had to expel all kinds of thoughts while choosing my words carefully.

What do I say to a cuckold husband in waiting?

“There’s nothing to fear here, Roger.”

“I’m afraid because I don’t understand what Emily is going on about. Am I redundant as a husband now? Is this a soft approach to get rid of me because, if it is, I’ve already said I’ll go quietly and let her find someone new.”

“Emily loves you.”

“And she deserves to have children, which is why I’ve offered her an uncontested divorce.”

“Do you want to leave Emily?”

“Of course not, Jess.”

“If you did leave here, within months, your ex-wife will be making love to another guy, and then someday, she would be pregnant.”

“I understand that.”

“And do you want it to happen, Roger?”

“No.”

“Then stop suggesting divorce and consider alternative solutions, fool.”

He sobbed gently, and Emily moved closer, holding him tightly, before straddling his lap while I let go of one hand, retaining the other to offer support and security. She stared lovingly into Roger’s eyes from inches away to ensure he could read every flinch, blink, and micro-expression rippling in her face.

“I love you with all my heart, Roger, but please listen to Jess. We have reached the end of the road with straightforward solutions.”

Roger stared at me while Emily gently placed her forehead on his. He held his wife close, cupping her cheeks romantically.

“What do you suggest, Jess?”

“Do you want me to shoot from the hip or beat around the bush like your wife has?”

“Give it to me straight, please, Jess.”

“Okay. Do you see that waiter over there?”

I pointed to the guy fetching a fresh bottle of wine.

“Yes.”

“If you let him fuck Emily right now, your chances of her getting pregnant go upwards from zero percent versus you fucking her.”

“Jesus Christ. Is that what this is about? Emily wants permission to sleep with other guys?”

“Yes, because you can’t impregnate her, Roger. It’s not your fault, but you can easily help yourself to someone else’s fertile seed. You’ll never see the guy again after this week, and any child will be yours to raise.”

“Fucking hell, Jess.”

“I’ll go one step further, Roger. If all of his friends fuck my sister too and then a few more guys each day for the next week, then the chances of her being pregnant when you leave here are pretty fucking good.”

Roger stared at Emily, saw she was on board, and then planted his head into her chest. I fell silent, sidling into my chair opposite the couple - my work was done. My waiter smiled again, and I winked pleasantly, adding a dose of seductive sass that caused him to spill when he poured.

Emily giggled nervously while Roger squirmed with his wife’s ass crushing what I believed to be a hard cock. I glanced at the waiter, then at my sister, who’d attracted his attention, and finally at Roger, who had the most salacious expression.

It was a moment to be seized, so I did.

“Would you like to fuck my sister while her husband watches?”

Our wine bottle slipped from the waiter’s hand, clattered onto the table, and spilled while he struggled to rescue it, spluttering random words. I laughed, Emily frowned, and the two men stared at each other.

I held my breath, not daring to say another word. If Roger asked the waiter to fuck his wife, their pathway to having a baby was underway.

But Roger must ask.


Chapter Fourteen

Interviewing Candidates

◆◆◆

It was as though time stopped and everyone froze. Roger’s expression was the only thing that flickered; at least, it was the only thing I studied.

He was terrified, probably about giving up his wife, perhaps losing her entirely if divorce beckoned. Then he looked enthusiastic, maybe considering life with a family, children, and all the joy that brought.

The wine waiter trembled, half smiling, half-crazed by what he’d heard and the inference that he was being asked to fuck a beautiful tourist. He stared at me, a reasonable voice, figuring I was a safe place for him.

“Wh-what did you say, Madam?”

“What’s your name?”

“Andreas.”

“You were eyeing me up, so I know you’d like to fuck me. I’m asking you, Andreas, whether you find my sister equally attractive.”

“Yes, of course, b-b-but.”

“So you’d like to fuck her, then?”

Andreas stared at Roger, who trembled with a continued look of disgraceful lust writ large on his expression. Emily ran her hand up and down her husband’s chest, comforting him, confirming that she wanted to see where this situation might go.

“Is Roger’s cock hard, Emily?”

My sister wriggled, grinding her ass into her husband’s crotch to check, smiling at him while nodding a confirmation for me. The waiter continued staring in utter horror at Roger, willing him to stop whatever he thought was happening.

What is happening?

I need to exert some control.

“Don’t look at my brother-in-law, Andreas. I’m the one asking if you’d like to fuck his wife.”

Andreas looked confused, like a rabbit caught in the headlights, unsure if he’d won a prize or might get run over any second by a flurry of complaints to management.

“But she is his wife.”

“He’ll do whatever his wife tells him. Isn’t that right, Roger?”

It was their moment of decision. Roger eyeballed Emily, whose expression had nothing but love for him. They kissed gently and gripped each other's hands while I held my breath. Andreas did, too.

When Roger spoke confidently, I released my breath and bathed in a massive ocean of relief.

“Is this what you want, Emily, sweetheart?”

“I want us to have a baby. Several, actually, so if I sleep with Andreas, it won’t be a one-off event, but I can’t do it if you aren’t fully committed. This is a serious choice, Roger.”

“Okay, I agree to you sleeping with him and as many others as you need to get pregnant. Is there anything else you’d like to say before you go and fuck this guy?”

Roger rushed, ashamed of backing what his wife was eager to do. I wondered if that feeling of humiliation was entirely unenjoyable for him.

“I want to cuckold you too, Roger.”

“I know you do.”

“We have fantasised about doing this many times.”

“Yes, and I have asked you to cuckold me.”

“Not just this time or for pregnancy but for the rest of our lives. I’m fucking angry that you would let me go and that divorce is even a consideration for you. It’s not happening again.”

The shift in Roger’s demeanour was immense, as though an unpleasant burden was immediately shed.

He is a cuckold. I fucking knew it.

“What about our marriage, though, Emily?”

“I should ask you the same thing.”

“I want us to stay together.”

“Will my pregnancy help to do that?”

“Yes.”

“And what about me cuckolding you?”

“I want that too.”

“Nothing will come between us, Roger, but I want our lives back the way they were when we had nothing but happiness and love for each other.”

I felt tense for them. Cuckolding was probably their second most significant choice, marriage being the first. We all stared at Roger because he needed to speak out and say he wanted another man to fuck his wife.

He smiled.

“It will help me for sure, Emily. The cuckold idea has been on my mind for ages. Most of all, it’s been difficult to accept that I can’t give you children.”

“You mean you can’t give us children?”

“Yes.”

“So you agree to everything, Roger?”

My brother-in-law had turned a corner, glancing at me, then at Andreas, and finally, back to his wife with a contented smile. Roger stood, stared at the man who would become his wife’s first lover, and smiled awkwardly.

“Please, will you fuck my wife, Andreas?”

“Umm, yes, of course. I’d love to.”

Oh, I’m sure you will.

I caught the wine bottle as it fell from Andreas’s grip, and before my glass shattered on the ground. The waiter had spilled enough wine today, and now it was time for him to decant his baby-making seed inside my sister.

Emily stood up, kissed her husband on the cheek, then stretched a hand out, gripping Andreas’ in hers. She tipped a last nod to Roger, beaming like the cat that got the cream, which she would be soon.

“Wish us luck, dear husband.”

“Good luck, sweetheart. You too, Andreas.”

Roger sat down and watched as I did when his wife strolled off hand in hand with her lover to be royally fucked and hopefully impregnated. When they’d disappeared through the hotel front door. I turned back to my brother-in-law.

“That wasn’t so difficult, was it, Roger?”

“No, and I feel a lot better for it, Jess. Thank you.”

“That’s what family is for, honey. You’ve wanted this for a while, though. Am I right?”

“Yes. I didn’t know how to ask Emily.”

“Try honesty first, always.”

Our car pulled up in the hotel parking lot nearby, and my husband waved when he got out. The two guys with him made me curious. They approached, and I noticed both were handsome, athletic Italian local men.

“Hi, babe. The priest recommended that these guys be our independent witnesses on the day. We talked over coffee, and I think they might help in other ways too if you approve.”

I stood up and studied each man before taking my husband in hand, kissing him deeply. When I rubbed Simon’s cock through his pants, I noticed it was hard as steel and knew precisely what ideas he’d been working on.

I smiled, chuckled cutely in his face, winked at him, and whispered.

“Thank you, Simon.”

“You can try them out now if you wish.”

“Should I?”

“It’s up to you, Jess.”

“Stay here with Roger; he’ll explain where my sister is. I’ll go and interview these guys privately and call you up or see you at dinner in a few hours.”

“Perfect, Jess. Enjoy, and I’ll see you later.”

I turned to my new fuck buddies, took a hand from each and strolled towards the hotel, much as my sister had a few minutes earlier. I vaguely heard my husband’s voice before complete debauchery swamped my senses.

“Right then, Roger, where’s Emily?”

Nobody batted an eyelid when I strolled across the white marble foyer, hand in hand with two gorgeous guys whose tongues hung out while they ogled me. It was undeniable that I was taking strangers up to my room to be fucked senseless, but this was Italy and nobody cared.

In my room, the guys went to work quickly, stripping off my t-shirt, jeans, and underwear as though neither had enjoyed reaming a pussy for years. Mine was damp, sticky and smelled fresh, enticing the men to fuck it.

As they undressed, I enjoyed their muscles and beautiful cocks.

“When was the last time you guys fucked?”

“Months ago. We’ve been working on oil rigs.”

“Oh, wow. I’m a lucky girl.”

I was lying on the bed, naked with my legs wide open, offering a VIP view of the glistening hole my lovers would fuck. One guy crawled onto the bed, joining me, kissing me passionately, taking my breath away while fondling my breasts. My pussy was soaking wet in under a minute when the second guy pressed his palms against my knees, prising both legs wider apart. He sniffed deeply and dove right in to lick my cunt like a rottweiler pouncing on the last porterhouse steak in the world.

Both pairs of my lips were aflame when the guys gently worked theirs against mine, with hot tongues sizzling inside both holes. After coaxing my sister to cuckold her husband and get pregnant in the process, I felt decadent and needed to be fucked hard, then turned over like a filthy slut and reamed again.

I was a complete whore, splaying my legs wide apart, lifting my ass cheeks high, making sure my sticky slit was perfectly presented for a cock. I whimpered, then groaned and almost howled as a tumult of sexual frustration was released.

When I grabbed one guy's head, pulling him closer, I kissed him with desperation in a hyper-aroused state. It wasn’t enough for me, and although he resisted a little, I forced his mouth down onto my nipple, praying he’d chew it hard to soothe my trembling.

I needed a cock inside me so badly that my soaking wet pussy ached while an expert licked and sucked both swollen labia expertly. My engorged pussy yielded sticky juices that sloshed inside my lover’s mouth where warm saliva bathed my tingling pink petals.

My right nipple felt as though it was in a clamp. My swain sucked and nibbled while kneading a breast hard in his hand. I gasped, rising toward a climax I knew would be explosive.

“Do the other one, too... please.”

My stomach churned while a warmth of pre-orgasmic bliss shuddered through my midriff, making me more desperate for a cock inside my aching cunt.

“Sit on my face.”

“What do you mean, Jess?”

“I want to lick your asshole.”

I heard my words begging to rim him but couldn’t imagine they were mine until he straddled my mouth, facing his friend. All fingers from both my hands delved in, prising his ass cheeks apart while my tongue explored the tight ridges around his anal whorl.

My tongue licked inside his rectum before I had any chance to protest.

“Defile me completely, please. I fucking need this so much.”

All I could think about was how much Andreas was fucking my sister in the next room and why, filling her ripe womb and ovaries with potent baby making seed because her husband had failed to spark a life inside her.

Both of my legs were lifted and locked under the armpits of the man whose anus I was desperately rimming while my cunt was eaten, slurped and gulped - and I’d safely assume, desperate swallowing. I relaxed, yielding as much pussy juice as possible while trying in vain to lick my new lovers unreachable prostate inside the soft tissue walls of his back passage.

I reached a hand through the jumble of limbs, and grabbed a solid cock, wanking its rigid shaft while licking the owners back passage.

My pussy missed the other fuck buddy's tongue for a few seconds while he slid away and shifted around, but soon, warm and wet was replaced with hard, thick and long. I gasped when his massive cock slid inside my tight pussy hole, knowing that later on my husband wouldn’t feel anything if he fucked me, despite his impressive size.

I felt pleased my lover didn’t fuck around and powerfully slid his great cock inexorably deep inside my pink cathedral much to its rejoicing. My tongue worked the puckered anus hole harder, poking deep inside, while I yanked his smaller cock back and forth in a frenzy of masturbation.

His hands pulled mine away, and my swain climbed off my face, somewhat to my regret. I had enjoyed his trembling, moaning, and deep satisfaction on the tip of my tongue. He spun around, smiling at me.

“Sorry, Jess, but I want to fuck you too, please.”

I couldn’t blame him and knew that spilling his seed using my hand and tongue would be selfish and wasteful of me, so I settled for more kissing while he held my feet fully extended backwards onto the pillow behind my head so that his friend could easily rail my cunt hard.

My lover’s cock felt massive inside my pussy, stretching me wide, and although I tried hard to squeeze back against it, my soft tissue walls yielded under its pressure. The guy fucking me leaned on his friend and my legs, wriggling his hips on every inward stroke to fill me with every millimetre of his veiny shaft.

He withdrew entirely, then slammed balls deep inside me again.

My cervix was pounded hard, and I knew it would ache later, but I felt the first flutters of an immense orgasm build as wave after wave of pleasure surged through me.

I screamed and gripped naked flesh with talons when my pussy spasmed and clenched tightly around the cock buried inside me. My lover moaned and shuddered but still didn’t empty any seed inside me, enjoying my climax and the vigorous manner in which I screamed and thrashed around the bed.

When he slid his cock out of my pussy and the other guy stopped kissing me I felt desperate for more. They lifted me, flipped me over like a slut loaned to them, and one got underneath, maneuvering me until I was straddled across his midriff.

I straddled, then sank onto the massive cock I’d been enjoying, relieved to have him inside my cunt again.

“There’s a lube syringe in my handbag. I think you’ll need it if anal is your plan.”

Double penetration was coming my way, and I felt pleased because it was the only kink that could calm me. I just hoped they could pull it off. I pointed at the nightstand, clicking my fingers at one of my lovers.

“Pass my phone over, please.”

I flicked the messenger app open and skimmed one finger across my keypad, typing urgently, hoping to message Simon before the guys filled both of my holes.

Come up now. There’s a spare hole. It’s yours if you want to fuck it or you can watch if you’d prefer.

I tossed my phone aside just as a cold lube gun nozzle slid inside my anal whorl. I relaxed all muscles to allow my lovers ease of passage inside both of my fuck holes while my heart thumped so hard I thought it might tear a hole through my ribcage.

One guy pumped me full of cold lube, withdrawing the nozzle awkwardly but still achieving an even spread inside my back passage. I felt full when the cock inside my pussy jerked and twitched delightfully, and I squeezed back while grinding my sticky clitoris into his pubic bush for added stimulation.

I heard Simon panting heavily from running, even before he opened our bedroom door, feeling pleased he’d accepted my offer. More cock would help satisfy the filthy carnal need burning like a raging storm inside me.

Simon undressed quickly, then slid wordlessly in front of me, sitting inches from my face with his ass brushing against my lover’s hair. The guy inside my pussy moved his head sideways to let my husband’s cock present itself for me to suck. Simon shoved two pillows under his cheeks, raising his cock higher.

When I tasted my husband’s pre-cum, a billion synapses exploded in a private firework display, echoing through my mind. I closed my eyes, sucked his glans, curling my tongue around it, before flicking the banjo string underneath, then flattening my tongue and sliding down to his balls.

I slid my tongue back up Simon’s urethra before bobbing up and down on his cock, enjoying the moment my lover's solid shaft sank deep inside my rectum.

When the guy slid his cock balls deep inside my asshole, I bit a little too hard on Simon’s shaft but, while my husband groaned in pain, he never complained. Two powerful hands pressed down on the small of my back, jamming my pussy onto the cock inside so hard that I choked on Simon’s shaft.

I was pinned down on one cock, with two hands holding my waist tightly, pulling backwards. The gnarly shaft inside my rectum pushed deeper, then withdrew and finally rammed inside me again, fully stretching my back passage.

The guy inside my back passage fucked me hard, and it felt incredible. It was what I needed because my libido had driven sexual desire too far. Dopamine, oxytocin, and adrenaline overdosed me from managing Roger’s cuckolding, and now, these three guys were payback to ease my frustration.

When my lover’s cock slammed deep inside my anus, it slid across his friend’s shaft, electrifying my whole body. Each inward stroke drove my mouth further onto Simon’s stiff shaft, choking me when it slid down my throat.

I was being fucked by two uncaring guys and my soulmate. I wouldn’t stop him now, but Simon’s grip on my pony tail would be discussed later while I had a belt in my hand with his ass pointed up.

He lifted his ass off the pillows, ramming his massive cock down my throat while desperately pulling my hair to create better leverage. Simon timed his strokes with my jerking motion forwards. Together, the three swains fucked me harder and faster than anyone had ever done before.

I choked when Simon sprayed his thick, sticky in my mouth, each rope splashing off the back of my throat. I struggled to gulp and swallow in sync with his cock spitting and jerking violently. My husband was first to cum inside me, but my lovers followed soon after

When all three men had finished emptying their seed inside me, the pummelling of my back passage ended with a final solid thrust, balls deep, then a hot stream of seed swilling inside me.

My husband crawled away, and I kissed the guy inside my pussy, needing some immediate affection while his cock, still twitching inside my hole rapidly diminished in size.

I felt relieved when the guy inside my back passage slid his cock out, then pleased when Simon got straight in with wet wipes, cleaning the cum oozing from my gaping anus.

I stared down at my cute Italian swain, who smiled at me with great affection and appreciation.

“You need to leave now, babe. I want my husband alone but thank you for filling my pussy. You did real good, and I hope you enjoyed it.”

“I understand. A fuck buddy is for the moment, but husbands are forever.”

“Good boy.”

“Did I pass your interview?”

I lay on my back after he slid his cock out of my pussy, holding both my legs wide apart, nodding downwards for Simon to know I wanted to be cleaned up. He did as I asked without question, immediately diving in, sucking my pussy hole to remove as much dribbling cum as possible.

I used one hand to guide Simon’s lips onto my clitoris while considering all options for my wedding day.

“You both passed with flying colours, but we’ll need at least three more guys like you on the day because my maid of honour requires servicing too. Bring stamina pills, please, because you’ll be expected to last for a few shots each.”

I nodded towards the door while raising my ass higher to the tune of Simon’s tongue, desperate for them to leave so that I could relax and enjoy an expert cleaning me up. Also, some love and sensitivity between Simon and I was much needed.

They waved, but I was too far gone and in the early throes of another climax. The semen inside me oozed from my anus, but my husband focused on the squirting juices from my throbbing, pulsating pussy as I hit another high.

We cuddled and kissed for over an hour, lazing in our bed before I suggested we find Roger and my sister. I showered with Simon, for my third soak of the day, and he dried me, licking my clean pussy just because he wanted to.

We dressed and strolled through the hotel hand in hand like a couple obviously in love. Outside, Roger, and Emily stood in a passionate embrace, kissing, so I approached them with Simon in tow.

“How did it go, Em?”

“Ask Roger. He cleaned me up afterward, although I think there’s still plenty of baby making seed inside me.”

“Oh, that’s a great start, you guys. We should probably plan my wedding and more of the same for you, sis.”


Chapter Fifteen

Riding High

◆◆◆

“Emily’s impregnation needs our immediate attention because she’s ovulating, Simon. We’ll sort that out tomorrow, then renew our vows soon.”

I had the details planned for retaking our vows but couldn’t reveal much of that to my husband. As the cuckold on our second wedding day, he was far less engaged in the marriage process than during our first ceremony, so there had to be something that pleased and excited him.

Some things were best kept as a surprise to spice up our lives.

My husband stood in our hotel bedroom looking gorgeous, naked, fresh from the shower, drying himself. I languished in bed, soaking in his excellent physique. I felt satisfied, fresh from enjoying a superb romp with two Italian bulls followed by a rough, passionate cleanup on the tip of Simon’s diligent tongue.

Simon sat beside me on our bed, so I teased him, running a nail along his bulging urethra until his cock was solid.

“What do you have in mind to help your sister?”

“Emily needs a few intensive breeding sessions with guys who have great DNA. We don’t have time to ask them to be fertility tested to hit her current ovulation window. I need to talk to Roger about it first, though.”

“He suddenly seems fine with Emily fucking other guys.”

“It’s only been once so far, and I don’t know how that might have developed in his mind by tomorrow morning.”

“Is it your business, Jess?”

“I’ve wondered that myself. Emily dragged me into their problem and now that she’s fucked a guy outside marriage, I feel responsible for guiding them at least until they ask me to back off.”

I was hiding something from my husband. Well, a couple of things were on my clandestine planning list, all good and wholesome, if you agreed the cuckold lifestyle could be that. I wasn’t being deceitful to Simon; I wanted to be spontaneous, ensuring our day in chapel would be memorable.

I remembered our dinner together. After she’d been fucked by her first breeder, Emily had seemed happier than I’d seen her in years. While she cupped her belly like something meaningful was happening inside, Roger beamed proudly like a Cheshire cat. He also looked as if a weight had been lifted from his shoulders.

It’s no longer your job to get your wife pregnant.

But you must support her.

You must be part of the process.

I stared at the bedroom ceiling while stroking my husband’s cock, remembering my thoughts over dinner. Although my sister’s husband was uplifted after she stepped out of their marriage vows, constantly staring hopefully at his wife’s belly, I noticed a slightly unsettled look in his eyes every time he caught mine.

I was sure Emily and Roger realized something fundamental had changed - she was ovulating, and her womb was full of millions of sperm that we all hoped had a much better chance of impregnating her than her husband’s did.

I recalled the first time my husband watched another guy fuck me he had a similar expression. Afterwards, I had a mildly insecure ego to shore up, but I found the re-engagement of my love and Simon’s act of reclaiming me by cleaning my pussy with his tongue, then fucking me to be very enjoyable.

I resolved to chat with Roger in the morning because I had things to do that evening. We all did.

While my husband lay on our bed, I stood and folded my clothes for the next day. I practiced my morning conversation with Roger, knowing I must dig deep into his psyche to understand if he fully appreciated what it meant for Emily to be inseminated by a bull.

Making my sister a single mother because of her husband’s loss of self-esteem that led to a divorce was not on the cards. The matter of whether Roger wanted to be a lifelong cuckold was also an uncertainty to me.

Maybe he wants his wife back after another guy inseminates her.

Who knows?

I joined my husband in bed, and he moved across, wanting to cuddle me. He froze when his hands slipped across to me under a thick duvet.

“Why are you wearing a bathrobe, Jess?”

“Oh, sorry. I forgot to mention something significant. The guys who fucked me earlier have a friend who reached out. He’s available to fuck me on our wedding day, so I told him to rent a room here, tonight, and I’ll interview him.”

“You mean audition him?”

“Yes.”

“He’s going to fuck you then?”

“That’s right.”

“Oh, wow. I wasn’t expecting that. I thought you’d had enough cock already today.”

“We’re on holiday, and I want to tease you a bit, Simon.”

Three knocks at our solid wooden door came precisely on time. I answered, and my next bull swept in like a stallion chasing his in-season broodmare. He was a dark-haired Italian, gorgeous, fit, and bearing flowers.

“Are you Jess, my dear lady?”

“That’s me and you, kind Sir, are precisely on time.”

“I’m Leo. It’s short fo-.”

“Leonardo.”

“Yes, you knew that already.”

While he held me as though I were his, my next bull stared at Simon uneasily, as did I, but only until my husband’s happy, smiling face appeared. I turned my bull to face me, cupped his chin in my palm, and kissed both cheeks, then his lips, which tasted sweet - a hint of strawberry balm. I was instantly lifted to another level of arousal as my body supercharged, trembling expectantly.

I already had so much semen crammed inside me over a matter of days that I’d lost count of how many guys had decanted it inside me. Having their seed inside me fulfilled one of my kinks in that I wanted a sperm war between bulls and my husband throughout my reproductive organs.

My new bull was very muscular, much like Simon but younger, so I figured he’d want to fuck me for hours - precisely what I needed. My lips seared hotly against his as I symbolically handed myself over to him, ignoring my beloved. Our tongues entwined and sparkled like a scattered mass of molten steel poured from a furnace into the mold below.

I reached down with my hand and gently rubbed the hose shaped cock I was about to enjoy, watching my bulls nostrils flare and his chest heave powerfully up and down. He was big, but whether he would fill me more than my husband remained to be seen.

“Did you take a stamina pill, honey? My husband has plenty to spare if you need one.”

“I took one in the car park before coming up here. I’m ready to fuck now if you’d like, Jess. I don’t care if your husband watches - he can even suck my cock clean afterward if you wish it.”

“Soon, sweetie, very soon.”

Leo was fiery, gripping my ass with both palms, digging his fingers in hard and prising my cheeks slightly apart while our tongues tangled in a shower of sparks. I was floating away on a hedonistic cloud into cuckold dream world and had to pull myself back before he fucked me too soon.

When Leo glanced at my husband, checking for consent, I hauled his head around to face me squarely. He clocked my irritation and winced.

“Don’t worry about my husband. You came here to fuck me, Leo.”

“Yes. I’m sorry, Jess. It won’t happen again.”

“Give my husband his room key for the night, honey.”

My head snapped towards Simon, who looked shocked. It was precisely the reaction I wanted for both of us. My husband probably thought he’d be permitted to watch me being fucked, maybe join in at the end to clean up the mess, or at least wait in our room until I was done in Leo’s.

I smiled sweetly at my husband, raising an eyebrow.

“What’s the matter, Simon?”

“Umm, err, I-”

“Spit it out, honey. Leo’s cock is grinding hard against my thigh, and I’m desperate for him to fuck me.”

“You’re kicking me out of our room, Jess?”

“No, darling. I’m sending you to my lover’s room for the night. We are going to fuck… alone.”

I pointed at Leo and me so that Simon knew what I meant. The denial of my husband’s voyeur privileges caused some initial tension, sexual and otherwise. As he eased into the idea, the delight and agony of the cuckold dilemma hit him head-on, glowing in his face.

I will cancel this if you don’t embrace it.

I’ll count to ten.

I’d reached five in my head when Simon sprung up out of his chair, wild-eyed, agog, delighted by my sass and his mild humiliation. My plan had worked out beautifully and my husband’s enormous cock was solid, tenting the bathrobe that covered it.

I’d arranged the whole event for my husband because I needed to make sure his cuckold kink needs were met along with mine. Having exchanged a few pictures by message with my new bull I knew Leo’s cock would satisfy me and now, it seemed, his presence in our bedroom would do the same for my banished husband.

My desire for Leo was mildly exaggerated, although I fully intended on draining his seed inside me. I waved a little dismissively at my husband, just for fun.

“Run along, Simon, there’s a good boy. We’ll see you at breakfast.”

“The bull is fucking you all night, then?”

“Yeah. Leo made sure you had Netflix in his room to keep you company while we make an all-night session of it. Goodnight honey. Please make yourself scarce soon because my panties can't hold back my arousal much longer.”

“May I see that, please, Jess?”

“Of course.”

When Simon moved in for a kiss, I offered him a cheek, then immediately kissed my lover on his lips. I felt my husband’s hot breath on my neck from inches away, raising the tiny hairs. When our lips detached, my lover’s eyes were aflame.

“Would you show my husband what’s inside my panties, please, Leo?”

“Of course, darling.”

“He must kneel and get a good close-up.”

“I can help him with that.”

I watched, amazed, when my bull cupped my husband’s head in one palm, slowly forcing him to his knees. Simon was entranced, staring at the front of my panties as though all he ever wanted was inside. Leo kneeled behind me, thumbs sliding gently inside my elastic waistband.

He slowly slid my panties down to my knees where they settled naturally and alluringly at half-mast.

When I glanced down, I saw what my husband was staring at - a thick layer of my sticky cream mixed with traces of semen from many men. My gusset was a tawdry map of a few days of lust, where light and dark patches of cotton were soaked to a greater or lesser degree with my sticky shame.

The pungent aroma of a pussy hole that had been well fucked flared my husband’s nostrils and he stared at my swollen lips that were coated in the same concocted mixture of sleazy love that layered deep in my gusset. Simon inhaled deeply, grinning widely, frowning with ripples across his forehead like ocean waves of a rapidly incoming tide.

He stared up uncertainly, and I nodded cutely.

“You can taste my shame if you wish, Simon.”

“I would love to.”

“Please go ahead.”

Leo reached between my legs, pressing his fingers to the underside of my panty gusset, forcing the soaking cotton layers toward my husband’s lips. Simon smiled at me, then my new bull, and with a flattened tongue, he cleaned the width and length of my cream-soaked gusset.

My husband purred, sniffed deeply as he plowed his tongue across sticky cotton, sucking gently to ease the lady cream and semen that soaked into my panties.

When he was done, my husband kneeled back and stared at my pussy, licking his lips and sniffing the sticky mess that had coated his nose. Leo removed his hands, reached around my waist, into my crotch and gently peeled my cum soaked labia wide open.

My husband bowed forward, tilting his head before licking my creamy slit clean. He hummed like a contented baby, his lips licking and sucking my pussy, his head cradled where I loved it to be.

When Simon had his fill of eating my defiled pussy, both men rose to their feet; my husband nodded first to me, then at Leo, and turned to leave.

“Goodnight, Jess. I hope you have a great time.”

“I will, darling.”

He almost ran to the door and I guessed that Simon would be wanking his solid cock within five minutes. It didn’t matter what he did because the night would be prolonged for both of us.


Chapter Sixteen

Commitment

◆◆◆

Leo closed the door behind my husband, and I’ll confess to having a mild panic attack that a boundary might have been breached. Simon knew well to communicate any concerns about our cuckolding to me, and he hadn’t, so I plowed ahead.

My lover giggled and excitedly pointed at me, knowing it was time to implement my plan.

“Will you be okay traveling dressed like that, Jess?”

“It’ll be dark out, and nobody will see us, anyway.”

“Okay. A friend is waiting in the car park to surprise Simon and bring him along later. I told her to wait for twenty minutes after we leave.”

“My husband will love this, you’ll see, Leo.”

“I left him some lubricant in the room to help him enjoy masturbating.”

“Ahh, that’s considerate. Thank you.”

I felt excited when we walked through the hotel hand in hand like lovers, with Leo fully dressed and me wearing my original wedding day lingerie underneath a toweling bathrobe. Nobody batted an eyelid as we passed, likely assuming I was visiting the spa with my boyfriend.

The car parking lot was empty outside, so we had no sideways glances from strangers to deal with. We strolled to a shadowy corner, passing a woman waiting in a car for someone. She smiled and winked at me, and I realized it was Simon’s ride.

Leo pointed to his car, and I was shocked.

“A Ferrari?”

“What did you expect? I’m an Italian man who loves women and fast cars.”

“Let’s go, Leo. Get me to the church on time, please.”

Leo drove like a racing-car driver, stopping at traffic lights if other cars were around. Otherwise, he ran red lights without caring. In the countryside, my lover carved the moonlit mountain roads in a way that thrilled me. My pussy fluttered just thinking about the debauched evening I was about to enjoy while my husband watched.

Leo’s phone screen flashed with a message received, and he took a look, passing it to me.

“She’s collected Simon.”

“That’s great. I love that man so much, Leo. Please be nice to him.”

“Can I ask why you and Simon do this, please?”

I thought for a moment of shutting down our conversation because the psychology and feelings behind our cuckold dilemma was private business, and I rarely talked about it. It was sometimes necessary to offer details to lovers early on so that our scenarios went as planned.

This time was different, and somehow more special, because I’d arranged an impromptu commitment ceremony at the chapel, which Simon knew nothing about, thinking we were still days away from the celebration of our love and marriage we both wanted.

“It’s a lifestyle choice, Leo. My husband enjoys competing with other men to please me, and I like teasing and controlling him sexually. I also enjoy being fucked a lot and by different men.”

“It’s a power exchange, then?”

“Kind of, but our cuckolding is more nuanced than that. Our dynamic revolves around sexual control and mild humiliation, although we’re considering physical punishment for relaxation.”

When we arrived at the chapel, I was thrilled to see that all the lights were on and people were rushing around making last-minute adjustments to flowers, candles, and music. I almost skipped out of Leo’s car and ran across the gravel car park, leaping the slab stone path two at a time to a massive church door.

I waved at my witnesses, who both looked super excited.

“Hi sis, hi, Roger.”

“Hey, Jess, has Simon figured anything out yet?”

“Nope, not a fucking thing. He’s on the way, though, but the woman with him barely speaks any English, so he’s going to arrive here clueless.”

The chapel felt warm inside, so I hung my bathrobe on a hanger and checked my reflection in the full-length mirror they’d brought from the vestibule. My lover stood behind me salivating as he stared at the woman he would soon fuck.

“You look sensational, Jess.”

“Thank you, Leo. You need to get naked now, too, and fulfill your vows, as I must commit to mine.”

My wedding lingerie was still as beautiful as the day Simon and I married, because it was rarely worn. The white French lacy panty and bra set with suspenders and stockings were accessorized by a brand new riding crop, which was for display only.

I donned a beautiful white lace veil, covering my hair and face. Emily had brought it, especially from home. It felt exquisite when I pulled the sheer fabric over my face this being the only innocence I offered my husband amid a costume fit for a whore.

Emily checked me over and nodded, and I was ready seconds before the car tyres scrunched outside the gravel parking lot.

“Line up everyone, quickly.”

I hopped up a short wooden staircase at one end of a long, beautiful, waist-high marble altar. I walked along the surface to its center point and sat down on the long edge facing the congregation and chapel door with my legs dangling over the edge.

Leo peeled off my damp panties, sniffed them deeply, then stepped aside. Emily and Roger took a stiletto heel each and spread my legs wide open so anyone walking up the aisle would be treated to a full view of my gaping, freshly shaven pussy.

When I nodded for him to, Leo dashed to the heavy wooden chapel door, opened it, and welcomed my astonished Simon.

“Wh-wh-w-what, err, umm. Jess? What’s going on, darling?”

My lover took my husband in hand, smiled, and nodded encouragingly to assuage any concern.

“Just follow me and do as Emily and Jess tell you, please, Simon.”

Leo was respectful to my husband, which I expected and appreciated. Simon strolled down the aisle in a state of shock with his eyes fixed on mine, stopping a few feet from my soaking wet pussy.

“Do you still want me as your wife, Simon?”

“More than my life, Jess. Forever and then some.”

“Welcome to our recommitment ceremony.”

“You did all of this to surprise me, Jess?”

“For us, babe, and because I love you dearly.”

The mood in the chapel was electric because my husband and I were supercharged with sexual energy, like two bolts of lightning waiting to strike. Simon was close enough to the pussy he loved, to smell the shame that dribbled in tiny rivulets down my thighs onto the marble surface upon which I sat.

I nodded between my legs, and my husband’s eyes tracked there.

“Would you lick my mess up, please, Simon. We promised the priest we would clean up after we’re done.”

Leo gently pushed my husband forward with a hand on his back. I almost orgasmed when he helped Simon descend onto his knees and lean forward to service me. The tickles through my womb became powerful pre-orgasmic tremors, and I snorted, tossing my head back, flailing long hair in a state of sexual frustration.

My lover held my husband’s head in both palms, slowly easing his face into my soaking wet pussy. I shivered, and goosebumps rose on my arms and legs because I was deeply intoxicated by desire and knew from their expressions that everyone else in the room felt the same.

Our chapel was already beginning to smell like a brothel at midnight.

I felt my husband’s warm breath when he slid his tongue on the cold marble less than an inch from where my swollen pussy lips pressed against it. He whimpered in delight when he hit the growing pool of my warm, creamy spill.

“Don’t touch my pussy, please, Simon. It’s not for you, yet.”

My husband carefully licked around the white marble slab, avoiding my swollen, cream-coated labia precisely as instructed. I moaned and shuddered, my womb on fire, knowing I couldn’t take much more without some contact and stimulation, so I pushed Simon’s head away.

“Step back now, please, Simon.”

“What do you need, Jess?”

“I wanted us to exchange some loving vows and then you can watch Leo fuck me.”

“Oh, wow. I haven’t prepared a speech yet, sweetheart.”

“Me neither, but the words will come. Shall I begin?”

“Yes, please.”

Emily and Roger splayed my legs wider apart while Leo told my husband to drop to his knees a few feet closer to the altar. When I looked down, Simon stared up adoringly. I pulled my bottom lip seductively, smiled suggestively, and felt an overwhelming love surge in my heart.

“Sweet, darling husband, I promise to continue challenging you to be your best version. To make you laugh when you take life too seriously and comfort you when times are rough and you feel sad. I promise to love you unconditionally, put you first always, and never lose our spark.”

“Oh god, Jess. That’s beautiful.”

“From this life we have built together to get to this moment, as I gaze into your beautiful eyes, husband, I vow to always be your good thing, with love in my heart only for you, always by your side, to my last breath. I love you, Simon.”

Simon looked like he might cry, so I slipped off the altar and cuddled him for a minute, gently kissing him.

“Are you okay, Simon?”

“Is it my turn?”

“Not yet, honey.”

“Okay, go ahead. You finish.”

“In this house and in front of these witnesses, I commit the rest of my life and love to you, dearest Simon.”

“I love you too, Jess. Is it my turn now?”

I nodded, knowing my husband could ad-lib a speech expertly.

“Jess, you are my everything. Our marriage is filled with happiness and laughter, and there is enough space for us to move around freely. I want to live my life and be myself inside your arms, inside your heart, and wrapped up in your love.”

He took a moment to consider his words carefully, stepped forward, and kissed me. It was the most passionate kiss I’d ever felt, utterly devoid of the nerves we’d both had on our wedding day. I felt love spark from the tongue and lips of the man who wanted me more than his life.

“I commit my heart, soul, and love to you always, Jess.”

“Thank you, Simon.”

“What next?

“Please lick my pussy, then help Leo fuck me.”

I leaped onto the marble slab and sat down while my sister and brother-in-law gripped my heels again. Simon kneeled, leaned in, and wrapped his arms gently around my thighs, licking the tiny streaks of shameful, sweet, sticky veneer that coated my upper thighs with a delicious musk.

Simon took his time cleaning my silken skin until the woman who drove him to our chapel stepped up behind and began undressing him.

Leo stood close by, stripped naked and with a cock the same length as my husband’s. I think Simon slowed down his licking and sucking to enjoy the moment and tease me before Leo fucked me.

My husband licked my throbbing hole very gently, savoring each drop of sweet nectar his tongue collected. He carefully covered every millimeter of each swollen pussy lip, sucking them inside his mouth to be sure they were dry when he released them.

I lifted my ass gently, helped by my sister and brother-in-law who gripped under my knees while holding me wide open, but Simon looked hesitant.

It’s the audience. He’s frightened of rimming me.

“Go on, babe, you can do it. Show me your commitment, please.”

The woman who drove Simon to the chapel reached over the top of his head and used both thumbs to prise my anal whorl wide open. Emily and Roger slipped a hand each under my ass cheek and lifted me higher, edging my anus over the marble altar surface as though offering my husband an exquisite dish to be savored.

Simon licked the ridges around my taboo puckered hole, and it felt like an electric shock discharging from the base of my spine into my brain where a billion synapses lined up and exploded. I tossed my head back while my husband rimmed my anus, becoming more enthused in his task every second, pressing harder and even flattening his tongue to get better access.

I relaxed when Simon slid his tongue inside my rectum to lick the soft tissue walls inside. Leo leaned in, offering a finger to drag my clitoris from side to side, complimenting Simon’s tongue.

I was lifted onto a cloud of ecstasy, soaring like an eagle being supported by those I loved so much. My body shuddered, and my head rolled and lolled around as though it might fall off while my hair strafed the air like whips.

Emily and Roger lowered my butt back onto the marble, and Simon moved his tongue back to my cunt. He broke the seal on my pussy hole, draining and swallowing the pooling juices that now flowed freely while I trembled as waves of pleasure ripped through my reproductive organs and my body chemistry transformed.

When Simon sucked my hard pearl, an orgasm brewed like an eruption launching from deep inside a seething volcano. It was time to move on because I didn’t want Simon to make me cum just yet.

“I need Leo to fuck me now, husband. Is that okay?”

“Of course it is, honey.”

“While I fuck him I want you to think about something.”

“What’s that, Jess?”

“How lucky we both are. Please go to a pew and pray for us until I summon you back.”

Leo ushered Simon to a front-row pew, where he knelt on the soft leather cushions provided. My sister and her husband helped me flip onto my stomach, and I set both stiletto heels on the floor.

Leo mounted me from behind, squeezing my ass cheeks apart, sliding his cock inside my tight cunny hole while I lay prostate on the marble altar as though offered as a sacrifice. This was the first of many planned positions, each one designed to take me like a whore bride before I found salvation in the arms of my beloved.

The woman who drove Simon leapt onto the altar and twisted my head sideways, pressing down hard so my cheek was pinned to the cold marble surface and I couldn’t escape.

On cue, the door to the church opened, and six more guys walked down the aisle silently, removing all their clothes when they got level with Simon, passing them over for him to fold and stack.

When Leo sped up, railing my ass from behind, I felt his balls slap off my thighs, hoping Simon would see that too. My cunt felt delightful, stretched and well lubricated for all of them.

When Leo bottomed out and leaned heavily over my back I knew his cum load was blasting. He shot hot seed inside me, with his cock jerking like a man electrocuted.

“Simon, please come here and kneel beside us.”

He did as I asked and got onto all fours, creating a fuck platform for me. I lay on Simon’s back with my head close to his and our ass cheeks stuck together by Leo’s cum, oozing out of my hole, down my thighs and onto my husband’s back and ass cheeks.

“Are you ready, Simon? Will you hold fast and true while other men fuck me, please?”

“I shall, darling wife.”

The first swain up gripped my stiletto heels when offered them, spreading me wide, encouraging more of Leo’s seed to seep out of my gaping hole. My sister and her husband stepped in, took each heel, and pried me even wider open.

“I’m Sebastien. Happy wedding day, Jess and you, Simon.”

“Thank you, sweetie.”

“Thank you, Sebastien.”

Sebastien had a bigger cock than Simon and I knew the gangbang crew were going in size order. He split my swollen labia with his rigid shaft, paused to smile and nod his approval while pressing his glans against my pussy entrance before sliding his veiny monster inside.

He gripped my knees, which were suspended by my sister and Roger, who tightly held the shanks of both shoe heels. I let my hair fall so it hung tantalizingly down each side of my husband’s head, and I moaned like a whore when Sebastien bottomed out his cock, balls deep inside my cunt.

“He’s rubbing his cock against my cervix, Simon.”

“Good, you deserve it, sweetheart.”

Sebastien dropped his knees slightly and got a better angle to pound his cock in and out of my sloppy cunt. I felt elated and didn’t care that the sensation of his shaft inside me was slightly dulled by the semen lubricant Leo had left behind. When I heard my swains balls slap on my husband's ass, it drove me wild.

When he squirted his load, Sebastien leaned all of his weight on me and, therefore, my husband. His cum squeezed past the tight seal between my cunt and his cock. I felt it drip down my pussy, into my anal whorl and down my thighs.

Simon must be soaking wet.

I felt my husband strain and grunt underneath me.

“Are you okay, sweetie?”

“Struggling a bit, to be honest.”

“Can you stop, please? Jump up, Sebastien.”

He stood up immediately, and I did too. Both of us helped my husband to his feet.

“Shall we take a rest, Simon?”

“No, I’m okay. I can watch, maybe sit down if that’s okay?”

“Of course. My next position is called the Giraffe.”

My sister helped me when I planted both palms on the floor and threw up one leg almost like the start of a cartwheel. She pushed my ankle high, so I did the vertical splits with one foot on the floor. My pussy was exposed entirely and easily accessible as long as I was held in place.

My next swain, Lyonel, stepped in close and slid his cock inside my pussy hole taking the strain of my weight onto his shoulder when Emily released my calf there. She stayed close by, ready to support me if needed.

My hair draped on the floor and blood rushed to my head, but any discomfort faded when Lyonel gripped my upper thigh and levered my cunt on and off his shaft by swaying my body back and forth.

I’m his fuck doll.

His cock was deep inside my cunt because the position allowed maximum penetration that you don’t get from many others. Lyonel railed me hard while I tensed all of my muscles to maintain good form, still managing to squeeze back against his enormous cock. I reached a hand to Emily, entwining our fingers, then gripping hers tightly to help my balance.

I saw Simon watching and nodded when he signaled if he could wank his cock. How could I not approve?

Lyonel shot his semen inside me and I felt a delightful surge of fresh, hot seed bloating my pussy and womb far deeper than the others had managed. His whole body jerked and twitched violently, shaking me unsteadily while biting my calf muscle in a lustful overload.

I couldn’t orgasm, such was my discomfort, and I mentally crossed off the position from my future repertoire.

With four guys left, one of whom had a monstrously large cock, I knew what to do next, Emily did too. My sister handed my husband his prop and gave him instructions.

“You need to lube your wife for a double penetration, Simon.”

I saw a sex swing being assembled by two guys while another two brought in a leather couch from the vestibule.

“I’m Luigi, and my friend who will fuck your back passage is Mattia.”

“Hi guys, please be nice and gentle until I’m fully stretched.”

They both nodded and seemed respectful. Luigi lay on the couch summoning me onto his cock, while Mattia stood ready to fuck my asshole once my husband prepared it. The swing fuck would be my finale, with the biggest guy reaming my cunt while Simon held me steady.

I crawled up Luigi and Emily hopped in beside us, gripping his shaft while I maneuvered myself until I could sink on his stiff, veiny beast of a cock.

Luigi’s shaft felt wider but not longer, and despite the amount of seed sloshing around inside me, his cock stretched my pussy tunnel wide open, almost bringing tears to my eyes once I bottomed out on his pubic bush.

My soft tissue walls pulsed, expanding while squeezing back involuntarily against his rigid shaft. It felt delightful. I was finally getting off and ascending to my first full-blown raging orgasm.

My husband placed a palm on my back, holding me steady.

“Are you ready, babe?”

“Shoot me up, honey.”

He licked the lube gun nozzle, took his hand off my back and beckoned Roger who spread my ass cheeks wide open. Simon inserted the thin plastic tip inside my sphincter, slowly pressing it deeper until the syringe gun filled me.

“Are you ready for me to lube inside your back passage?”

“Yup.”

I held on tightly to Luigi who looked very content with his cock buried balls deep inside my pussy. Simon began pumping, and the slick, cool lube filled my rectum.

He withdrew the syringe after pumping an even layer of lube inside my rectum, making sure that when Mattia fucked that hole he would find little, if any resistance once his cock was throbbing inside.

Simon stepped away, and Mattia moved in, pressing his glans against my puckered hole, bouncing off its springy resistance. The more he pressed, the more synapses exploded inside my head like fireworks, and I shuddered in anticipation of a big cock invading my back passage with a massive orgasm to accompany it.

When Mattia slid his gnarly cock inside my rectum it took my breath away and I saw from the expression Luigi had that he felt every inch of his friend's cock slide along his until they were both balls deep inside their allocated hole.

I adjusted my veil to retain something respectful about my otherwise whoreish demeanor, then stared my husband in the eye to his delight. I looked down at Luigi, expecting some leadership in how the two guys would fuck me, and he didn’t disappoint.

“You fuck Jess for both of us, and I’ll stay still, bro.”

Mattia was on his tiptoes, leaning into my ass until his bristly pubic hairs scrubbed my delicate skin. I had both cocks embedded balls deep inside me, so I rocked gently to feel and enjoy them nestling together, filling me.

I gripped the air with one hand, and Simon ran to me, knelt, and let me wrap an arm around his head for emotional and physical support.

“F-f-f-fu-fu-fuc-fuck. Fu-f-f-fu-full.”

“You look incredible, Jess.”

Mattia withdrew his cock, and I felt a temporary relief, tinged by regret, one was lost and the other quashed when my Italian stallion slid his cock back inside my anal passage.

I felt both cocks working together as one for my benefit, sliding across each other, pressing against the end point inside each of my fleshy shafts. One swain delivered deep, steady strokes sliding across a nerve cluster in my rectum while the other bounced the last inch of his cock, gently massaging my cervix.

Their solid steel rods squeezed and stimulated both nerve clusters inside my back passage and pussy hole until I exploded in a wave of shuddering orgasms that took me to another realm.

I thrashed, moaned, squealed, wriggled and whimpered in absolute ecstasy as the men fucked me as perfectly as was possible.

When Mattia fell into a regular stroke, pumping my back passage, I felt my soft tissue walls widen until they were comfortable. Luigi thrust his cock gently upwards more deeply, back and forth to half mast, complimenting his friend. My husband was steadfast as always, providing support for me to find balance.

When Luigi shot his hot seed inside my cunt, his cum face suggested love but only for as long as it took for his balls to twitch until they were empty. Mattia wasn’t far behind his friend, railing me with one final stroke, bottoming out and exploding in a rush of warm sperm that felt hedonistic.

I screamed at the top of my lungs, riding the crest of crushing orgasmic waves until I settled slowly back down to earth with a light buzzing in my head and trembling ripples of ecstasy throughout my pussy and back passage.

They moved me quickly to the sex swing, while dripping cum from one hole and oozing more from the other. I looked down at the stone tiles and saw pink cum, knowing immediately that Mattia had torn soft tissues around my sphincter, perhaps inside my back passage too.

Simon knew how to heal my torn anus, had all the creams and would make sure that repairing was done diligently for the next few days, cleaning, wiping and massaging my hole.

I was strapped into a seated position in the swing, using three, twelve-inch-wide webbing straps to support my head, back, and ass cheeks. My heels were slipped into neoprene restraining sleeves, and they winched my ankles apart using ratchets on webbing straps until my legs were splayed out wider than at any other time in my life.

“I’m Mateus.”

“Whoa, go easy, Mateus. That’s a fucking enormous cock.”

“I’ll be gentle, Jess. It’s a great privilege for me to fuck you.”

“Ahh, that’s nice, sweetie. Let’s both enjoy this.”

Simon stood behind me, holding my body mass steady, planting his chin on my shoulder, inches from Mateus’s head. He told me later he could vaguely see my reflection in my swain’s eyes while I was being fucked.

Emily gripped Mateus’ cock at its base and, when I looked down, I was shocked to see her hand wasn’t even reaching halfway around his girth.

She eased his cock between my labia and slid the smooth, solid glans up and down my creamy furrow for enough strokes to have me trembling like an expectant bride.

Once she felt I was ready, Emily tugged the giant man and his enormous cock until it sunk to half-mast deep inside me. I was breathless and slumped in absolute submission while whimpering in fear.

I wriggled and squirmed, but Simon held fast, comforting and encouraging me all the way while I grew accustomed to the enormous mass stretching my cunt.

“Just give it a minute for your pussy to expand a bit and mold around his cock, wife.”

I couldn’t speak and tried to relax, but all I could think about was getting more cock inside me. My reproductive organs reorganized to fit his massive shaft, and gradually, my fear was replaced by uncontrollable ecstasy.

When he thrust his cock the rest of the way inside my tight, cum filled pussy, my head slumped onto his chest, and I bit hard into Mateus’ nipple while raking his back with sharp fingernails that drew blood.

I ground my forehead into his wiry, matted chest rug, whipping sweaty, soaking wet hair all over him. My voice was hoarse, so I croaked my words, while he moaned because I squeezed his cock so tightly with my pussy walls that I felt every gnarl, vein, and lump.

I was stretched wide and filled right up to my cervix. You couldn’t have squeezed a paper sheet width between my pussy walls and his cock. I wrapped my arms around his neck, still with my head on his chest, and he lifted my chin.

He kissed me gently as though we were concluding a first date. I was so turned on that my pussy squeezed harder each time his tongue made love to mine in gentle, electrifying circles.

I glanced sideways and noted a look of amazement in my husband’s expression. Mateus stared at him and nodded as if asking for permission before fucking me.

Simon held on tight and even managed to lick my neck, planting gentle kisses, while Mateus withdrew, then slid his enormous cock back home in the bottom of my pussy tunnel, crushing my cervix.

He gripped my ass, helping Simon steady me while he fucked like I was some rag doll he needed to wank his cock off with. Mateus pumped faster, harder and with more ferocity than I’d ever been fucked with before. The beast of a man with an enormous cock leaned slightly back to get a better angle to fuck my cunt. He tossed his long curly hair and head backwards before ramming his hips forward as if a massive piston drove them.

He felt carnal, and my pink cathedral celebrated his superior cock inside my cunt.

“I’m craving his sperm, Simon. I want him so badly.”

“Is he better than me?”

I lifted my head and stared at my husband while my lover fucked me into oblivion. Simon loved me in that moment, and I felt the same, with a surging orgasm ripping me into absolute hedonism.

“Sorry, honey. Yes, he is much better and bigger than you, but I still love my husband more than him.”

“It’s okay, babe; I love you too. Finish him and milk all his seed.”

I wiped spit from my chin and lips, facing my swain and his Alpha male face.

“Please cum inside me.”

I watched his eyes sparkle in delight, while his face contorted with fleeting, orgasmic induced love, and his body trembled when an ocean of primordial semen flooded into my cunt.

His seed raced inside me, hunting for the egg he deserved to inseminate, if only for his superior sexual prowess and immense manliness. I was glad to be on the pill, although a dark, taboo part of me admitted I would have enjoyed carrying his baby. That was a step too far because Simon was my everything.

He kept pounding away at my cunt with a cock that didn’t get soft. He jerked, bounced on his toes, and screamed like a wolf at the moon.

Simon held on to me like a trooper, and I felt the heat and sweat of his efforts. When I orgasmed one last time, I turned my head sideways and French-kissed my husband. The last few drops of Mateus’ cum drained into me and I felt his cock twitch vigorously while my husband and I kissed.

“I love you, Jess.”

“I love you too, Simon. Please clear the chapel so you can clean me up. Is that okay?”

My Olympic fuck team cleared everything in minutes while Simon knelt and prayed inside my pussy. My sister blew up a mattress, set it on the altar, and made a bed with duvet before surrounding the marble platform with flowers.

I still dangled on the swing when Simon finished cleaning between my legs. He helped me out of the webbing straps and restraints, and I stepped up onto our holy bed, drawing him with me.

The others left us alone, lying in a warm bed on a white marble altar in a chapel bathed in candlelight.

We talked through the night as two newlywed lovers making plans for the rest of our lives. Eventually, we both nodded off, me with my head on Simon’s chest and he with an arm wrapped around me.

We slept soundly until morning, when Emily came to collect us. She had a mischievous expression and seemed happier than ever. I looked past her shoulder at my trainee cuckold, her husband, and knew immediately that he was in a good place.

“How did last night go, Em?”

“Roger insisted on inviting everyone back to our room, and they only left an hour ago.”

“So, I don’t need to coach Roger anymore?”

“No, Jess, everything will be alright now because of you.”
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The Cuckoldress

"If ever there was a moment to stop this from happening, now is it, Brad.”

I stared deeply into my husband’s eyes with as stony an expression as I could muster under the tawdry circumstances. Conveying the severity of our moment seemed crucial, as did offering my beloved one final chance to call the whole thing off.

I kneeled on our bed, the loving, marital sanctuary upon which Brad had been the only man to take me. A bull stood behind me with one palm placed reassuringly into the small of my back. He was ready to smash my marriage vows with one long stroke of his immense blue-veined, gnarly member, which stood proudly in his hand.

I asked my husband not to have me do this, but then, once it happened, it felt so, so right.

First Class All The Way: Book One

Alice already has a shaky relationship with her boyfriend when she flies to Hong Kong to manage her company’s crucial sales call. With her flight delayed and no room at the inn when she arrives, a sleazy offer is made by a hotel receptionist scouting out beautiful women for a billionaire couple.

Will Alice offer a fuck in exchange for her room and board? She’s jetlagged, far from home, and in an open relationship.
What delights, thrills, and lewd opportunities does the Orient hold for a woman standing at the gates of a sexual adventure? Cirque de Fuck, sex clubs, and random bulls in need of a new girl in town flock around Alice like bees to honey.

My Wife's Italian Fuck Team

James married his perfect, beautiful bride, Tiffany - a couple bonded by love, but like so many young lovers, our Romeo and Juliet knew nothing of each other’s hidden sexual kinks.

On their honeymoon in Italy, a summer’s day drive through Tuscan forests excites the lovers, and they stop at a lonely quarry site, desperate to fuck.

But there are men watching the lovers, wanking, and hoping, Stallions ready to help a couple in need.

When James and Tiffany spot their audience, shock becomes something else.

Read on to find out what happens next.
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