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A Cuckold Gamble

◆◆◆

Chloe’s Point of View

“You’ll gamble everything we have, sweetheart.”

“I need to win big just once, then I’ll get everything back, Chloe.”

“You won’t win, because the odds are stacked against you. But I can’t talk you out of this, so I’ll wait at the bar.”

If I stayed, my husband and I would quarrel in front of the high rollers, and I refused to give them that. I turned and walked away. My shoulders dropped before I told them to. Anxiety took my throat and squeezed, and my head filled with the pictures I carried everywhere now: debt collectors on our front step, letters in red print, a credit score falling through a floor that kept moving.

Lance was forever convinced the next hand would carry him home. Every week, when our local casino closed its doors to the public and the high rollers sat down to their private game, he believed it again.

Every week, the same thing happened.

My husband lost big. Every time he lost, somebody gave him more credit, and he lost that too.

Lance’s gambling had run our lives for nearly a year, and we had almost nothing left. Most of what came into our house came from me. I was an executive with a beverage import group, and I bought whisky, brandy, and wine for a living. None of what I earned stayed in our account long enough to warm it.

Every time we fought, Lance handed me the same ultimatum. Divorce me or back me.

I had backed him. Lately, I was wavering. Our marriage mattered, and his offers to throw it away were the addiction talking, not the man. I couldn’t give up on my husband without a fight. I was just tired of fighting alone.

We married young. I was twenty-four, Lance was twenty-six, and plenty of people told us it wouldn’t last. They were wrong for a long time. The beginning was everything a beginning should be. Six years in, we were tired, broke, and holding on to love with our fingernails.

I reached the bar and slid my palm along the mahogany, one solid slab with tight old grain, from a tree that had stood for a hundred years before anyone cut it down to rest drinks on. I hauled myself onto a leather stool. The split in my black satin dress fell open to the hip. Nobody saw. It was a private evening, and every man in the room was watching a card.

I stared into the polished wood and asked it for wisdom, because nothing else in the building was offering any.

A coaster slid in front of me. Harry had tended that bar for as long as Lance had been losing at the tables behind it, and somewhere along the way he’d become a friend. He gave me the smile people give at funerals.

“Would you like a drink, Chloe? It’s on the house.”

“Yeah, I’ll take a mineral water, please, Harry. Ice and a slice.”

“I see Lance is in the red again.”

“Yup. He won’t be done until we lose everything.”

“Why do you put up with it?”

“Sometimes the only way out of a car crash is to start your escape after the vehicle stops rolling, Harry.”

He set the glass down, and the ice cracked in the water.

A round of applause rippled across the tables and through the handful of guests watching. My heart jumped with it, because applause meant a big win, and I turned on my stool before I could stop myself.

It wasn’t Lance.

My husband sat slumped in his chair, cards face down, looking every inch the sad, lonely loser he had spent a year becoming.

I turned back. Harry had seen my face. He looked away to spare me and polished a glass that didn’t need it, and I sat alone with my water and my misery. I sighed, rolled my eyes at myself, and got ready to collect my husband, ease his pain, and count our losses.

“Just before you leave, Chloe, may I say something?”

“Yes, Harry?”

“You need to leave Lance. I hate saying it, but I’ve watched men lose at that table a thousand times, and the ones who lose like him never rise again. They don’t stop gambling until the curtain comes down on their whole life, and in his case, you’ll get dragged along.”

“Thanks, Harry. It’s fair advice, and I appreciate it. I’ll be seeing you around—probably right here, next week. And thanks for the drink.”

I collected Lance from the table and held his hand tight. It trembled in mine. His eyes had already filled, and I prayed he could hold the tears for sixty more seconds, just long enough for me to get him through the front door.

We made it as far as the foyer.

“Hey, Chloe, can I have a word, please?”

I knew the voice before I turned. I spun around, and my husband turned with me in a slower orbit, coming about like an oceangoing tanker.

Simon was crossing the marble toward us, smiling, with one arm already out.

For a moment the shame lifted. For one breath I wasn’t broke, and I wasn’t steering a crying husband toward a revolving door. I was a girl from our old street, seeing a boy she’d known all her life.

“Hi, Simon, it’s lovely to see you. What’s up?”

He didn’t offer his hand. He kept walking, took my elbow, and steered me behind the reception desk toward an unmarked door.

“Come with me, please, Chloe. It’s a private matter.”

“Private to you and me, or private including Lance?”

“Both of you, please.”

The smile had gone. Simon looked intent, and he sounded worse. I knew something was wrong, and I kept my face calm, because I couldn’t imagine what any of it had to do with me.

Simon and I grew up together. We dated in high school and never got past first base, and then college sent us to different states and we lost each other. Years later we found each other again. I was starting out as a whisky buyer, and he was working at the casino. I waited for him to ask me to dinner. He never did. I had a couple of romances through work, and then I met Lance, and the rest is history.

He led us down an office corridor, fast. My anxiety came back, and it brought friends.

“Where are we going, Simon?”

“To my office. It’s just around the next corner.”

His office stopped me in the doorway.

A brass plate on a wooden stand at the front edge of his desk said MANAGING DIRECTOR. Photographs on the wall showed Simon with the three other part owners of a casino with two thousand slot machines and three hundred tables. While he organized his desk, I walked the room. More frames showed him with visiting celebrities and with the charities the casino supported, handing over checks the size of doors.

The sofas were baby-blue Italian leather. The carpet was so white I felt guilty for wearing shoes on it. The desk, the conference table, and the cabinets had all been cut from one great mahogany, and I knew good grain when I saw it, because I had paid a fortune for barrels made from lesser wood. Simon had done well.

His hair had gone blond since high school. Money does things to men.

“Wow, Simon. This is the most gorgeous office I’ve ever seen.”

“Sit down, please, both of you. Would you like coffee, or anything else to drink?”

“No, thanks.”

He didn’t wait for my husband’s answer. He didn’t ask for it. I sat on the blue leather anyway, to hear my old friend out, with a small, hot irritation rising under my ribs at being managed. Lance drifted to a lit glass cabinet of sports memorabilia and clasped his hands behind his back to admire it.

Simon looked at me for a long time, like a man deciding where to begin, and my heart started to run.

I smiled. Then I frowned. Then I clasped my hands in my lap to keep them still.

“You’re scaring me, Simon.”

“Lance owes a hundred thousand dollars, Chloe.”

“Oh, fuck. I thought it was ten grand.”

“Nope. Ask him if you need confirmation.”

My husband hadn’t blinked. He was bent over a presentation box with a scuffed old baseball inside it. My heart hammered against my ribs, and the white room tilted once and didn’t settle.

I buy rare things for a living. I know what they’re worth and what people will pay for them, and I know those are rarely the same number. A hundred thousand dollars was more than any cask I had ever signed for. It was more than we would ever have again.

“Lance?”

Nothing.

“Lance?”

Nothing.

“Lance.”

The third time, he turned around with the most apologetic face he owned. He’d heard me the first time. He’d chosen not to answer.

“Sorry, babe. I didn’t hear. These trophies are so awesome. They must be worth a fortune.”

“We have a problem to deal with.”

“What’s up, Chloe?”

“Did you hear what Simon said?”

“Yeah. Kind of.”

“How will you pay off the debt?”

“Umm, well. It’s—umm. Why don’t you ask Simon?”

I turned from my stupidly calm husband to my old friend. By now both men had made me angry, and I was sure Simon knew something. Lance had already turned back to his baseball, and something in his answer gnawed at me.

“What does he mean, Simon?”

“Your husband has offered you in exchange for canceling the debt, Chloe.”

It felt like somebody had opened my skull and squeezed a lime onto my brain.

My face twisted. I tried to take the sentence in and couldn’t, and tried again, and couldn’t. I sat up straight, pressed my knees together hard, and looked from one man to the other.

“Fucking—come again?”

“Lance has offered you in repayment of the debt.”

“In what way has my husband offered me?”

Oh, come on, Chloe. You know what the bastard did.

My head snapped between them like a spectator’s at a tennis final. My stomach rolled. The room went light at the edges while the meaning assembled itself, piece by piece, into something that terrified me.

“Lance has offered you in a sexual way to cancel out his debt.”

Each word was a hammer blow to my soul, smashing another dent in my marriage. I felt like a common whore, traded by a brothel owner to anyone with enough money to fuck me. My eyes filled. Simon held out a box of tissues, and I tore them out one after another, soaking up the pain that rolled down my cheeks.

“To whom did my husband offer me?”

“Lance agreed to hand you over to a wealthy man who holds his debt.”

“And this man wants to fuck me?”

“It’s not my place to say, Chloe.”

“I need a fucking name, Simon. Who is it?”

“Peter Ingram.”

“I’ve never heard of him.”

I went through every Peter I had ever known, recent, middle distance, and far back. There were six. None of them was wealthy. None of them was an Ingram. This wasn’t an old flame’s unrequited love. It was revenge on my husband or it was a kink, and I didn’t know which frightened me more.

“He’s a local gangster, Chloe.”

“Fucking hell. I won’t do it. This is on Lance. He’s a stupid asshole, and he needs to sort out his own debt. I’m not fucking anyone for money like some cheap whore.”

“One hundred thousand dollars isn’t cheap.”

“Fuck off, Simon. You know what I meant.”

Simon came around the desk and sat beside me on the sofa. I was shaking, with anger and fear together, and I could see he was upset too, though not for my reasons. He smelled of good soap and something warm underneath it, and my body leaned half an inch toward it before my mind noticed.

Then my husband crossed the white carpet, knelt at my feet, and cried.

“Peter will kill me if you don’t do this, Chloe.”

“Why, Lance? Why the fuck would you do this to us? To me?”

He bowed his head. His tears fell onto Simon’s beautiful carpet and sat there, dark on white.

“I never thought it would come to this. I honestly believed my luck would change.”

I let go of his hands. I couldn’t hold them and hold myself together at the same time. I looked at Simon and prayed he had another answer. His face gave me nothing.

“Is there any other way?”

“Can you or Lance access one hundred thousand dollars?”

“Fuck, no!”

“Then this seems to be your only option, Chloe.”

“How many times must I sleep with this guy? Peter, is it?”

“Peter wants one night with you upstairs in the penthouse. Tonight. Everything is prepared.”

I recoiled and shoved my husband away from my knees, as though pushing him might push the problem away with him.

“Did you know about this, Lance? Is that why I’m here tonight? As payment for your bad debt, in case you lost?”

“Yes. I’m sorry, Chloe. Can we get through this, please?”

“It’s too fucking late to say you’re sorry, you disgusting bastard. You offered your wife—a woman who has only ever made love to you since the day we met—to another man. How fucked up is that?”

I wagged my finger in his face, and then my breath went. It came short and fast and wouldn’t come back, and I fell against the sofa, sobbing and gasping. Simon was at his desk in two strides, pulling open a drawer. He shook open a brown paper bag and put it in my hands, and I breathed into it until my heart and lungs agreed to stay.

I looked at the bag. It was exactly the right size.

“Who keeps a paper bag in their desk drawer?”

“Someone who needs it as often as you do, Chloe.”

His face was soft and kind, and that was very little comfort to a married woman about to be defiled by a stranger to pay off her husband’s debt. I sank into the leather, stared at the flawless white ceiling, and prayed for an epiphany that would lead our marriage away from infidelity.

When I looked at my husband again, I didn’t see the boy I married. I saw an addict who would clear a debt at any price, and the price was me. There was no point quarreling with him, interrogating him, or trying to understand him.

I had to choose. Walk away, or stay and save my husband’s life.

“If I agree, what happens, Simon?”

“Security will take Lance upstairs first to settle him. Then Peter arrives at the hotel, and my team brings you up to meet him.”

“Why is Lance going to be there?”

“Peter wants to teach him a lesson.”

“So do I. It’s not a bad idea. But making my husband watch a stranger fuck me is pretty extreme.”

“It might work for all three of you. Lance watching Peter make love to you may be the tonic that cures his addiction.”

“Will Peter physically hurt my husband?”

“No. That’s not his way. He wants to make love to you.”

“Why me?”

“You’ll have to ask him.”

I sighed from the bottom of my lungs. Lance had picked himself up off the carpet and folded into a wingback chair across from me, looking like a desperate, pathetic worm. One thought kept knocking in my head, louder each time: somebody would pay a hundred thousand dollars to fuck me. The most expensive escorts in the country, the ones with agents and Instagram followings, topped out at ten grand a night.

I knew how to value a rare thing. I had never once been appraised.

I felt lifted. It was cheap and it was sleazy, but I felt lifted. I stood, walked to my husband, cupped his chin in my palm, and made him look up at me.

“Do you realize this man will want to cum inside me?”

“You could ask Peter to wear a condom, Chloe.”

“I hate condoms. It seems to me you should have thought about that before you agreed to let a stranger plant his seed in my womb.”

“You’re taking birth control.”

“Is nothing sacred to you, Lance? Nobody else has been inside me since we met.”

“Sorry, Chloe.”

“Yeah. You said that. It doesn’t mean much right now.”

I turned to Simon, who had sympathy written all over his face. I made myself be practical. We had nothing left to sell, and there was no other quick way around a hundred thousand dollars.

“So I’m to lose my dignity at the hands of a sordid pervert?”

“I don’t think Peter is anything like that, Chloe. And fair exchange is no robbery.”

“One hundred grand for one night with my pussy. I should be honored I fetched such a high price.”

I shook my head. Simon held up the paper bag again, and I waved it away politely. He was the messenger, and I wasn’t going to shoot him.

“What does Peter want from me? I mean, specific details?”

“No-holds-barred lovemaking.”

“Hold on, Simon. That could be fucking dangerous for me. I don’t do anal, and there are limits to what any girl can cram down her throat.”

“Not really, because you can back out of this deal at any time.”

“Ah. Okay. I’m guessing Peter then withdraws his offer to cancel my husband’s debt?”

“No. Once you step into the penthouse, payment of Lance’s debt is guaranteed.”

I turned that over and felt calmer for it. Peter Ingram was handing me control. Whether I fucked him was my decision. My husband’s absolution was a few voluntary steps across a penthouse floor, and every one of those steps belonged to me.

I kept glancing at Lance, and all I felt was hate.

“Honey. Look at me.”

“Yes, Chloe?”

“Is this the only way to clear your debt?”

“I’m afraid so, yes.”

I glanced sideways at Simon. He nodded.

“Okay. Let’s do it.”

Simon’s security team took five minutes to arrive. I was surprised, and a little angry, when they handcuffed my husband before they led him, contrite and silent, out of the office.

“He’ll be restrained throughout this transaction, Chloe.”

“Fucking hell. That’s a bit scary, Simon.”

“Peter doesn’t want this cuckolding to be disrupted.”

“Cuckolding?”

“We should probably call it what it is, right?”

I shook the word out of my head, because my body had tingled the moment he said it. My panties went warm, and somewhere deep inside my womb, the tiniest tickling had begun.

“Can you tell me more about this man, please? Am I going to be disgusted with myself for the rest of my life for fucking the devil?”

“Peter is not a devil. I rather like him. Maybe you will too.”

“I doubt that.”

“Do you want a drink? Something to calm your nerves.”

“Okay. Yes, please.”

Simon walked to a small bar at the far end of the office and poured. When he put the glass in my hand, I lifted it to my nose out of habit, and the room went away.

First honey, then orange peel and dried apricot, then old oak gone soft as leather, with a thread of spice at the end. Forty years in the cask, at least. I was terrified, my nerves were in shreds, and my nose still did its job.

“That’s at least a forty-year-old malt. If I weren’t so terrified, and my nerves weren’t torn apart, I’d say it was Fettercairn.”

“Your nose has never let you down before, Chloe. You nailed it.”

I sat back against the blue leather with a generous pour of a seven-thousand-dollar Highland malt older than I was. It went down warm and took the edge off everything. Then the heat kept going. It reached my pussy before it reached my nerves, and I felt my lips swell against the satin, and my face burned because they had.

“You’re blushing, Chloe.”

“It’s the whisky. May I have another one, please?”

“Take the whole bottle, sweetheart. I’m sorry this happened to you.”

“Are you sure? This is a fucking excellent malt, and it isn’t cheap.”

“You’re worth that and much more, Chloe. Collect it before you leave. I’ll have a car waiting outside to take you home when you’re done. Anything I can do to make this easier for you is my pleasure.”

“You could sign a check for a hundred grand.”

“I wish it were that simple.”

“At least make my husband walk home.”

We both laughed, and I poured another measure of the most expensive whisky I had ever drunk.

After college I backpacked through France and Scotland, working harvests in the vineyards and shifts in the distilleries, and I came home with a nose and a palate I hadn’t known I owned. Two years later, a multinational hired me to source rare whisky, brandy, and wine. Eighteen months after that, I was the group’s executive buyer, flying to Europe six times a year to put prices on things other people couldn’t.

Somewhere into the second glass, my mind went back to our old street and the boy who never called.

“Why weren’t you interested in me after college?”

“I can’t answer that, Chloe.”

A polite knock at the door took the question away. The security team was back. I threw back the rest of my whisky in one swallow and looked at Simon.

“No handcuffs for me, okay?”

“Of course not.”

Our journey to the penthouse was brief.

They walked me to a private elevator behind the reception desk, paneled in walnut and lit like the inside of a jewelry box. Ella Fitzgerald was singing “Someone to Watch Over Me” through speakers I couldn’t see, so softly that her voice seemed to come out of the walls. I licked my lips. The Fettercairn was still there on the finish, honey, and old oak, and I chased it with my tongue while the numbers climbed.

My panties were warm and soaked through. Somewhere around the twentieth floor, a bead of my arousal slipped past the drenched gusset and zigzagged down the inside of my thigh, slow and sticky, and I pressed my knees together too late to stop it.

The guards and I didn’t speak, and I didn’t look at them. I was terrified they could smell me. I could smell me, my own heat rising out of the satin, sharp and sweet under the whisky. One man’s nostrils twitched. He rubbed his nose with a finger, as though scolding an itch, and never once connected it to the wet cunt standing eighteen inches from his elbow.

The elevator hummed under my heels, and every time it eased past another floor, the satin shifted across my swollen lips and dragged against my clit, and I had to stop myself from rocking into it. I thought about Lance already up there somewhere, cuffed and waiting, and the picture should have made me sick. It didn’t. Simon’s word came back to me instead, the one I had shaken out of my head in his office. Cuckolding. My cunt clenched on it, hard, like a fist closing, and I stared at the walnut paneling and pretended I hadn’t felt it.

The doors opened onto darkness. I stepped out alone, and the steel slid shut behind me before I could turn around. The last I saw of Simon’s security team was a strip of elevator light narrowing to nothing.

I stepped forward like a small girl in a forest after dark, when the wolves are out. The room swallowed every sound except my heels tapping on hardwood.

“Hello?”

Nothing.

“Hello?”

A muffled, choking cry came from somewhere in the dark, and my skin went cold. I felt along the wall for a light switch. Before my fingers found one, a dim red glow bled out of hidden fixtures near the ceiling and turned the room a deep, hellish red.

Through the warm mist of the whisky, my mind drifted back to the devil.

“Hello? Peter, are you there?”

Silence.

I walked further into a living room so big the red light gave up before it reached the walls. The malt had made me warm and braver than I had any right to be, and my body had decided the taboo was exciting whether my mind approved or not. My hips rolled when I walked. I was strutting, and half an hour earlier I had been breathing into a paper bag.

The crying came again, closer.

I followed it. Wherever I stepped, the light followed me, brightening in a pool around my feet and dying to pitch black behind me, so that I carried a small red room with me through the dark. Ahead, shapes glowed where steel caught the light, and I wondered whether I had found Lucifer’s bedroom.

“Who’s there? Lance?”

“Mmm. Mmm, hmm.”

“Fucking hell!”

Something moved, and my husband’s face came up into the light.

He was still handcuffed, but they had moved his hands to the front. A thick leather strap ran around his head and held a ball gag in his mouth, and spit had run out around the ball and down his chin onto his shirt. At the back of his head, a small brass padlock held the strap shut.

He was inside a cage. Steel bars ran from the floor to the ceiling, bolted into the hardwood, and a leather armchair sat in the middle of it, facing out.

I grabbed the door and pulled. It didn’t give. I pulled harder, and it rattled in its frame and held, and my stomach dropped through the floor. In Simon’s office, I had held the control in this deal. Now my husband was a prisoner, and I had agreed to be his only way out. His eyes found mine through the bars, wet and red-rimmed and begging.

His shirt was soaked dark down the front with spit and sweat. He was breathing hard through his nose, his chest heaving against the buttons, and every breath whistled wetly around the ball. The armchair behind him faced an empty stretch of floor, and I understood that it had been placed with care, that someone had measured exactly where my husband would sit and what he would see from there.

Pity came, and it sat in my chest where it belonged. Lower down, my body answered something else entirely, and my panties grew wetter while I stood holding the door of my husband’s cage.

Something shifted behind me. I spun and stared into the shadows.

“He’s quite comfortable in there, Chloe. Lance can’t be released until you decide what happens next. As you can see, he has a comfortable chair to sit in and watch.”

The voice was low and unhurried, and it came from beyond the edge of my light. I turned toward it and saw nothing but black.

“You want my husband to be a spectator?”

“I thought Simon had already explained to you how this goes?”

“And what do you think we’ll be doing, Peter?”

“Please don’t play games. Simon has explained everything. The choice about whether we make love or not is entirely yours.”

“I need to see you, Peter.”

He came out of the darkness, and the red light found him one piece at a time. Bare feet. Long legs. Black boxer briefs and nothing else. He stood six feet tall, and his body was the most beautifully ripped I had ever seen, every muscle across his stomach sitting in its own small shadow. He had a mop of inky black hair and obsidian eyes, and a black half mask covered everything between them and his upper lip. I couldn’t make out his features, and that frightened me more than the cage did.

My body swung between arousal and fear like a roller coaster throwing itself through corners, the deep, taboo hunger to be fucked by a stranger in one car and the terror of it in the next.

“Why are you wearing a mask?”

“It’s a half mask, and I wear it to protect you, Chloe.”

“You’re trying to protect me? I think that’s the last thing on anyone’s mind tonight.”

I scoffed out loud. Simon had called this man a gangster, and the gangster was talking to me like the mysterious lead in a play. I felt disgraced, because I wanted him, and there was no hiding it from myself. My cunt had swollen against my panties the moment he walked into the light, and it hadn’t stopped flowing since. I could feel the slick, sticky mess every time I shifted my weight.

“I’m keen you aren’t able to identify me, Chloe. Perhaps later, that worry might be unfounded.”

“What do you want with me, Peter?”

“I want to make love.”

“You’re very direct.”

“I know what I want, so yes. Being direct and honest is usually the best way.”

“And right now, you want to fuck my pussy.”

“You, yes, always. Your pussy only if you want to gift it.”

“And if I don’t like your terms?”

“Your husband’s debt is resolved, and you may leave anytime.”

I was standing on a stage opposite a handsome, dastardly villain who spoke like a romantic lead, and every word out of his mouth coaxed my pussy out to play while my brain screamed at me to run. My body wasn’t listening to my brain. Hormones had hold of me, and they had set me off on the oldest journey a woman’s body knows.

I wanted Peter to fuck me hard, and I wanted my husband to watch every sleazy detail.

Peter stepped close, and behind me Lance screamed into his gag. I spun around to look at my husband, and while my back was turned, the man who had paid to be my lover slid up behind me, wrapped both arms around my waist, and pulled me tight against his body. He was solid from his chest to his thighs, and warm through the satin.

In his cage, Lance was having a fit. His cuffed hands beat at the bars. More spit frothed out around the ball from the corners of a mouth stretched so wide the leather had cut red lines into his cheeks, and the gag swallowed almost all of the howl coming out of him.

I slid my feet across the floorboards toward him, and Peter came with me, his arms locked around my waist.

“You’re in prison for being a fucking bad husband.”

“Mmmm. Hmmmm.”

“I get it, Lance. You wanted Peter to fuck me privately, so you wouldn’t have to watch.”

He nodded. He couldn’t speak, and he didn’t need to. That nod told me how deep his deceit had run.

Soft kisses landed on the side of my neck, gentler than my husband had ever kissed me. My nipples tightened against the satin. I ground my ass back into Peter, and a hard cock pushed back into me through his briefs and my dress, thick and hot, pressing into the cleft of my ass. I felt lifted by how badly this man wanted me, and I kept my eyes on Lance the whole time.

One of Peter’s hands spread flat across my stomach and held me against him. The other slid up over the satin and cupped my breast, and his thumb found my nipple through the fabric and circled it, slowly, until it stood up hard for him in front of my husband.

“He’s hard, Lance. He’s pressing his cock into my ass right now, and I can feel every inch of him through my dress.”

Lance made a sound like a man being kicked.

“Don’t look away, honey. You put me here. Peter thinks cuckolding you will help, Lance. Nod if you agree.”

He shook his head violently and screamed something into the gag that sounded like no.

“But you wanted this, honey. You traded me like a whore, and now you’re being set up as a cuckold. Is that what you expected?”

He shook his head again, harder, crying and screaming into the leather. His knuckles had gone white around the bars.

“I guess you thought I’d be fucked someplace far away, where you didn’t have to watch and could pretend it never happened?”

His head dropped. His hands slid down the steel, and I knew my husband was beaten.

Then I saw the front of his pants.

My husband was hard. His cock tented the fabric, and the red light found a small, dark wet spot at the tip where he had leaked through. He saw me see it. He twisted away from the bars and tried to turn his hips from me, but the cuffs held his hands in front of him, and there was nowhere in that cage to hide.

“You keep shaking your head, honey, but look at your cock.”

He squeezed his eyes shut, and tears ran out from under the lids.

Something went through me, part contempt and part power, and it landed hot and low between my legs. My clit throbbed against my panties while I stared at the wet spot on my husband’s pants.

I turned inside Peter’s arms. They were strong and gentle at once. This close, my nose went to work the way it always does. Calvin Klein on top, already fading. Clean sweat, mild and fresh. His pre-cum, salty, rising off the front of his briefs. And under all of it, something warm that my body leaned toward before my mind could object.

“You’re aroused, Peter.”

“So are you, Chloe.”

“How do you know?”

“Your pupils are dilated, your nostrils are flaring like crazy, and I detect a delicious aroma of your shameful pussy juice. Just a hint, mind you, but it’s enough to hook any target.”

“Is that what you are? My target?”

“All the power in the room is yours, Chloe. I designed our tryst that way.”

“Is Lance’s debt to you paid off already?”

“Yes.”

“So I could leave now, and no more would be said?”

“Yes.”

I stayed in his arms. I pushed my hips forward, slowly, and his cock pressed into my mons through the satin, and my clit throbbed against it. I felt every bit the whore my husband had made me, and strangely, I was enjoying it. I held the power over both of these men, and my cunt knew it before I did.

I turned back toward my husband, slipped out of Peter’s arms, and walked to the cage. I wrapped my hands around two of the bars, just above Lance’s.

“I’ll teach you a lesson you’ll never forget, Lance. After Peter fucks me and cums inside me, you’ll be disgraced and humiliated forever. Once I’m through, I doubt you’ll think your losing streak at poker was worth watching this man fuck me.”

Lance came out of the chair and slammed his body into the bars, screaming. The whole cage shook. His face was an inch from mine, and his eyes had gone hollow, the eyes of a man who has just understood the size of what he’s done.

“Yeah, husband. You’ll damn well regret this, and very soon.”

I walked back into Peter’s arms, looked up into his eyes, and kissed him.

Our lips brushed, and something sizzled between them. Then his tongue came into my mouth like an electric whiplash, and my knees buckled. He caught me and held me upright with his hands on my ass, his fingers squeezing between my cheeks through the satin and the lace beneath it, and my cunt clenched so hard I moaned into his mouth.

I kissed him more urgently than I had ever believed I could kiss a stranger. I had stepped out of my marriage vows and into a hedonistic fantasy, and the lover waiting for me there was passionate, and hungry, and familiar.

He found my zipper and drew it down in one smooth pull. I gave the smallest shrug, and my dress slid off my shoulders and fell around my heels in a puddle of black satin. I stood there in a scrap of soaked lace and my heels and nothing else.

I felt Peter’s gasp against my forehead before I heard it. His eyes went down my body and came back up slowly, and I stood in the red light and bathed in his admiration. I was all woman, and after a year of a tragic marriage, it felt good to take that back. Behind me, the bars of the cage rattled.

I turned around so my husband could see me.

Nobody but Lance had seen me naked in six years. I stood in front of his cage in my heels and a scrap of wet lace, with the red light on my breasts and my nipples hard, and I let him look at all of it. The cool air of the penthouse moved over my skin and found the slick on my inner thighs, and I shivered, and I didn’t cover a single inch of myself.

“Take a good look, Lance. This is what you sold.”

Peter’s hands came around me from behind and settled on my hips. His cock pressed into the small of my back, and I watched my husband’s eyes follow another man’s fingers across his wife’s skin.

“You’re such a beautiful woman, Chloe.”

“Right now, I’m your whore. You and my husband made me that.”

“You aren’t that at all. I’ve made sure nobody can consider you a whore.”

“You paid me for sex.”

“And now the debt is relinquished. You don’t have to do this. It’s your choice, Chloe.”

He had made a turn I hadn’t made yet. Fucking him to punish my husband was easy as long as I was a whore paying off a debt. The debt was gone. That left a wife, nearly naked in a room with her husband, deciding whether to be unfaithful in front of him.

“Do you see me as a wife having an affair?”

“I only see your beauty and my desire, Chloe.”

He looked down at me. The mask hid most of his face, but I didn’t need the rest of it to know he was handsome. His eyes were beautiful, and all they wanted was me.

“How do we do this, Peter?”

“I have a bed on rollers. We can move it closer to the cell, or we can stay in the darkness.”

“Does fucking me in front of my husband get you off, Peter?”

“Not at all. I figured you might want closure.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Given the scale of Lance’s gambling debts over the past year, you must have been at a junction before you came here tonight, Chloe. Realizing that your husband had agreed to put you up as security must have brought you to a decision point.”

I couldn’t argue with him. It shocked me how little love I had left for my husband. And in front of me stood a man who had made a massive play for me, who had put a hundred thousand dollars on the table and rolled the dice with no promise of any return.

“Let’s move the bed to my cuckold husband, please. As close to his prison as we can get it.”

I walked into the dark with my new lover, and the lights followed us to a huge bed on steel casters. We pushed it together across the hardwood, and it rolled with a low rumble. When we reached the cage, I told Peter it was still too far. I wanted Lance able to reach through the bars and touch the sheets when I was done.

“I want my husband to smell your semen when it drips out of my fuck hole.”

“Wow, Chloe. That was a quick change.”

“Those most adaptable to change will succeed, Peter.”

We shoved it the last few feet, until the foot of the mattress pressed against the bars. I nodded, and Peter stamped down the brake on each caster until the bed stood as solid as his cock had felt against me. Lance had sunk back into his chair. The sheets were close enough for him to touch now, and he was staring at them.

In full view of my husband, I knelt in front of Peter. The hardwood was cool under my knees. I slid my thumbs inside the waistband of his boxer briefs and drew them down slowly, and when the fabric caught on his cock, I pulled harder, until his veiny shaft sprang loose and slapped up against his stomach, and my marriage vows shattered with it.

He was circumcised, and beautifully. The head was flushed a deep purple and glistening with a veneer of pre-cum, with a neat, soft ridge of skin sitting beneath the crown. I wrapped my hand around the base of his shaft, and my fingers couldn’t reach three-quarters of the way around. He trembled inside my grip.

My nostrils flared. The smell of him rose off his skin, musk and salt and heat, and a tickle of joy ran from my clit up into my womb, the kind that comes right before an orgasm, when nothing had even touched me yet. Shivers rippled through me. Adrenaline and endorphins flooded my blood and warmed my muscles, and I felt my body stretching itself out, readying itself for a long, hard fuck from a beautiful lover.

I glanced at Lance. He was gripping the arms of his chair, and his eyes were fixed on my hand.

My wedding band sat on the hand wrapped around him. The gold pressed into the veins of Peter’s shaft, and my engagement diamond caught the red light and threw it back. A slow drop of pre-cum rolled down from his head, crossed my knuckles, and seeped into the gap between my ring and my skin, warm and sticky.

I turned my wrist so Lance could see it.

“Look at my ring, Lance. Look where it is.”

He looked. His cuffed hands came up and wrapped around the bars in front of his face, and he didn’t blink.

I leaned in, flattened my tongue, pushed it out as far as it would go, and licked Peter’s swollen, sticky head from the salty edge of his circumcision all the way up to the tiny eye that kept oozing more.

His taste burned across every taste bud I had. I’ve built a career on my palate, and nothing I have ever put on it took me over the way he did. I licked all the way around his crown, gathering the creamy coating onto my tongue, and his flavor went straight into my hardwiring and pushed Lance out of it.

I swallowed, and his pre-cum coated my throat, and I enjoyed every second of being the slut who was paying off her husband’s debt. When I’d licked him clean, I held his cock under my nose and breathed in the man who would soon empty his balls deep inside my cunt. I looked at my husband while I did it. Then I closed my lips around the purple head of Peter’s cock and sucked it gently.

“I love a circumcised cock, Peter. Especially one this long and thick. You’re much bigger than my husband.”

“Thank you, Chloe.”

I said the last part straight to Lance’s face, and his chin started to shake.

I sealed my lips tight around Peter’s gnarled shaft and sucked, licking the thick vein along its underside and letting my spit run down him. I wanked him with a slow, twisting grip while my mouth worked the head. He gathered my ponytail in his fist, wrapped it around his hand, and drew my hair back off my face.

He’s giving Lance a better view.

I rolled my neck, took a deep breath, and slid my lips down his cock until the head pushed into my throat, and I squeezed it there. Peter’s knees buckled. I grabbed both of his ass cheeks, pushed my face forward, and held him upright while he folded over me.

The last inch was the hardest. My throat choked on him and milked him at the same time, and I dug both hands deep between his ass cheeks and pulled myself onto him until my lips kissed the hair at the root of his cock.

I rode my face up and down him a dozen times in short, hard strokes, letting his cock stretch my throat open while spit ran off my chin and dripped onto his floor.

I gagged and pulled back. His cock came out of my mouth trailing a thick string of spit that swung between us and broke. I wiped my chin with the back of my hand and looked at my husband.

“Did you see that, Lance? I’ve never done that for you.”

The sound he made into the gag wasn’t a word.

I wanted Peter on his bed, and I wanted him now. I hooked my thumbs into my panties and tore them down my legs, and the lace was so wet it clung to my thighs on the way. I balled them up and threw them through the bars. They hit Lance in the chest and dropped into his lap.

“That’s all you’ll have from me.”

His cuffed hands closed around the lace in his lap. He didn’t throw it back. He held my panties in both hands, close to his chest, and I watched his thumbs move over the soaked gusset, back and forth, feeling how wet another man had made his wife, while his hips shifted in the chair.

My husband’s screaming and crying climbed to a fever pitch, and I had no time for him. Something primal was dragging me toward Peter and the cock that had suddenly captured my body and soul.

He lifted me by the ass with both hands and set me down on the bed, gently. He didn’t look at my face. He pried my knees apart, sank to his own at the edge of the mattress, and looked at my cunt.

“I want to pray at your altar, Chloe.”

“Fucking hell, Peter. Don’t stop talking, please.”

His tongue went through every fold of my swollen lips and licked the cream out of each one. Then his lips closed around my clit and sucked it out from under its hood until it throbbed, and I throbbed everywhere with it. He dragged my sticky clit from side to side with his tongue, sucking on it like a pacifier.

“Oh, God. Lance, he’s sucking my clit. He’s — fuck —”

Peter hummed, low, with my clit held between his lips, and the vibration went straight down into me, and I came in his mouth.

It tore through me. Every muscle I had locked, and I squirted. I felt it leave me, and the shame hit as hard as the orgasm did, and I tried to wriggle out from under his mouth.

“Argh! F-f-fuck, how?”

He didn’t stop to explain why I was cumming so hard. He swallowed every squirt I gave him, and I flared up again, bucked my ass off the bed, and collapsed onto the sheets like an animal caught in a claw trap. I scrambled backward up the mattress to escape him. He eased off for a moment and licked me softly, drew me back down to his mouth by my hips, and sent me over again, harder.

When I came down from the second one, my leg had kicked out across the bed, and my heel had gone through the bars of the cage. My husband’s cuffed hands were wrapped around my ankle. He was holding on to me while another man licked me through it, his forehead pressed against the steel and his thumbs moving on the bone of my ankle, and the sheet under me was soaked cold all the way down to where he knelt.

I didn’t pull my foot away.

“Feel that, Lance? Feel me shaking? He’s doing that to me.”

At the peak of it, I floated back down on clouds.

“Oh, fuck, Simon. Please make love to me.”

He stopped. He lifted his head from between my thighs and stared at me in utter shock, his mouth and chin shining with me.

“You knew it was me?”

“Of course I knew it was you. Your scent is the same as when we dated in school. It’s imprinted on my soul, because you were my first love. I don’t know why you’ve done this.”

“Because I love you, Chloe. I always did. I don’t understand how you figured it out.”

“Oh, come on, Simon. The blond hair downstairs was a wig. I always loved your inky black rug. Forget about how I knew. Explain to me why, please.”

I’d known since he took me in his arms. The cologne was new, and it was a good disguise for about ten seconds. Then my nose went under it, the same as it goes under the oak in a glass to find the spirit, and there he was, the boy from our old street. I kept calling him Peter anyway. A stranger made it easier to be filthy in front of my husband, and I wanted to be filthy in front of my husband more than I wanted to be honest with myself.

I looked at my husband. Lance had lost his mind completely, throwing himself against the bars and screaming into the ball. It was over, and he knew it. All that was left were a few words, his anger, my happiness, and a courtroom.

I held a finger to my lips.

“It’s over between us, and I don’t care whether you stay, but one more sound, and you’ll be leaving, Lance.”

I don’t know what silenced him, but he went quiet. When I turned back, Simon had pulled off his mask, and my first true love was kneeling beside the bed with his face bare.

“You weren’t interested in me when we met again after college, Simon, or for years afterward.”

“Yeah. I was.”

“Then why didn’t you ask me out on a date?”

He stood up in all his glory, and I took in every curve of him, every muscle and every small blemish. I knew something majestic was coming, so I spread my legs for it and watched his hard cock swing like a pendulum, almost menacingly.

“I wanted to make something of myself, Chloe. I needed to have substance to offer you and our children.”

My heart melted. I looked at Lance, then at Simon, and then back at Lance, and I shook my head at my husband. He knew.

Simon climbed onto the bed between my thighs, and the mattress dipped under his knees. He didn’t hurry. He knelt there with his cock standing thick and dark against his stomach and looked down at me, at my face and my breasts and my open cunt, and I watched him take his time over all of it.

“Lance can see everything from there, Chloe.”

“I want him to.”

I turned my head on the sheet. Lance had come forward in his chair with his forehead against the bars and my panties still bunched in his fists. The foot of the bed was pressed to the steel a few inches from him, and his eyes went from Simon’s cock to my cunt and back again.

Simon took his cock in his fist and dragged the head through my slit, from my entrance up to my clit and back down, slowly, until it shone with me. My clit jumped every time his crown passed over it. He did it again, and I heard the wet sound it made, and so did my husband.

“Please, Simon.”

He set the head of his cock against my hole and pushed.

My cunt had never been opened that wide. The crown of his cock stretched me around it, and I felt the burn at my entrance as my lips spread and gave, and then the head slipped inside me and my whole body clenched down on it. I grabbed his forearms. He held still and let me feel his cock, and my cunt pulsed around the thick ridge of his crown while I breathed.

“Look at your husband, Chloe.”

I looked. Lance’s mouth was stretched around the ball, and his breath hissed wet through his nose.

Simon slid his cock into me an inch at a time. He filled places in my cunt that nobody had ever touched, and he kept going after I thought there was no more of me to fill, until his crown pressed against the end of me and his balls rested against my ass. I cried out, long and raw, a sound I had never made in six years of marriage, and my husband heard every second of it.

“Lance, he’s all the way in. His cock is all the way inside me.”

The sound Lance made went up through his nose and broke.

Simon began to fuck me. He drew his cock almost all the way out, so slowly that I felt every vein drag along my walls, and then he drove it back into me in one deep stroke, and the bed shook against the bars of the cage. He did it again and again, and the steel rang each time the frame hit it. The smell of us rose off the sheets, my cunt and his sweat and the salt of him, and the dark filled with the wet slap of his hips against my thighs.

I wrapped my legs around him and dug my heels into his ass to pull him deeper.

“Harder, Simon. Fuck me harder. Let him hear it.”

He braced his hands either side of my shoulders and fucked me hard, his cock slamming into my cunt, and each stroke drove a grunt out of me that I made no attempt to swallow. My breasts shook, and the mattress rolled under us. My wedding ring caught the red light where my hand clutched his back, and I saw Lance see it.

My other hand slid down the sheet toward the bars. Lance’s cuffed fingers came through them and found my hand, and he held on while another man fucked his wife a foot away from him. I let him hold it.

I came with my husband’s fingers laced through mine. My cunt locked around Simon’s cock and pulsed, and I squeezed Lance’s hand so hard my ring bit into both of us, and I screamed Simon’s name into the red dark.

Simon didn’t stop. He fucked me through it until his rhythm broke and his cock swelled inside me.

“Chloe—”

“Inside me. Cum inside me, Simon. I want Lance to watch you do it.”

He drove his cock into me one last time and held it there, and I felt him cum. The first pulse was a hot jet deep inside my cunt, and the second came straight after it, and his cock kicked against my walls with every one while he groaned into my neck. His cum filled me, thick and warm, more than I had ever felt, until there was no room left and it pushed out around his shaft and ran down between my cheeks onto the sheet.

He kept his cock inside me until it stopped pulsing. Then he eased out of me, and his cum followed him out of my cunt in a slow, warm stream.

I let go of my husband’s hand, drew my knees up and let them fall open toward the cage.

“Smell it, Lance. That’s what you gambled away.”

Lance pressed his face to the bars. His nostrils flared, and his eyes went to the sheet between my thighs, where Simon’s cum was soaking into the cotton, and he didn’t look away.

“You gave me away to someone who wanted me much more than you did. Goodbye, Lance, and good luck. Your debt is discharged. Don’t come anywhere near me again.”

I stood up, slipped my hand into Simon’s, and looked into his eyes.

“Are you done making something of yourself yet, sweetheart?”

“Yes, I believe I have.”

“Then you should take me to your bedroom and let security send Lance home. He’s no longer required, and I have no desire to see him miserable.”

At the edge of the light, I looked back once. Lance was on his knees in his cage with his forehead against the bars and my panties balled in his cuffed fists, and the front of his pants was still wet. He was staring at the empty bed where his wife had just been, at the sheet still dark with what another man had done to her. As we walked away, the lights died over him one by one, and in the dark he started screaming again.


Exposure

◆◆◆

Husband’s Point of View

My wife’s studio smelled of cedar shavings and the faint metallic tang of old film cameras. Late-afternoon sun slid through the high north windows in slow, slanted blades, turning every drifting speck of dust into gold leaf.

Canvas and paper backdrops hung in soft folds of charcoal and ivory around the different sets, their creases catching the light like the hollows beneath a lover’s collarbone.

Maya stood barefoot on seamless paper the color of wet sand, her linen dress the shade of candle smoke, thin leather straps slipping from her shoulders whenever she lifted her favored Hasselblad to her eye.

The camera’s leather strap had left a faint pink line across the back of my wife’s neck; I could see it from where I sat in the shadows, pretending to adjust a light meter that had been perfect for twenty minutes.

Elias waited on a low dais in a bedroom set, shirtless, his skin the warm bronze of someone who spent summers outdoors. He wore only loose charcoal pants that rode low on his narrow hips, the drawstring undone so the fabric threatened to fall with every breath.

His discipline as a dancer and model held everything perfectly in place. When he moved, even the smallest shift at my wife’s command, the light traced the long muscles of his back, the curve where waist met hip, the soft hollow beneath his ribs. He had a statue’s beauty: still, patient, and made to be looked at.

My wife’s voice floated softly across the room.

“Turn your chin a fraction toward the window… yes, exactly there.”

“Yes, Maya.”

“Good boy.”

“Is there any other way?”

“You’re a professional.”

Maya’s camera shutter clicked once, twice, and then a third time, slower, as though she were tasting the moment all the way to her soul rather than capturing it in pixels.

I watched my wife watching the gorgeous male model, and my cock stirred.

I had watched my wife photograph dozens of models over the years, but never like this. Her eyes sparkled like a girl’s, her pupils blown wide and swallowing the hazel, and her luscious lips parted just enough to let breath escape in small, soundless sighs that I felt on my own skin.

Every time Elias obeyed Maya’s quiet instructions, something inside her unfurled, and we moved closer to danger, or pleasure, or both. I could see my wife transform from photographer to woman in the loosening of her shoulders, the curl of her bare toes against the paper, and the faint flush rising from the neckline of her dress.

She felt me looking. Maya knew me that well, and her gaze flicked to mine for half a heartbeat, her expression holding a question: a plea for my denial, a dare for my consent, or maybe an invitation. I answered with the slightest nod and the softest smile I could give without speaking.

Keep going, darling. I’m here. I’m more than here. I’m burning.

Elias felt a shift in the room’s gravity, too. He turned his head a fraction more, letting light spill across the sharp line of his cheekbone, creating a perfect soft shadow beneath his lower lip. His eyes were dark, almost black, and they often moved from the lens to my wife’s face, lingering there.

Gradually, as the oldest game in the world played out, the air in the studio grew warmer. My pulse rose, and my heart thumped. We were closer now than we ever had been.

Maya lowered her camera. The Hasselblad hung heavy against her chest, its strap pressing between her breasts, framing them perfectly. She swallowed and stared at Elias, all woman now, not a photographer and maybe not even my wife.

“Would you… Would you mind taking your pants off, Elias?”

Her voice cracked on his name, barely louder than the shutter had been. Elias’s mouth curved gently, almost shyly.

“Only if you’re sure, Maya.”

“I’m sure.”

She looked at me again, desperately seeking permission or denial. I set the light meter down, let my hands fall open on my knees, my palms up, offering explicit consent, celebration, and worship.

She smiled, free as a bird, and mouthed: Thank you. I need this.

Maya’s fingers found the linen belt of her dress, and she tugged once. The knot loosened, and the fabric fell open. The dress slid from her shoulders and pooled at her feet like spilled cream, leaving her wearing nothing but pale-gold light and a thin lace thong between her legs.

We were finally doing it.

Compersion.

From where I sat, I saw my wife’s nipples tighten instantly in the cool air; goosebumps rose across her arms, her breasts, her belly, and the soft insides of her thighs.

Elias exhaled slowly, reverently, flicking me a glance, to which I nodded politely and smiled.

“Take my wife… please.”

“Thank you.”

“Thank Maya, not me.”

I lifted the digital Leica I had kept hidden beneath a black cloth. I’d kept it for this day, clean and unsullied by any other images, perfectly set up for Maya and me. The soft chirp of it waking was the only sound in the room.

Maya stepped out of the circle of linen at her feet. Her lace panties followed a heartbeat later, peeled down her thighs with trembling fingers until they caught at her knees before she kicked them aside. My beautiful wife stood naked in the gold light, her skin luminous, the faint sheen of nervous sweat catching the glow like glaze on porcelain.

Elias moved first, without hurry. He was never hurried, and especially not now; his eyes told me he wanted to savor my wife when he fucked her, in case it was the only time. He crossed the space in three slow strides and stopped just short of touching Maya, close enough that she could feel the heat rolling off his chest, close enough that I could see her breath catch.

Elias gulped. His legs stood like iron beams rising out of the floor, steady and solid, and his cock pressed hard against his pants.

“May I, Maya?”

His voice was low and respectful, almost lost beneath the hum of the lights.

Maya’s answer was the slightest nod, her eyes never leaving his face. I was overjoyed. My wish to be an honored cuckold had finally landed, and there was no humiliation in it, only the simple desire to watch my wife enjoy a heightened sexual experience with a younger man, a thoroughbred bull.

Elias lifted one hand, his fingertips brushing the line of my wife’s collarbone, tracing it as though he were memorizing the shape of a sculpture. When his thumb grazed the hollow at the base of Maya’s throat, she shivered, a full-body ripple that traveled straight between her legs. I saw it happen, and my breath hitched; I saw the slick shine appear instantly on her inner thighs as she leaked for him, and my cock hardened.

Click.

My camera shutter whispered.

Maya turned her head toward the sound, toward me, her lips parted, her eyes telling me she was stepping out of our wedding vows and taking another lover. We were past the point of no return, and the thought of Elias’s cock sliding deep inside my wife’s pussy was a delicious torment.

I kept shooting, slow, deliberate, letting the shutter fire in soft bursts like a heartbeat.

Elias’s hand slid lower, his palm open, cupping the weight of my wife’s breast, his thumb circling her nipple until it hardened. Maya’s back arched, offering herself—a wife, now a hotwife, with a cuckold for a husband.

He bent and took the peak of my wife’s nipple into his mouth, gentle and unhurried, his tongue swirling slow circles that made her knees buckle before he sucked and pulled. She reached for him, her fingers threading through his hair, holding him there, a soft, broken sound escaping her throat.

Click. Click.

She stared at me with a question.

Should I? May I? Are you sure?

I smiled back.

Please do. I want this as much as you do.

I love you.

I moved around them, pacing silently on bare soles, the camera an extension of my pulse. Every frame caught my wife’s ribs expanding with each breath, her nipple left wet and shining by his lips, and her hips rolling forward in search of friction that wasn’t there yet.

Even the air smelled of them.

Elias straightened. His hands found Maya’s waist, and he turned her gently until her back faced me, until the long line of her spine curved like a drawn bow. He pressed his mouth to the nape of her neck, his lips parting, his tongue tasting the salt of her skin. My wife moaned into him, and her head fell forward, her hair spilling like dark water over her shoulders. I saw her thighs tremble and saw the fresh gloss of arousal coat the inside of one knee as beads of her shame began their slow zigzag downward.

Maya wasn’t mine anymore, and in that moment, I felt joy, watching her in the arms of another.

Compersion.

Elias walked my wife forward until her palms met the seamless paper backdrop pinned to a wall. She braced there, her legs spread wide apart, her back arched steeply, offering her dripping wet slit without shame.

Elias dropped to his knees behind Maya. The first touch of his tongue to her hot, sticky cunt looked so soft it seemed almost nothing, yet her entire body jerked as if she’d been shocked. She stared at me, her expression wanton, in love with me, in lust with him.

Elias licked my wife’s pussy again, slowly, deliberately, parting her swollen lips with the flat of his tongue, tasting her from her succulent entrance to her solid clit in one long stroke. He purred, and my heart pounded as another man took what was mine.

Maya’s moan filled the studio, low, raw, and helpless. She needed this and needed him, the excitement of a man ten years younger and ten years stiffer, a new lover overwhelmed by the need to fuck another man’s wife and make her husband a cuck.

Click. Click. Click.

I circled the couple, capturing the arch of my wife’s spine, the tremor in her thighs, and Elias’s hands spreading her wider so his tongue could delve deeper inside the pussy I fucked every day. Each time he licked inside Maya, her back bowed further, her hips rolled back to meet his mouth, and she cried out, wild and happy, so happy that I could have screamed for joy.

My wife’s arousal coated her lover’s lips and chin, dripping in slow strands that caught the light before breaking against his chest.

She looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes glassy, her lips swollen.

“Are you… Are you getting this?”

My voice came out rough.

“Every second.”

“Is it what you wanted?”

“More… so much more.”

“Can he cum inside me, darling?”

“Do you want him to?”

She stared at me, her face a map of utter agony. Maya pulled at her bottom lip while the crown of my cock pressed hard against my jeans, leaking precum I could already smell.

“I want him inside me, darling.”

“And his semen?”

“Yes, I want that too.”

“So do I.”

“Thank you.”

She smiled, small, dazed, radiant, then let her head fall again while Elias sucked her clit between his lips and hummed. The sound she made was almost a sob, and a small orgasm tore through my wife while her fingernails ripped the paper backdrop.

Elias rose slowly, his pants falling away without ceremony. His cock stood heavy, flushed dark, the head already slick. I was thrilled that his cock was bigger than mine, an inch longer but much thicker, and plenty to stretch my wife as I knew she wanted.

They moved onto the bed, my wife still facing away, Elias kneeling behind her. He didn’t rush—Maya was his now, and nothing was likely to change that until he filled her with seed. He made sure I could see every motion, every emotion, angling his torso back, driving his hips forward slowly. He pressed his thick, dripping wet crown to my wife’s entrance, paused, and stared at me.

I nodded once.

While they both stared at me, Elias slid his cock inside my wife’s soaked pussy in one slow, relentless push. Maya’s mouth opened in a silent O, her eyes bulged in surprise, and she gulped, her back arching so steeply her hair brushed the bed. The sound that left her throat when her lover bottomed his cock out inside her was pure surrender.

“I’m so fucking stretched… more than…”

“Say it, Maya. I want to hear you say it.”

“It’s too much… too far, I love you, I like him.”

“It’s as far as we’ll go—please say it.”

“I’m stretched more than when you fuck me.”

I kept shooting, enjoying every moment of my wife’s pleasure. She’d taken me to the limit of acceptable humiliation—something I wanted to feel to help drive my competitive spirit, to fuck Maya harder and more often, to fuck Elias out of her all night and win the sperm war inside her.

Every thrust of his cock inside my wife was deliberate, almost tender, yet deep enough to make the bedframe rattle faintly against the paper backdrop. Each time Elias withdrew his giant cock, my wife’s cunt clung to him, pink and swollen, glistening, unwilling to let go.

Each time he drove his cock back inside Maya, her body welcomed him with a wet, greedy sound that carried through the studio, and she groaned long and loud, staring at me.

I caught every angle from every distance: the stretch of her pussy lips around his shaft, the pink seal that dragged over every gnarl, caressing every bloated vein. I caught the tremor in her thighs, the tears of overwhelm shining on her cheeks, and her look of joy as her lover took her higher than I could.

Maya’s eyes found mine across the space between us.

“I love you.”

I answered the only way I could, my voice lost, my cock leaking cum as it jerked inside my pants.

Click.

Elias’s rhythm never hurried. He fucked my wife with the same reverence he danced with, using long, controlled strokes, each one driving his cock balls deep inside her, each ending with his hips slamming flush against her ass, his hands spanning her waist as though measuring her for marble. Her face was etched with joy and pride, love for me, lust for him, and her moans grew softer and deeper until they were almost continuous, a low thrum that vibrated in my teeth.

When my wife came the first time, it was quiet, almost private between her and him, her body locking into her lover, a long shudder that rippled from her cunt to her throat. The second time was louder and for herself, her back bowing, her fingers clawing at the backdrop, tears streaking her temples while her eyes were fixed on Elias.

The third time my wife came on her lover’s cock, it was for me. She sobbed my name, not his, and I felt it in my bones as she held my gaze.

He pulled his cock out slowly, shining with her, and turned her to face me. She was flushed, glowing, her pussy lips swollen, her eyes dazed with pleasure. He lifted Maya from the bed, laid her gently on the low ottoman she used for nudes, and spread her thighs wide so I could see everything: her cunt wide open and dripping, gaping, pulsing, pink and soft and utterly claimed.

He slid his cock inside her again, face to face this time, fucking my wife slowly enough that I could count every inch disappearing inside her as I kneeled beside them. Maya’s hands found his shoulders, then his hair, pulling him down until their foreheads touched. They moved together like they had rehearsed it for years, every thrust met with a roll of her hips to take more of his cock, every breath shared between the lovers.

I circled them, shooting, with tears in my own eyes now, tears of wonder rather than jealousy at the sheer unbearable beauty of it: of her, of my wife’s pussy opening for his cock, and of her eyes still holding mine as if I were the only man in the world while another man’s cock was buried deep inside her.

When Elias came with a low groan, I saw it in his face, the fleeting moment of orgasmic love as his cum flooded her. His hips were pressed deep, his body shuddering as he filled her. I caught the moment the bull’s back arched, the moment my wife’s cunt clenched around his cock and milked him, and the moment her eyes rolled back in rapture and her mouth opened in a silent scream of utter ecstasy.

When Elias withdrew his cock from my wife and his cum began to spill slowly from her gaping hole, she reached for me. I set the camera down, my hands shaking, and I went to her. She tasted of salt and sex and Elias and us. I kissed her like I was starving, tasting everything she had just taken, swallowing her moans as my own.

I kissed my way down her throat, between her breasts and over the soft rise of her belly, and Maya’s fingers found my hair and pushed. I knelt on the paper at the foot of the ottoman, where I had knelt to photograph her, and she let her thighs fall open for me.

Her cunt was swollen and flushed dark pink, her lips hanging open around a hole still stretched from his cock, and his cum welled out of it in a slow white bead that gathered at the bottom of her slit, trembled, and ran down onto the leather. I could smell him on her, sharp and heavy over the sweet musk I knew better than my own.

“Look at me, darling.”

I looked up. Maya had pushed herself onto her elbows, her hair stuck to her temples, and her eyes were wet and bright and fixed on mine.

“I want to watch you do it.”

I licked her cunt from the bottom of her slit to her clit in one long, slow stroke, and my mouth filled with him. Elias’s cum was thick and warm and salty, with a faint bitterness at the back of my tongue, and under it I tasted my wife, sweeter and sharper than I had ever known her.

Maya groaned. Her hips lifted off the leather, and she pressed her cunt against my mouth.

I pushed my tongue inside her cunt. She was loose and hot and slick all the way in, and when I curled my tongue, a fresh rush of his cum ran out of her and onto it. I sealed my lips over her hole and sucked, and the sound it made was wet and greedy and filled the quiet studio.

“Tell me what he tastes like.”

“Like him and you together. I want all of it.”

She laughed, breathless, and her laugh broke into a moan when I sucked again. I drank him out of her in slow swallows, pressing the flat of my tongue against her front wall to coax out more, and every time she clenched, another warm pulse of him slid onto my tongue. My chin was wet. His cum dripped from my lips onto the paper, and I licked it off her thighs, off the crease of her ass and off the leather beneath her, and then I went back to her cunt for more.

Her clit stood swollen and hard above my nose. I took it between my lips, and Maya came again, quietly, with her hand fisted in my hair, holding my face against her cunt while she shook. Her cunt pulsed against my tongue and pushed the last of him out of her and into my mouth.

Behind us, Elias dressed quietly, came forward while I sucked his cum out of her, and kissed Maya’s forehead once, soft, almost shy. Then he left without a word.

We stayed on the ottoman for a long time, Maya curled in my lap, both of us sticky, spent, and trembling. I brushed damp hair from her face and smiled.

“You are so beautiful when you let yourself be wanted.”

She laughed, soft, broken, and perfect.

“Show me.”

We moved to the computer. My images filled the screen one by one: my wife’s body arched in gold light, Elias’s mouth on her throat, her cunt stretched around his cock, her eyes locked on mine while she came. Every photograph was a love letter written in sweat and seed and breath.

Maya’s fingers laced with mine.

“These are… us. We made this work.”

I kissed the top of her head.

“Yes.”

She turned in my arms, her eyes shining.

“Would you like to do this again?”

“Whenever you want, Maya.”

She smiled, slow, wicked, radiant.

“Tomorrow, then. I have two models.”

I kissed her, tasting Elias still on her tongue, tasting us.

“Tomorrow, then.”

Across the studio, the camera sat ready for the next exposure.


The Night Callum Made Our Daughter

◆◆◆

Lucy’s Point of View

I shaved in the bathtub with the door locked, and my hands shook so badly I nicked the crease of my thigh.

A bead of blood ran into the warm water and dissolved. I watched it vanish and thought about the letter on the kitchen counter, the one with the Greenfield Fertility Clinic logo that had been sitting there for eleven days because neither of us could bring ourselves to throw it away.

Azoospermia. Complete absence of viable sperm.

Callum cried when we read it.

He didn’t cry dramatically. His jaw locked, his eyes filled, and one tear escaped down the left side of his face before he caught it with the back of his hand. Then he gave me one word and nothing more.

Okay.

My cunt clenched in the bathtub at the thought of what we’d decided to do, and I hated myself for it. I’d kept James out of my head for years, and now, with my husband’s blessing, he wouldn’t leave it. Downstairs, the letter consigning us to a childless life still lay on the counter where both of us saw it every time we made coffee.

James was Callum’s college roommate. They’d been close for fifteen years—close enough that when Callum called him and explained what we needed, James drove four hours without asking a single question.

Callum had made that call from the backyard with the door shut. When he came in, all he told me was that James was coming.

He showed up at our door with a bottle of wine and the steady calm of a man who understood exactly what he’d been asked to do and had already decided to do it well.

I stood in our hallway in a black dress I’d bought on Tuesday and hadn’t shown Callum, and my thighs were already slick.

Callum opened the door, and the two of them held each other on the step for longer than men usually did, James’s hand spread flat between my husband’s shoulder blades. Neither of them said a word until Callum stepped back and took the wine.

James looked past him and found me in the hallway. His eyes went down the black dress and came back up slowly, and he didn’t pretend he hadn’t looked.

He kissed my cheek as he always had. For the first time, I turned my face into it, and his mouth landed closer to mine than it ever had before.

None of us knew where else to stand, so we went through to the kitchen. The letter was still on the counter beside the fruit bowl. James saw it, and Callum saw him see it, and my husband didn’t move it.

Callum poured the wine. His hands were steady. His hands were always steady—he was an engineer, and engineers didn’t shake. But when he handed James a glass, their fingers touched, and I saw something pass between them that I wasn’t supposed to see, a permission and a thanks, and underneath both the quiet terror of two men who loved each other enough to do this.

I drank half my glass before anyone spoke. The wine was red and heavy, and it did nothing for my nerves.

“Lucy.”

Callum’s voice was low and careful, the voice he used when he was holding something fragile.

“We don’t have to do this.”

I looked at my husband, the man who’d held me in the clinic parking lot while I screamed into his chest, the man who’d researched every donor program in the state and then, at 2 a.m. on a Wednesday, asked the question neither of us had been brave enough to ask.

What if it was someone we trusted? What if it was real?

“I want to.”

My voice cracked on the words.

“I want this to be real, Callum. Not a clinic. Not a number on a vial. A man we chose, fucking me in our bed.”

He nodded. His ears flushed red.

I turned to James. He was leaning against the counter with his glass untouched, and he let me take my time.

“You need to know something before we go upstairs. This isn’t a favor. I need you to want me. I need this to be real for you, too, or my body won’t—”

James set his glass down beside the letter.

“Lucy, I’ve wanted you since the day Callum introduced us. He knows. We talked about it on the phone. That’s why he asked me to be the one.”

For a moment I forgot how to breathe.

I looked at Callum, and he didn’t flinch. He held my eyes across the kitchen with the same steadiness he’d had in his hands, and I understood that he’d known what James was going to say before he said it.

“I know you want James too, Lucy. I’ve always known. I’ve seen you look at him, and I’ve never minded. And I’d rather you get pregnant by a man who wants you than a stranger who doesn’t care.”

My cunt clenched so hard my knees buckled, and I caught the edge of the counter.

The slick between my thighs had soaked through my underwear, and I could smell my own arousal, sharp and metallic, rising from under the black dress. My body had made its decision long before my mind caught up. I was standing in my own kitchen a foot from the letter that told my husband he would never father a child, and I wanted another man so badly my thighs trembled.

I made myself look at James.

“After tonight, you still have to be his friend.”

“I’ll be his friend for the rest of my life, Lucy. That’s why I got in the car.”

“Callum… are you—”

“—Watching?”

“Yes. We never discussed this. What this is.”

I held my breath while my cunt leaked into the mess in my panties.

“We both know what it is, Lucy. Cuckolding and breeding. I want to watch every stroke of James’s cock fucking you.”

I gasped. James didn’t; he looked at his best friend without a trace of surprise.

I set my glass on the counter. My husband reached across, took my hand, and put it in James’s, and his fingers stayed over both of ours for a moment before he let go.

“Upstairs. Both of you.”

Callum went up first. James let go of my hand at the foot of the stairs and waited until I passed him. I felt his eyes on the backs of my legs all the way to the landing. I didn’t pull the black dress down.

Callum sat in the chair by the window. He’d moved it there that afternoon; I’d seen the marks in the carpet where it had been and where it was now. He’d put it three feet closer to the bed, close enough to see and smell everything and far enough that he couldn’t touch me.

My husband had designed his own exclusion.

I understood that and loved him for it, and it broke something in my chest that I didn’t know could break.

James stood at the foot of the bed watching as I peeled my dress over my head in one motion. I wore no bra, and my black underwear was soaked through, the thin cotton clinging to every fold of my freshly shaved cunt.

I stared at my lover while I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and pulled them down slowly, the soaked fabric peeling away from my cunt with a sound that all three of us heard.

James’s cock strained against his jeans. I could see the outline, thick and heavy, and I thought about Callum’s cock, which I loved, which I’d held a thousand times, and which couldn’t give me the one thing I wanted most.

I looked at the chair. Callum’s jaw had locked exactly as it had when we read the letter, and I knew he was thinking the same thing.

“Come here and fuck me, James.”

“What if—”

He looked at my husband, who smiled.

“Keep fucking my wife until she’s pregnant.”

“That might be days, Callum.”

“Good.”

“Okay.”

James crossed the room in two steps.

I reached for his belt, unbuckled it, unzipped him, and pulled his jeans down past his hips. His cock sprang free—thicker than my husband’s, darker, the head swollen and slick with precum that caught the lamplight.

The smell of James’s cock reached me before I touched it, musk and salt and clean sweat, a scent my body had no memory of, and my cunt pulsed at the strangeness of it.

I wrapped my fingers around his thick, solid shaft and stroked once, slowly. The skin of his cock was hot, and the vein on the underside throbbed against my palm.

“You’re shaking, Lucy.”

“I know.”

“Do you want to stop?”

“James, if you stop, I’ll never forgive you.”

He looked at me and then over my shoulder at the chair, and he kept his hands still.

“Then what’s wrong?”

“This became more than a breeding.”

“I know.”

“He should be in this bed with us.”

“Your husband wants to watch you being fucked, Lucy.”

“He told you that?”

“On the phone, the night he called me. Callum understands what this means.”

Callum exhaled from the chair. I hadn’t realized he’d been holding his breath.

I glanced at my husband. His hands gripped the armrests, and his knuckles were white. His cock pressed hard against his pants, and his eyes were wide and wet with pain and arousal compounded into something I had no name for, the anguish of a man watching his wife hold another man’s cock and knowing that this cock could do what his couldn’t.

“Callum. Are you okay?”

His voice was thick.

“Don’t worry about me. This is yours, Lucy. Take what you need.”

“This changes us.”

“Only sex. Not love.”

“Yes. True. But—”

“But?”

“Do I have your permission?”

“Yes, of course. Please fuck James, darling.”

I pulled James onto the bed.

He kissed me deeply and unhurriedly, his tongue finding mine, and the taste of him flooded my mouth. He tasted of the wine and something underneath it that was purely his, a clean, faintly bitter musk that I chased with my tongue, pressing deeper, tasting the inside of his lip and the ridge of his teeth.

My husband tasted like coffee and mint.

James tasted like a man I didn’t know yet.

My cunt clenched at the difference, and when I opened my eyes, Callum was watching my mouth.

My lover’s hand slid between my thighs and parted my swollen lips. Two fingers slipped inside my cunt, and the sound was obscene, wet and yielding, the slick resistance of a body that had been ready to be fucked for hours. He curled them against the rough patch on my front wall, and my hips jerked off the mattress.

“Jesus, Lucy. You’re soaked.”

“I’ve been soaking wet since Tuesday, James. Since we decided to be unconventional.”

James looked toward the chair.

“Callum, she’s ready for my cock. Are you sure about this?”

“I know she is ready, and not just for your cum.”

Callum’s voice was barely a whisper.

“I can hear it. Lucy’s cunt is wet and her voice—she wants you to fuck her.”

James positioned himself between my thighs. I reached down and took his cock in my hand, feeling its weight and its heat, and guided his crown to my entrance. The head pressed against my entrance, wide and insistent, the heat of his cock radiating into the swollen tissue of my lips.

“Look at me, Callum.”

My husband’s eyes locked on mine. I held his gaze while another man’s cock slid inside me.

The head spread my lips apart and opened my hole. The rim dragged against the inside of my entrance as my body stretched around his cock, and I felt every ridge and every vein. The thick shaft slid deeper, filling spaces my husband’s cock couldn’t reach and pressing against the walls of my cunt with a fullness that made my breath stall in my chest.

My lips stretched tight around his girth, and the friction of his skin against my swollen tissue sent a ripple through my pelvis that I felt in my teeth.

One tear escaped down the left side of Callum’s face, and he caught it with the back of his hand exactly as he had when we read the letter. My cunt clenched around another man’s cock while my husband grieved in the chair, and I couldn’t stop either one.

My eyes stayed on Callum’s.

“You are a cuckold now, darling.”

“I’ve never been more satisfied.”

“Me neither.”

“Is his cock stretching you?”

I nodded.

My husband was leaning forward. His tears ran freely now, and his cock twitched against the fabric of his pants while his lips moved without sound.

“Say it, Callum.”

“Keep going.”

His voice broke.

“Tell James to fuck me.”

He stared at his best friend.

“Give Lucy what I can’t.”

“I’ll give her everything I’ve got, Callum. For both of you and for me.”

James drove his hips forward, and his cock hit my cervix hard enough to blur my vision. I cried out with the involuntary sound of a body being reached in a place it had never been reached before, and there was no performance in it. The room had filled with the smell of my arousal, James’s sweat, and the raw, animal smell of sex.

I breathed it in like oxygen.

“Fuck me harder, James. Please.”

“Tell me what you need, Lucy.”

“Deep. As deep as you can. I need you to fuck me where it counts, not just for a baby—for me.”

I meant it for my cuck as much as for James.

James gripped my hips and fucked me with deep, deliberate strokes that bottomed out against my cervix with each thrust. The bed shifted under us, and the headboard knocked the wall on every stroke.

I wrapped my legs around his back and pulled him closer, and my cunt gripped his shaft with muscles I didn’t know I was using. The wet sound of my lover’s cock sliding through my cunt filled the room alongside my husband’s ragged breathing from the chair.

I could barely breathe between his thrusts.

“Callum, can you see how well he can fuck me?”

“I can see everything, Lucy. Everything.”

His hands hadn’t left the armrests, and his cock strained against his pants untouched.

“His cock is so deep inside me. I’m fucking stretching so much. He’s—”

I came without warning, in a convulsion that started where James’s crown pressed against my cervix and spread outward through my pelvis, my thighs, and my chest until my entire body locked and released in waves.

My cunt spasmed around James’s shaft, and the sound I made was something I’d never heard from myself before—raw, guttural, the sound of a woman being broken open by exactly what she’d asked for.

When I could see again, I found Callum. His knuckles were still white on the armrests, and he was nodding at me slowly.

“Lucy—”

James’s cock swelled inside me, and his rhythm stuttered.

“Cum inside me, James. All of it. I want every drop.”

I turned my head toward the chair.

“Callum, watch. Watch him give us what we need.”

My husband’s locked jaw came loose.

James’s cock kicked balls deep inside me. The first pulse hit me, a hot jet splashing against my cervix and spreading outward, filling a space I’d wanted filled for three years. His hips ground against mine with each spasm, his shaft throbbing between my walls, and I felt his cum pooling where it needed to be, thick and warm, with more pouring in on every pulse.

I clenched around his cock and held, milking the shaft and pulling every drop of his cum deeper inside me, and the warmth spread through me like something settling into place.

I looked at my husband.

Callum’s hand was over his mouth, and his tears had stopped. His cock had made a wet spot on his pants, and I realized my husband had cum without touching himself, from watching another man breed his wife.

The look on his face was awe.

James left quietly, promising to return tomorrow.

He kissed my forehead before he went. He smelled of me now, of effort, of what he’d given us. He gripped Callum’s shoulder on his way out, and something passed between them that had no word; this time it looked like completion rather than permission.

Callum came to bed without showering or changing. He lay beside me, fully clothed, and I felt the damp patch on his pants against my hip where he’d cum watching us. He placed his hand on my belly, flat and warm, the weight of it pressing gently against the skin beneath which another man’s seed was settling into the place we’d built for a child.

“Are you okay, Callum?”

“I felt everything, Lucy. I felt all of it.”

“I know you did.”

“Does that make me—”

“It makes you the bravest man I’ve ever known.”

He pressed his face into my hair, and I felt him nod.

His hand stayed on my belly. My cunt was still full, swollen and tender, and the slow leak of James’s cum ran warm against my inner thigh. I could smell all three of us on the sheets, Callum’s cologne and James’s musk and my own sharp arousal underneath. Callum’s fingers traced a circle on my skin, just below my navel, as though drawing the outline of something that wasn’t there yet.

“Will you hold me, Callum?”

“I’m never letting go.”

I covered his hand with mine.

That was the night we made our daughter.


Wedding Anniversary Cuckold

◆◆◆

Book One, Chapter One — a sneak peek

Amy’s Point of View

I positioned my husband’s chair in the hotel room before he arrived.

Not beside the bed — across from it. Far enough that he couldn’t reach me if he tried. Close enough that he would see everything. The distance was deliberate.

I thought about the night he came home from work three weeks ago.

I sat in the kitchen on a high stool at our breakfast bar, sipping wine.

“Hi, Amy. I’m home.”

“In here.”

“I would have messaged that I’d be late, but I left my phone—”

His voice trailed off. He stared at me, nodding, smiling, although the smile was dissolving.

“You’ve got it.”

“Between the sofa cushions.”

“Sorry.”

He stood there, briefcase in hand, eyes moving between me and the phone and the wine glass, caught somewhere between fear and the hope it could still be hidden.

“You fucked another woman.”

“You saw her messages?”

“I did. You didn’t bother locking your phone with a PIN. I always thought that was because you could be trusted.”

“I can—”

He started. He stopped.

“I can’t be trusted.”

His knees buckled first. Then the rest of him followed — a slow, graceless folding, briefcase still in his hand, until he was sitting on the kitchen floor with his back against the cabinet.

I felt sorry for him. The man I loved, sitting on the floor. Small. Humiliated. Sad.

I sipped my wine.

“Why?”

I looked at him.

He shrugged.

“I don’t please you, Amy.”

“No. Sexually, no. You were a good husband. Until now.”

“Why don’t I please you sexually?”

I sipped again. I glanced past him, toward the hallway door. He craned his neck and followed my eyes.

My suitcase. Packed. Standing upright beside the coat rack.

“You’re leaving me?”

“Yes. Tonight. Maybe forever. I don’t know. I don’t want to be married to a cheat — especially one who fucks me badly and hasn’t got a big enough cock to be so full of himself.”

“I’m not—”

I lifted the phone, hit play on the voicemail.

“Hey, Tom. Listen, I know this thing we have is important to you, but I can’t go on. I’m not feeling it. Not love and not the sex. I feel like we’ve been married for fifty years and you’ve lost interest.”

I sipped more wine.

“Kirsty. She summed it up perfectly. Five years of marriage to you and I came once a year. No accomplished tongue. No effort behind fucking me. I can’t blame her.”

“Jesus. I’m—”

“Humiliated?”

“Yes. Fuck, this is bad.”

“You thought you were a great lover. Right?”

“You told me I was, Amy.”

“When?”

I sipped more wine. He rocked back and forth on his haunches, tears welling in his eyes.

“Our honeymoon.”

“And after that?”

His breathing labored. His eyes were wild and streaming.

I felt pity for the man I married.

“You fuck like a wet lettuce, Tom. I think Kirsty agrees.”

That was three weeks ago.

I moved out that night into a hotel — The Intercontinental. If I was going to consider what the future looked like for me and whether Tom was in it, I was doing it in a place with good room service, Veuve Clicquot, and a decent Club Sandwich.

Tom called me every day.

I answered every day.

On the third day, he told me he loved me eleven times in a four-minute call. I counted. On the tenth day, he cried so hard he couldn’t speak, and I listened to him breathe for six minutes before I hung up. On the fourteenth day, he asked if there was anything he could do — anything at all — and I told him to come to the hotel on our anniversary.

He asked what he should bring.

I told him roses and the willingness to suffer.

I stood on the balcony of my suite watching the bay lit up at night, a bottle of Veuve open in an ice bucket, half a glass poured. A small bone china bowl beside it with eight strawberries so red they made me shiver.

I wore my wedding lingerie. My wedding dress. The heels I clicked down the aisle in, even my stockings.

I looked the same as I had that day. Five years working as a junior partner at Schuster & Price, and I looked the same.

The pressure hadn’t bent me.

My husband was doing that.

The knock came at my door. My butler for the evening answered it.

Tom walked in, red roses in one hand, an anniversary card in the other. He saw me wearing the dress I swore I would wear every year on this day. My commitment to be his and to fit in it made easy by a body that hadn’t changed.

His face lit up.

The butler took the card and flowers, handing my husband a glass of water.

Tom looked at me, shocked.

I tapped my glass to his and smiled.

“Happy anniversary, Tom.”

“I thought—”

“That because I’m wearing my wedding dress, it’s all back to normal.”

“I’m not seeing Kirsty. I haven’t—”

“Of course not. We both know why.”

He sipped his water — nerves, obedience, maybe the butler standing beside him. My husband was intimidated.

Good.

“Amy—”

I held up one hand.

I took a strawberry, licked my lips, and ate it the way I used to eat my husband’s cock — slowly, with reverence for the sanctity of the fruit.

“These strawberries are pure. They are mine. All mine. Only mine.”

“I get it. I betrayed you.”

“You did.”

He held his hands out.

“What’s the point of punishing me endlessly? If there is no way back…”

It sounded like a question. His face told me he was begging. My butler stared at him coldly. He was mine too.

“There is a way back, Tom.”

“How?”

“I’m going to humiliate you as much as you humiliated me.”

He looked at the butler, who smiled.

“Not him, Tom. He’s here to make you behave.”

“Behave how? For what?”

“He’s going to move you to the best view, whether that’s sitting on a chair or kneeling beside that bed.”

I pointed at the bed.

“Why?”

“I’ve met someone. Not a new man in my life. A guy at a club.”

“Did you—”

“No. Not yet. That’s why you are here. To watch another man fuck your wife in the exact clothes you married her in.”

His jaw dropped.

“If you say a word or make a wrong move, he will throw you out, and I will continue being fucked.”

His face burned crimson. His chest heaved — almost as painful for me to watch as for him to endure. He wagged a finger at me and stuttered. My butler gently pressed his hand to his side.

“Would Sir prefer to leave? You may do so at any time.”

He stared at the butler with utter contempt.

He looked at me. His face flared with rage.

“I won’t fucking do it, Amy. Fuck you.”

I nodded to the butler, who put his hands on my husband.

My cunt clenched. I was amazed. It actually clenched at the anger in my husband’s face at that moment, and I felt the dampness, missing for so many years, arrive in my panties, hot and sticky.

My body was excited.

The butler lifted my husband under one armpit, wheeled him around, and headed toward the suite door.

Tom shouted.

He screamed.

He wriggled.

The butler held him perfectly, not rough, but insistent, still driving him toward the door on his tiptoes.

The door opened.

I took another strawberry and sucked it, looking at the man who filled the doorframe. The same man my husband stared at.

Karl stood six-four in the doorway, his shoulders filling the frame, his arms folded across a chest that made my husband look like he’d been assembled from leftover parts. His biceps were as thick as Tom’s thighs. His skin was almost black, smooth, and warm under the hallway light.

“I met Karl at that club I mentioned, Tom. You remember him? My first boyfriend.”

My husband’s rage dissolved, replaced now with desperation as he looked back at me.

“Don’t, Amy. Please don’t.”

I strolled into my suite and smiled at Karl.

“Karl has an enormous cock, Tom. He always fucked me well, and I came every time. I didn’t mention it to you because I never wanted to make a comparison. Kirsty changed everything.”

“Hi, Amy.”

Karl waved. I waved back.

“We just never loved each other, but who knows. That might change. He’s between deployments. Afghanistan. He was looking for someone at the club. So was I.”

“Then why not then? Why haven’t you—”

“I’m no cheater, Tom.”

“And yet you are here.”

“Karl could have taken me home that night. I wanted him to. My body was screaming for it — seven years since he’d touched me, and my legs were shaking at the bar. But I told him no. Not until my husband knew. Because I’m not you, Tom. I don’t fuck people behind closed doors and pretend it didn’t happen.”

Tom’s mouth opened. Nothing came out.

I lifted a brown manila envelope and handed it to him. The butler let my husband down while he took it.

“Go to the lounge. Read what’s in that envelope. You have half an hour while I spend my anniversary on the balcony flirting with my ex.”

He looked past me to the Veuve and strawberries.

I nodded.

“I’m sharing those with Karl.”

“And what about me?”

“In that envelope there are two documents, both signed by me. You’ll sign one or neither. One is a notice of our separation. The other is an agreement that you will watch my ex-boyfriend fuck me.”

“Jesus fucking Christ, Amy.”

My arm brushed Tom’s as I reached past him, offering Karl my hand. He paused, looked at Tom, expressionless, then he walked through my husband, his shoulder shifting him easily, although not roughly.

Karl kissed me on both cheeks.

“I need to be fucked hard, deep and forever tonight, Karl.”

“I am more than ready for the task, darling.”

Darling.

My cunt clenched again.

I stared at my husband. I looked at Karl and nodded to the balcony.

“Can you pour more Veuve, please, honey? Help yourself to strawberries.”

He walked on. Tom watched him all the way.

“Tom. Decide. You have precisely half an hour.”

I half turned.

“What’s in it for me, Amy? If I watch you—”

“Being fucked?”

“Yes. That.”

“Say it, Tom.”

“What happens if I watch Karl fuck you?”

“A chance.”

“Wow. Fuck! You’re serious?”

“Were you serious when your cock was balls deep inside Kirsty? I think not. Probably not a great example.”

I walked away.

My butler escorted my husband out of the suite.

I returned to Karl.

This time I kissed him.

Not the greeting we’d exchanged at the club — two cheeks, seven years compressed into a gesture that cost nothing. This was my mouth open against his, my tongue finding the strawberry and the Veuve and underneath both the warm, clean taste of him that my body had filed and kept without my permission.

His hands came to my waist. Large, warm through the satin of my wedding dress. He pulled me closer, and I felt the heat of his chest through the fabric, the breadth of him, and my cunt clenched — a single hard contraction that sent a rush of slick through my underwear so fast I felt it reach the lace before the kiss ended.

Not a little. A flood. Arousal that doesn’t build — it arrives, all at once, the body’s answer to a question the mind hasn’t finished asking.

When we broke apart, his eyes moved over my face. Reading me.

“Tom is upset.”

“You knew he would be.”

“I didn’t come here for him, Amy.”

“I know.”

I picked up the bottle and filled his glass. The Veuve was still cold, the condensation running down the neck, and I watched his fingers close around the flute — thick, careful, a big man handling something delicate. I remembered those fingers.

“I missed this, Amy.”

“The champagne?”

“You.”

“You missed the sex, Karl. So did I. But you could have called.”

“You were married.”

“I still am.”

He looked at me over the rim of his glass. I ate a strawberry — bit through the skin, felt the juice run to the corner of my mouth, licked it. His eyes tracked the movement.

“How’s Katie?”

“My sister lives in Dubai. She married a banker.”

“And Marcus?”

“Still in Langley. Still boring everyone about Helmand.”

I laughed.

I hadn’t laughed like that in months — the sound surprised me, and Karl’s face softened at the edges. We’d had three years together. Sunday lunches with a circle of friends. Holidays. A life that had ended not because we broke but because we ran out of reasons to stay. I’d lost all of it when we split, and I’d never grieved it properly because I met Tom six months later and mistook the new for something that would last.

I had loved Tom.

We talked. Karl told me about his last rotation — not the violence, the boredom. I told him about making partner — not the achievement, the hours. We were two people circling the thing we’d come here to do, warming ourselves on smaller fires first.

I didn’t check my watch. I didn’t need to.

The knock came early. My butler opened the balcony door.

“Ma’am. Your husband is here. He wants to talk.”

“No talking.”

“I believe he has made a decision.”

Tom stood in the center of the room, the manila envelope in one hand. His face was blotched — red at the cheeks, white at the jaw, the uneven color of a man whose blood couldn’t decide where to go.

His shirt was damp at the collar. His hands were shaking, but his grip on the envelope was tight, knuckles ridged, tendons standing proud.

I walked inside. Karl followed, ducking under the door frame. Tom’s eyes went to him and stayed. Not anger. Measurement. His body computing what it already knew — Karl was taller, wider, built for a purpose Tom’s desk job couldn’t replicate.

“Have you chosen?”

Tom held up the envelope. There was one document inside. The other was torn in half, the pieces visible through the open flap.

“I signed your agreement.”

“Which one?”

“I’m here, aren’t I?”

“Good.”

“I don’t know how long I can stay.”

“That’s your choice.”

“Watching the woman I love with another—”

I looked at him. No expression. No warmth. The stare I used in depositions when opposing counsel tried to renegotiate terms mid-signing. His mouth closed. His Adam’s apple bobbed once.

Kirsty.

“Sit down, Tom. Or leave.”

He looked at the chair. At Karl. At the butler, who stood against the wall with his hands folded and his face empty. Then at me — his eyes searching for the woman who had married him five years ago, who had told him on their honeymoon that he was everything she needed.

“The woman you’re looking for isn’t here tonight, Tom.”

He sat.

His hands found his knees. His knuckles went white.

Karl’s hands found the zipper at the back of my dress.

I stopped him.

“Not the dress. It stays on. He watches that at least once—take it off later when you fuck me again.”

He looked at me. I watched him understand — this was my husband’s wedding dress, and I was going to be fucked in it.

“Just remove what’s underneath. Make sure he sees, Karl.”

His hands slid up under the satin, along my thighs, over the lace tops of my stockings. His fingers found the waistband of my underwear — the panties I’d worn over the suspenders, deliberately, so they could come off without disturbing anything else. I’d dressed for undressing. Every layer planned.

My ex-boyfriend hooked his thumbs into the waistband and drew them down. Slowly. The gusset clung — warm, soaked, pulling away from my cunt with a faint wet sound we both heard. The stain was dark, a map of the arousal that had been building since the balcony. He dropped them on the floor beside my hem.

My scent rose and dominated the room.

I looked at Tom.

“You haven’t done that in a long time.”

“I’m sorry, Amy.”

“You will be.”

His hand reached up under the bodice, found the clasp of my bra and unhooked it. I shrugged it forward and let it fall from under the dress. The satin settled against my bare breasts — the lace rough against my nipples, which were hard and aching.

Stockings. Suspenders. Heels. My wedding dress. And nothing else.

Karl guided me onto the bed. Laid me back — his hand behind my head, easing me down. My dress pooled around my waist and hips.

He took my left ankle in one hand and lifted my leg wide. His grip was firm, the hold of a man positioning me where he wanted me, and my thigh opened, my knee falling outward, the stocking pulled taut against my skin.

He looked at the butler.

The butler stepped forward without hesitation. He took my right ankle in both hands — professional, steady — and drew my leg wide to match. I felt the stretch in my inner thighs, the cool air hitting the wet skin between my legs, my cunt exposed to the room.

I was spread wide open. My wedding dress bunched at my waist. My stockings and suspenders framing the space between my thighs. And between them — my cunt, freshly shaven.

Tom leaned forward and made a sound. A small, strangled intake of breath.

He’d seen it.

I’d shaved my cunt completely. For the first time in our marriage. Five years of trimmed hair that Tom had never once asked me to remove — and I’d taken it all off that afternoon, standing in the hotel bathroom, razor in hand, watching the hair come away in the steam.

“You’re just as I remember.”

“Always for you, Karl.”

I was smooth, bare, my cunt lips swollen and flushed and glistening. I hadn’t shaved for Tom in five years of marriage. I shaved for Karl in five minutes.

Tom stared.

His mouth was open. He was looking at his wife’s bare cunt — a version of her body he’d never been shown, prepared for another man, held open by a butler and her ex-boyfriend while he sat in a chair and gripped his own knees hard enough to leave bruises.

Nobody spoke.

I moved sideways on the bed until my cunt faced my husband.

The butler stood behind my head and transferred both my ankles to his own grip — one in each hand, my legs held wide, far back and steady, my heels pointing at the ceiling.

Tom stared. Utterly amazed.

Karl knelt at the foot of the bed. He pushed my dress higher — the satin sliding up my thighs, bunching at my hips — and he lowered his mouth to my cunt.

His tongue found the seam of my lips and parted them. The flat, warm drag of his tongue through my folds — bottom to top, gathering the slick that had pooled at my entrance — and I felt my cunt open under his mouth. Seven years, and his tongue still knew the path.

He licked me slowly, deliberately, relearning the taste of me, and the sound was wet and close and carried across the quiet room.

I gasped. My hands found the sheets and gripped.

Tom could hear everything. The sound of Karl’s tongue working his wife’s cunt. My breathing — fast, shallow. The small, involuntary sounds escaping my throat that I couldn’t hold back and stopped trying to.

But the dress. My wedding dress had fallen from my hips over Karl’s head and shoulders, the white satin draping across his back. My husband could hear what Karl was doing to me. He couldn’t see it. His wife’s cunt was being eaten behind a curtain of the fabric she’d married him in.

Karl’s tongue found my clit. He circled it — slow, firm — then sucked, and the sensation detonated behind my navel. My hips bucked. The butler held my legs steady, his grip shifting to absorb the movement, and Karl’s mouth stayed sealed over my clit as I writhed against the sheets.

I stared at my husband.

“You look terrified.”

“I am.”

“Karl used to lick me every night.”

“I never—”

“No. You didn’t.”

Karl pulled back, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and looked up at me from under the hem of my dress.

“Come here. I want your mouth on my cock while I taste you.”

The butler let my ankles go. I felt my legs come together, the stretch easing, my thighs slick where they met.

Karl stripped his shirt and lay back on the bed, head to the headboard now. I could see his cock straining against his pants — thick, heavy, the ridge pressing the fabric so hard the stitching dimpled. I climbed over him and mounted his face — my knees planted gently on either side of his head, my dress falling around us.

I settled my throbbing cunt onto his mouth.

His tongue found me instantly — my clit, my entrance, long strokes that made my thighs shake against his ears.

I unbuckled his belt. Unzipped him. His cock sprang free — thick, uncut, the foreskin gathered at the crown, the shaft dark and veined and fully hard. The size of his cock sent a pulse through my cunt that Karl must have felt on his tongue, because his grip on my thighs tightened.

I wrapped my hand around the base of his long, thick, black cock and drew the foreskin back until the head emerged — flushed, slick with pre-cum, wider than I’d remembered. And I had remembered.

I took him into my mouth.

My lips stretched around the head, the rim pushing my jaw wide, and the taste hit my tongue — salt, skin, the warm musk underneath that I’d carried in my memory for seven years without admitting it.

I sucked his cock gently, my tongue working the underside of his crown, and I heard myself moan around his shaft — a low, vibrating sound that traveled through him and made his hips lift.

Tom could see everything.

From his chair, my husband had a clear line of sight to my face. My lips stretched around my ex-boyfriend’s cock. My jaw working hard. The spit gathering at the corners of my mouth and running down the dark shaft.

The wet sound of me sucking another man’s cock filled the room — rhythmic, eager, the enthusiasm my husband had never drawn from my mouth in five years of marriage.

Tom could hear me gasping around Karl’s cock when Karl’s tongue hit my spot. He could see my hand gripping the base, stroking what my mouth couldn’t reach. He could see the spit and the pre-cum running down over my knuckles and pooling on Karl’s stomach.

What he couldn’t see was Karl’s mouth on my cunt. The dress hid everything below my waist — white satin falling from my hips over his face and shoulders, a curtain of secrecy.

My husband could hear me moaning.

He could see my back arch.

He knew something was happening under the fabric that was pulling those sounds from his wife’s throat. But the sight of it — Karl’s fingers peeling my swollen lips apart while his tongue buried inside my bare cunt, or circled my clit, lapping the slick that was running down his chin — was hidden behind the dress I’d married Tom in.

I pulled Karl’s cock from my mouth. A string of spit connected my lip to his crown and broke.

“Show him what Karl is doing to me.”

The butler reached down and gathered the hem of my wedding dress in both hands. He lifted it — slowly, the satin rising over the curve of my ass, over the suspender straps that framed my bare skin, over the small of my back.

The dress pulled away, and Tom saw what Karl was doing to his wife.

Karl’s face was buried between my legs. His mouth firmly sealed over my cunt — lips, tongue, chin, all of it pressed into the wet, bare flesh I’d shaved that afternoon. His hands gripped my thighs, holding me onto his face, and his tongue was inside me — I could feel it pushing past my entrance, curling upward, and the sound it made was obscene. Wet, rhythmic, a man drinking from a woman’s body.

Tom saw everything. His wife’s shaved cunt, spread open over another man’s mouth. Her swollen clit being worked by a tongue that had been there years before she knew Tom’s name. The slick mess of her arousal coating Karl’s chin, his jaw, his cheeks.

And at the other end — her lips, swollen and stretched around the thickest cock her husband had ever seen, sucking with a hunger that filled the room with sound.

I looked back at Tom over my shoulder.

His face was wrecked. His hands were shaking on his thighs. His cock was rigid against his pants, the stain spreading. His eyes were wet.

I held my husband’s gaze for three seconds. Then I turned away, took Karl deeper into my throat, and let the sound I made tell my husband everything I didn’t say.

Karl’s tongue changed rhythm.

He’d been working my clit in slow circles — patient, exploratory, relearning the map of a body he hadn’t touched in seven years. Now the circles tightened. His tongue pressed harder, flattened against the swollen bud, and the pressure shifted from invitation to demand. His lips sealed around the base of my clit, and he sucked, drawing the bud out from its hood, and the sensation gathered at the base of my spine.

I took his cock deeper in response. Not thinking — answering. My jaw opened wider, my throat relaxed, and the head pushed past my tongue into the back of my mouth. I gagged once — spit flooding around his shaft, the wet sound of it loud enough to carry across the room.

I didn’t pull back. I breathed through my nose, swallowed around the crown, and took another inch, my lips stretching, the corners whitening, my hand gripping the base to control the depth.

Tom whimpered and shifted.

The butler moved quickly, resting a hand on his shoulder.

“Don’t.”

“But—”

“Leave or be quiet and still.”

I don’t know what my husband chose.

I didn’t care anymore.

Karl groaned against my cunt. The vibration traveled from his mouth through my clit into my pelvis, and my thighs clamped against his ears. His hands tightened on my hips — hard, his fingers pressing divots into my skin — and he held me in place while his tongue pushed inside me, past my entrance, curling upward into the swollen tissue of my front wall.

He found it. The rough patch of nerve endings clustered behind my pubic bone — the place Tom’s tongue had never reached because it had never been past my lips. Not once in five years. Karl’s tongue pressed against it and rubbed, and the sensation was different from my clit. Deeper. Heavier. A pressure building in my bladder and my cunt simultaneously, and my body began to shake.

He rubbed my pucker. Not pressing in, just tickling the ridges around the whorl. I loved it. I always had.

“My god.”

“Quiet. I won’t tell you again.”

My husband was still there.

Good.

My thighs trembled against my ex-boyfriend’s face. My stomach muscles fluttered. The shaking wasn’t fear — it was a body approaching a frequency it hadn’t hit before, every nerve in my pelvis firing in sequence, building toward something that felt larger than an orgasm and wetter.

The pressure behind my pubic bone was insistent now — a fullness I couldn’t contain — and Karl’s tongue kept stroking the spot while his lips held my clit in a seal of heat and suction.

I pulled his cock from my mouth and gasped.

I stared at Tom, who looked stunned.

Spit ran down Karl’s shaft in threads, pooling in the dark hair at his base, and I stroked him — fast, tight, the foreskin rolling over the head with each stroke, his pre-cum and my saliva making the shaft slick from crown to root. As I stared at my husband, Karl’s cock pulsed in my hand. The vein on the underside throbbed against my palm, and his hips lifted off the mattress, pushing into my fist.

I took him back in my throat. Deeper this time.

Karl’s crown hit the back of my throat, and I swallowed around it, and the squeeze drew a sound from him that I felt through his whole body — his abs tensing under my forearm, his thighs going rigid, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to bruise.

His tongue drove deeper inside me. His nose pressed against my perineum, his chin wet against my clit, and the two points of contact — tongue inside, chin outside — split the sensation into competing waves that crashed against each other somewhere behind my navel.

The pressure was unbearable.

Not pain. Fullness. A reservoir past its capacity, my body holding something it couldn’t hold much longer.

My cunt began to clench in short, involuntary spasms around his tongue. Each contraction pushed a fresh rush of slick out of me — I could feel it running down, coating Karl’s chin, his cheeks, dripping from his jaw onto the sheet. My arousal and his spit, mixed, the smell rising between our bodies — salt, musk, the sharp tang of a woman being eaten past the point of her composure.

Karl’s cock swelled in my mouth.

The shaft thickened against my lips, the head expanding against the roof of my mouth, and the vein kicked — hard, rhythmic. He was close. His breathing came fast and hot against my cunt, and his hips lifted into my mouth with each stroke, his body taking what it needed.

I sucked harder.

My cheeks hollowed around his shaft, my tongue pressed flat against the underside, working the ridge below his crown where the foreskin gathered. I tasted the change — the pre-cum flowing thicker, saltier, a steady leak becoming a pulse. I sealed my lips around him and held.

His tongue hit the spot one final time.

The orgasm didn’t build. It broke.

The pressure behind my pubic bone released — not in a pulse, in a flood. I felt it let go deep inside me, a hot rush that pushed past Karl’s tongue and out of my body with a force I couldn’t control.

My cunt clenched and opened and clenched again, and the liquid poured from me — not the slow slick of arousal but a gush, hot, thin, soaking Karl’s face, his mouth, his chin, running down his neck and pooling in the hollow of his throat.

I knew he was swallowing my orgasm.

He always had.

My thighs clamped around his head, and my body convulsed — back arching, hips grinding against his mouth, the orgasm tearing through my pelvis in waves that pulled the air from my lungs and came out of my mouth as a sound I had never made. Not for Tom. Not for anyone.

I squirted on my ex-boyfriend’s face while my husband watched me from a chair three meters away.

Karl came at the same time. His cock kicked in my mouth — the first pulse hot, thick, hitting the back of my throat with a pressure that made me gag. I swallowed around the head, but there was too much — the second pulse filled my mouth before the first had cleared, cum spilling from between my lips, running down his shaft in warm threads over my knuckles and into the dark curls at his base.

I tried to hold it — sucking, swallowing, my throat working around the head — but the third pulse overflowed. I felt it run from the corners of my mouth, down my chin, dripping onto his stomach in thick white lines.

Karl’s cock kept pulsing. Slower now, the jets weaker, but each one filled my mouth with another wave of heat that I swallowed and tasted — salt, density, the bitter richness of a man whose cock had been hard since our first kiss on the balcony. My tongue pressed against the slit, and I wanked him with short, sharp strokes, milking the last drops while the cum I’d lost ran down his shaft and pooled in the crease of his thigh.

My cunt was still spasming against Karl’s mouth. He hadn’t pulled away — his tongue moved gently now, lapping the wet that ran from me. His face was soaked, his chin dripping, his hands still holding my hips. I could feel the evidence everywhere — on his face, on my inner thighs, on the sheet beneath us — spreading outward from the place where his mouth met my cunt.

I let his cock slip free.

I stared at my husband, who looked different.

A thread of cum connected my lower lip to Karl’s crown, and it broke, falling on his stomach. Tom moaned again—throaty, tortured. My chin was wet — my ex-boyfriend’s cum, my spit, everything mixed and dripping. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, and the streak was white and thick against my skin.

I rested my forehead on his thigh and stared at my husband.

My breathing was ragged, my body trembling, the aftershocks still rippling through my cunt in small, fading contractions.

I rolled off Karl, then climbed up his body.

His face was glazed — my squirt coating his cheeks, his lips, running down the sides of his neck, darkening the sheet around his head. His mouth was open, breathing heavy, and when he licked his lips, I saw the shine of me on his tongue.

“You always deliver, Karl.”

“You’re always a pleasure.”

“You need a rest.”

“I do.”

I laughed. He looked quizzically at me.

“Something I said?”

“Yeah. Something he said on this day five years ago.”

I thumbed toward Tom but didn’t look.

The room smelled of everything. My cunt. His cum. The sweat between our bodies. The champagne still open on the balcony. The strawberries neither of us had finished.

I was lying on top of a man who was not my husband, his softening cock inches from my cunt, his cum on my chin and my squirt on his, and the only sound in the room was our breathing and the distant noise of the bay through the open balcony door.

Tom was in his chair.

I’d forgotten about him again.

I rolled off Karl and stood. My legs were unsteady — the tremor still in my thighs, the slick cooling on my skin. The room was bright and quiet and smelled like what we’d done.

I pulled my wedding dress over my head and let it fall. White satin and lace, pooling at my feet. I stepped out of it and left it where it landed.

My butler appeared with two bathrobes — white, hotel cotton, thick. He held one open for Karl, who stood and stepped into it. His chest and stomach were still streaked with my spit and his own cum, and the cotton absorbed the evidence as he tied the belt.

The butler held the second robe for me. I slipped my arms through and pulled it closed — the fabric pressing against my bare breasts, my hard nipples, the residue of Karl’s cum on my chin that I hadn’t fully wiped away.

My wedding dress lay in a white heap on the floor. The stockings and suspenders were still on my legs under the robe. I left them.

“Strawberries and champagne.” I pointed to the balcony. “To celebrate my anniversary.”

“Don’t mind if I do.”

I stepped toward the balcony. Tom’s hand shot out and gripped my sleeve.

The butler moved. Fast, quiet — his hand closed around my husband’s wrist and broke the grip in a single motion. Not violent. Firm. Tom’s arm fell to his side. His fingers stayed curled around the shape of fabric that was no longer there.

Karl stood still. His face showed nothing.

I looked at my husband.

“This is our day, Amy.”

“It was our day. Until Kirsty.”

His jaw worked. His eyes were red and wet and searching my face for something I wasn’t offering.

“I’m enjoying our day, Tom. My way. Karl is going to fuck me tonight. Not once. And when he’s finished, his cum will be inside me for days.”

“I’m a cu—”

I held up a hand, silencing him.

“Yes. You chose that.”

“Because I love you.”

I looked at him. Then I pointed to the balcony door. Karl walked through it.

I crouched in front of my husband’s chair. Slowly. My robe fell open at the thighs, and I spread my knees wide. With both hands I parted my swollen lips — the bare, shaved cunt he’d seen for the first time tonight, still flushed, still wet, Karl’s spit and my slick glistening on the pink, tender skin inside.

I held myself open for him. My husband, in his chair, staring at the body I’d prepared for another man.

“Karl will be inside me tonight, Tom. Right here.”

I pressed two fingers against my pink entrance — the opening still soft and warm from Karl’s tongue.

“Maybe we had our day. Maybe Kirsty broke something that doesn’t mend. Maybe there’s a way back. I don’t know, Tom.”

His eyes were wet. But he couldn’t stop looking — his gaze fixed on the cunt that had just squirted on another man’s face. The cunt he’d barely bothered to taste in five years of marriage.

“But whatever happens between us, what you’re staring at is going to be stretched wide around the cock you just watched me suck. Take some time to consider that. If you’re here when we come back inside, I’ll know you’ve chosen.”

I stood and tied my robe. Smoothed the collar.

“There are no strings holding you here, Tom.”

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t reach for me again.

My husband watched me walk to the balcony door, step through, and close it behind me.

Karl handed me a glass of Veuve. The bubbles were still fine — the bottle hadn’t been open long enough to flatten. I drank. The champagne was cold and sharp, and it met the salt of Karl’s cum still at the back of my tongue, and I held both tastes in my mouth and swallowed them together.

He picked a strawberry from the bone china bowl and held it out. Not to my hand. To my mouth.

“Happy anniversary, Amy.”

I leaned forward and took it from his fingers with my lips. Bit through the skin. The juice was cold and sweet and ran to the corner of my mouth, and Karl caught it with his thumb and licked it clean.

These strawberries are pure. They are mine. All mine. Only mine.

I’d said that to Tom two hours ago.

Now I was sharing them with a lover.

The bay was lit below us — boats, harbor lights, the long curve of the waterfront reflected and broken on the water. The air was warm and carried salt and something floral from the hotel garden two floors down.

Karl stood beside me, his robe open at the chest, his skin still flushed from what we’d done, and his arm settled around my waist with the ease of a man who had been here before and knew he was welcome.

Behind us, through the glass, the suite was still lit. The bed was wrecked. The dress was on the floor. The chair was where I’d placed it that afternoon.

I didn’t look back to see if Tom was still in it.

Amy’s story continues in Wedding Anniversary Cuckold, Book One, on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited.


Kate Granger Books

◆◆◆

Thank you for reading Cuckold Nights. Please consider leaving a review. For more of my writing, please see below:

Every Kate Granger book, with its story and its Amazon link, is waiting for you at

www.kategranger.net

All The Cuckolds

A Cuckold Spa

I Had No Choice

Not Just Another Hotwife Story

Gangbang Awakening

A Cuckquean's Vigil

A Burning Desire

Getting Pregnant

Ruined Softly

Battlefield Cuckold

Pregnant Hotwife

Book One

Book Two

Cuckolding My Husband

Book One

Book Two

Book Three

Wedding Anniversary Cuckold

Book One

Book Two
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