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Chapter One

◆◆◆

The car park smelled of wet grass and eucalyptus that drifted from a row of young trees planted along the boundary, their pale leaves whispering in the breeze. A modern spa building sat alone, well away from everything else at the hotel. It was a low rectangle of smoked glass and pale limestone, the kind of modern style that didn’t need to shout for attention. Its stillness made the setting seem even more deliberate, as though it had been designed to be discovered, not announced.

Although the spa belonged to the hotel, it was tucked away on a far edge of the fenced-in estate, well beyond busy restaurants, bars, car-filled parking lots, and our accommodation. To reach it, we’d followed a winding, single-track road past rolling meadows and oak thickets. Each bend revealed a little more of the landscape until we crested a rise and saw the spa building resting in a shallow, peaceful valley.

There was no traffic here, or footfall, only the squeezing of tires against damp asphalt as Liam eased our hire car into a parking bay.

He cut the engine and stared at the spa, silent, taking it in, as I was. For a moment, the silence was complete except for a faint clink of cooling metal and the distant gurgle of water spilling somewhere we couldn’t see. The air here carried an undercurrent of minerals, like a hot spring, layered beneath the clean scent of rain.

Liam studied the building, then looked at me.

“It seems a bit deserted, Avery.”

“It’s extraordinary that they built so far out here… very relaxing though, peaceful and hidden, as though the place needs discretion.”

Liam glanced at me as though a thought struck him hard, and he looked disappointed.

“Do you think it’s closed?”

“No… the lights are on, sweetheart, but aside from that, you would be forgiven for thinking it is closed.”

“I’m sure the reception clerk said the spa opens till late at night. It’s still mid-afternoon.”

“Let’s go in and see.”

The spa did look closed from the outside. It also looked secretive, but not sinister, and the quiet had a pull to it, not empty or foreboding, but expectant. I could feel more happiness than sadness by the way the light glowed against the limestone, and from a faint trace of warmth radiating from wet paving stones under my shoes.

My husband reached for my hand, as always, dutiful, loving, and insecure, but only enough to reassure me of his love and value of me. I squeezed his fingers tightly, and he smiled.

“It feels like something forbidden happens here, Liam.”

“It’s a spa… I doubt a five-star hotel in Germany has staff who charge extra for a hand relief.”

“Hmm… maybe I’ll give you a hand-job afterwards in the changing cubicles if you’re a good boy.”

A fine mist drifted over us from hidden spray nozzles above the spa entrance. It created a large, cooling cloud that hung in the air like a fresh breeze to relieve the summer’s heat. Tiny beads of coolness dotted my skin, each one catching the light before vanishing, evaporating, taking heat with it. Everything about the spa seemed to tell me to slow down and relax before I even stepped inside.

We walked toward the entrance, our footsteps muted by rubber-soft matting that ran the length of a sandstone portico. To either side, beds of glossy-leaved plants rose in staggered tiers, dotted with flowers that smelled faintly of citrus and honey. Somewhere deeper inside the building, a low, rhythmic hum of a powerful plant, probably water filtration, kept time with our pace and my heart.

Smoked-glass doors parted without a sound, releasing a wave of humid air that wrapped itself around us. It carried the perfume of orange blossom, cedar, and something deeper, the salt-skin tang of steam and mineral water. Inside, the lobby was expansive and uncluttered, the floor a soft grey marble that drank the light. A narrow channel of water ran along one wall, its surface barely rippling, sending liquid reflections across the ceiling.

Liam’s hand brushed mine, not in a huge romantic flourish, but a subtle check-in. His mouth curved in a small, curious smile, his eyes scanning the room, noting the people, the architecture, the exits. My heart quickened for reasons I could only ascribe to an atmosphere. There was something indescribably carnal about the spa.

A receptionist in cream linen approached us, smiling deeply, her warmth unforced, her voice low and even. She welcomed us and gestured for us to follow.

We passed a wall of frosted glass, giving blurred glimpses of bodies moving slowly inside, their skin glistening, heads tipped back, steam curling around shoulders. There was laughter and joy as the soundscape shifted with each step: water trickling, doors whispering shut, faint sighs in the heat.

My heart quickened again.

Our guide described the rooms available inside on a map: a swimming pool, a dry sauna was lined with honey-colored timber, the steam chamber perfumed with eucalyptus, and a relaxation space with low couches facing infrared panels glowing like embers from the ceiling.

I glanced through another frosted glass. In the main pool area, light fell from a high skylight, catching steam as it rose. The water was a deep, inviting blue, blurred haze, perfectly still except for the slow spread of ripples where someone had just slipped underwater. Along one side, tropical plants grew from raised beds, their leaves heavy with droplets.

It’s hot and humid in there.

We were led to the changing rooms, down a softly lit corridor. Inside, the scent of cedar lockers and warm towels surrounded me. We changed into swimming shorts and a bikini, then headed out, following the signs for the swimming pool.

A young female attendant appeared from behind a counter, her tone gentle, almost conspiratorial.

“You’re aware this is a naked spa?”

I glanced at Liam in a panic. He seemed unaware, so I looked back at the woman.

“We didn’t know, sorry.”

“It’s okay.”

Her smile deepened just enough to be unreadable.

“No swimsuits are allowed here. Being naked is part of the experience. Please go back and take off all clothing.”

Back in the changing rooms, Liam leaned close and looked pensive, his fingers holding the waistband of his shorts.

“Are you up for this, Avery?”

My laugh was quiet, nervous.

“I guess so if you are. But don’t leave me.”

We undressed, folding our clothes into a shared locker, the cool air brushing over skin still used to the safety of fabric. There was a charge in the air now, awareness amplified by the thought of walking out into the spa bare, surrounded by strangers.

My stomach fluttered, and I warmed, arousal dampening me, heating and flushing parts that would reveal my need for sex. I stared down at Liam’s cock, semi-erect, the glans already coated with his heavy stickiness of arousal.

I pointed and stared accusingly.

“What about that, Liam?”

“I can’t leave it behind, darling.”

“You can’t go inside a room full of other naked women with a hard-on. We might be thrown out.”

“I know… wow… maybe this isn’t such a great idea.”

I sighed, staring at my husband’s cock, watching it get harder. My pussy throbbed. I wanted Liam to fuck me, but now wasn’t the time or place. I stared at him with a pragmatist’s expression.

“I’ll wank you off, Liam.”

“Seriously?”

“I’ll have to.”

We stood in the middle of the public changing rooms, naked, my hand closing around his average-sized, solid cock. Its slick heat radiated into my palm while I felt his pulse racing along bulging veins under taut, glistening skin. When I glanced down, every pulse was visible, every twitch of his shaft a demand I was more than willing to answer.

I dragged my fingers along the underside of his solid shaft that was slick with pre-cum, spreading it over the swollen tip, the smell of Liam sharp, musky, impossibly raw in the warm cedar air.

“You’re so fucking hard.”

I leaned into his chest, pressing my breasts against his arm while I began wanking him off. My nipples rubbed his fine hairs, soft and slick from the damp air. I felt his hips twitch toward me.

I wanked my husband hard, using long strokes starting from the tiny red eye on his bulbous helmet, reaching to his wrinkly balls. Liam groaned, tilting his head in ecstasy, staring up at the ceiling. His toes curled as they tried gripping the marble, his entire body tensed, quadriceps straining like they were about to give.

I knew he wouldn’t last long. He never did, but he was a perfect husband in so many other ways.

“Look at you, Liam, dripping cum already…”

“It’s precum… and it feels so good. Please finish me.”

I worked his cock harder, stroking the full length every time, faster, gripping it tighter, fisting him vigorously. His shaft throbbed violently, pulsing and twitching, thickening further, leaking strings of pre-cum that clung to my palm, hot and sticky. I stepped behind Liam, reached around with my other hand, gripping and rolling his balls, cupping them, squeezing gently, feeling them tighten against my fingers as he let out a low, ragged groan.

“God… Avery… don’t… fuck, I’m so close already…”

I grinned against his neck, kissing the hot skin, letting my tongue brush over a wet patch there, tasting the faint salt and sweat of him, squeezing his cock harder, dragging my knuckles over the slick slit at the head. My thumb pressed down, teasing, drawing a bead of his release along the tip before coating it back into the thick, sticky shaft.

The smell of him filled the room, metallic and wet, hot and raw. I leaned closer, pressing my mouth against his shoulder, tasting him with every stroke, while my cunt ached, slick and wet, imagining him shuddering inside me while I stroked, rubbed, licked, and twisted his cock, driving him higher.

“Fuck… I can’t-”

“Oh, you can’t, can you? You’re going to cum all over my hand, right here, dripping down, making a mess just for me.”

I increased my wanking pace, my wrist sliding up and down his shaft, knuckles pressing into the sensitive underside, flicking the tip with every thrust. Thick strings of cum shot free like white ropes, some into the air, others landing on his chest, more coating my fingers. I smeared his seed along the slick shaft, sticky and hot, every pulse sending shivers up my arm. I caught every droplet after the main load squirted, milked him through aftershocks, my hand wrapped tightly around his cock, my thumb dragging over the glans to scrape him raw, until he was trembling, groaning, drenched in his release.

I didn’t let him soften, didn’t let him escape the high, keeping Liam right up there, edging to get every drop out so he wouldn’t make a scene in the naked spa. I massaged his cock, rubbed it hard, kissed the damp skin of his neck and chest, trying to ease my tension while licking up stray beads of cum that had landed on him. I tasted everything, my cunt throbbing, desperate for the cock I had just used up.

Liam’s cock twitched again, straining for more, and I pressed my fingers against his slit, coaxing another thick spray that splashed over my wrist, the floor, and its warm tile. He shuddered against me, gasping painfully, his hips rocking, his hands clutching at nothing, high and trembling, completely undone.

I stepped back finally, smearing the last strings of his semen over my palm, the slick smell of our heat lingering, thick and heavy in the cedar-scented air. I smiled as he panted, resting a hand on my shoulder to keep him steady.

“Is that better?”

My voice was low and rough. My nipples were rock hard, my belly fluttered, and I was a hot, leaking, sticky mess. Liam’s eyes were half-lidded, his chest heaving, his softening cock still twitching faintly in my hand, its pulse and vigor fading only slowly.

Liam stared at me, grinning and licking his lips.

“Fucking Christ… that was filthy, Avery… so fucking filthy.”

I grinned, wiping up one last drop of his semen from his cock, tasting him one last time.

“You’re welcome, darling. I can’t have you unnecessarily aroused with so much pussy around.”

Liam laughed under his breath, the sound low and satisfied. His hand trailed down my spine as we stepped out of the changing room, both of us still catching the hum of what had just happened. My skin tingled from more than the heat in the air; it was the awareness of my nakedness, the strange lightness where clothes should be, the knowledge that every man and woman we passed would see every inch of me.

I shivered, roasting in delicious shame, my body deeply aroused, reaching the highest point of need I ever remember.

We followed the corridor toward the pool, the warm, mineral-rich air thickening with each step. The sound of water grew louder, a slow lap, a gentle cascade. I glanced at Liam, catching the quick flick of his eyes down my body, then as he glanced away again, as if he needed to hide the fact he was already picturing what others might see.

We stepped into the pool hall and stopped.

Steam hung like a gauze curtain, softening the edges of the room. The deep-blue water lay still beneath the skylight, light sliding over the surface like oil. Around the edge, naked bodies moved at an unhurried pace, their skin slick and flushed from the heat. Some swam slowly, others sat on the steps half-submerged, talking in low voices. A couple leaned against the far wall, their mouths close, her hand moving between their bodies in a rhythm just shy of obvious.

My breath caught, a mix of surprise and something darker.

“Liam… are they-”

“Yeah… I think they are.”

We walked further in, trying not to stare, though my eyes were pulled toward every movement. A woman floated on her back, breasts rising and falling with each ripple, her nipples peaked in the cool air above the water. A man near the corner sat on the ledge with the water lapping his thighs, his hand between them, working slowly, his face tipped toward the ceiling in quiet bliss.

I swallowed hard. My clit throbbed at the sight of a huge, long, thick cock.

“This is… more than I expected, Avery.”

“I’m not complaining.”

We slipped into the pool, the water warm and silky against my skin. It held me in an embrace as we moved to the deeper end, the sound of the room closing in, muted splashes, soft, pleasured moans, a girl’s sharp gasp quickly bitten down. My thighs brushed Liam’s under the water, and I felt the slow stir of him again, impossible to hide now.

I leaned closer, letting my lips hover just above his ear.

“You’re hard again.”

“Can you blame me?”

My hand found his cock beneath the water, hardening fast under my touch. I stroked him once, slow and deliberate, the heat of him shocking in the warm pool. Across from us, another couple stood chest to chest, the man’s hands on her hips, his fingers digging in as she arched against him, her eyes closing as though the entire room had vanished.

The air was thick with sex mixed with the scent of water and skin, the sound of wet friction just under the splash, the quiet sighs that cut through steam. I let my grip around my husband’s cock tighten, the glide of water making my wanking movement effortless, my thumb sweeping over the ridge of his glans. Liam’s jaw tightened, his breath coming faster.

A woman swam past slowly, her eyes meeting mine for a heartbeat before dipping under, her hair streaming out like dark silk. When she surfaced behind me, I felt her gaze travel down my back, over the curve of my ass in the water. My nipples tightened painfully, as if her eyes alone could touch me.

I turned back to Liam, my hand still on him.

“I think they like us here.”

“I like us here.”

His words vibrated low in his throat, the heat of them sliding through me. I imagined pushing him back against the pool wall, riding him here while the others watched, maybe even joined. The thought sent a shiver straight to my cunt.

We drifted toward the shallow end, my hand never leaving him. I let my fingers roam lower, cupping his balls under the water, feeling them heavy and tight already. Around us, the room seemed to pulse with slow, private ecstasy, a language without words, bodies speaking to each other in gasps and strokes.

Liam’s head tipped toward mine.

“You’re going to kill me.”

I smiled against his cheek, my voice a whisper meant for him alone.

“Not before I make you cum again.”

I slid closer to my husband, the water parting around my thighs as I pressed against him. His cock was trapped between us, hot and solid under the silken drag of the pool. My hand returned to him under the surface, slow, lazy strokes that looked innocent to anyone glancing over, but each pull made his breath shorten.

A ripple disturbed the water nearby. A shape moved through the steam, tall, broad-shouldered, with close-cropped dark hair glistening under the skylight. The water curled away from his body in long, slow swells. His chest rose with measured breaths, every movement deliberate, muscles shifting under a sheen of heat and water like they had been built to do something more than simply look beautiful.

Liam’s eyes flicked toward him, then back to me, and I felt the smallest shift in his body, not withdrawal, but awareness.

The sound of the pool seemed to hush, the small noises of splashes and laughter muted for a moment. A woman near the steps turned her head toward him. Another, sitting half-submerged, glanced up from between a man’s knees. The steam parted enough for me to catch the deep tan of his skin, the lines of his hips narrowing to an obvious weight swinging between his thighs.

Liam’s hand brushed my side under the water, almost as if to check I was still there. I felt the twitch of him against my palm, not withdrawal, but a quickening. His breathing slowed in a way that told me he was thinking, picturing something.

The stranger’s gaze found mine. It was not casual. It held, heavy and unbroken, a pause long enough for my pulse to rise. There was no smile, no polite nod, just the quiet certainty of a man who didn’t need either.

Something deep inside me tilted, like the center of gravity had shifted in the room. Heat flooded through me, not the pleasant soak of the spa but the sharp, molten rush of being seen, stripped in a way no nakedness could match. Every nerve hummed with the memory of Liam’s release still slick on my skin, the humid air carrying the scent of it between us.

My thighs pressed together under the water, not to hide but to contain a throb that wanted to open me. The stranger’s gaze felt like a slow, deliberate touch, tracing every inch of me Liam had just claimed and quietly asking if I would let someone else take it.

I kept my hand around Liam’s cock, tightening the grip just enough that he twitched again under the surface, my thumb circling the ridge just beneath his head. Liam’s pulse kicked under my palm.

The stranger swam closer, then emerged onto the marble ledge, the water breaking from his body in sheets, streaming down his torso to the curve of his cock, long and thick, still heavy from the water but already lifting as it met the air.

He reached for a towel without looking away from me. I heard the faint rustle of cotton against his skin. I also heard Liam swallow.

The air felt thicker now, the musk of heat and bodies rising above the mineral steam. Around us, there was movement, a low laugh from somewhere near the wall, the soft slosh of a couple changing position in the shallow end, a faint gasp from the woman in the corner. Everything seemed to happen under the weight of that look the stranger kept on me.

I leaned to Liam, close enough that only he could hear.

“Let’s get out of the water.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Water clung to my skin in heavy drops as I waded to the steps, Liam’s hand still in mine. Steam curled from our bodies, wrapping us in a warm, shifting shroud as we climbed out of the pool. The marble was slick beneath my feet, the faint vibration of water pumps humming through it.

My nipples were painfully tight, the cool air outside the water turning them into hard, aching points that drew every passing glance like they were signaling.

Liam looked flushed, his cock still hard from what I’d been doing to him under the water. It bobbed as he moved, heavy and red, each step making it sway like it was trying to drag him back into the water with me. Droplets clung to the shaft before falling away in tiny rivulets that caught the light.

We walked the curved marble edge toward the showers. The air was thick with eucalyptus and minerals, the scent wrapping around me, warm enough to keep my body humming but cool enough to make me aware of every inch of bare skin. The low murmur of other bathers drifted through the echoing chamber, a background rhythm to my own pulse.

A man crossed in front of us, tall, shoulders broad, his cock hanging thick and low, the slow swing of it impossible to miss. His eyes flicked over me as if he’d been expecting me all day, then he glanced at my husband before sliding his gaze back up to meet mine.

I didn’t look away.

Heat bloomed between my thighs, my cunt pulsing in slow, insistent waves. Each beat sent a faint dribble of slick down the inside of my thigh, the water from the pool mixing with something far heavier, far more dangerous.

In the open shower area, steam billowed from multiple rain-heads. Water hissed and struck the marble, breaking into shimmering rivulets that raced toward the central drain. The air was alive with heat and wet stone, every inhale thick enough to taste.

We stepped inside, the warmth wrapping us instantly. The world outside the steam blurred until it felt like we’d stepped into another place entirely. The first shock of water against my skin was almost as sensual as a touch, hot rivulets running over my breasts, gliding between them, catching in the hollow of my belly before streaming lower.

Liam moved in close, his chest brushing my breasts, his cock pressing against my hip. I reached for it without looking, my fingers closing around the thick, familiar heat. The skin was hot and slick under my touch, each vein pressing into my palm.

He groaned softly, his breath catching close enough that the warmth of it spread across my cheek.

“You’re going to make me cum again.”

“That’s the idea. I can’t have you embarrassing me.”

“That guy… the one with the massive cock… he wanted to fuck you.”

“Don’t be silly!”

“He fucking did, honey… a guy knows when another guy wants to fuck his wife.”

I stroked my husband’s cock under the falling water, slow and deliberate at first, watching the beads race over his shaft, merging with the slick of pre-cum I’d teased out in the pool. My other hand cradled his balls, heavy and tightening already.

My pussy throbbed for a cock, but the need didn’t quite match my husband’s size or rhythm. Deep down, I knew exactly whose cock I wanted stretching me open, the German guy’s.

A girl is allowed to dream.

Someone stepped into the area beside us, a faint slap of wet feet on marble announcing him before I saw his vague shape through the veil of steam. The mist parted just enough to reveal tanned skin stretched over a torso carved into deep, clean ridges.

Water tracked down over his mighty chest, along the groove of his abdomen, and vanished below the line where his immense cock hung heavy.

His sparkling blue eyes met mine without hesitation, the heat in them direct and unapologetic. I didn’t break the stare, but my hand tightened instinctively around my husband’s cock, and I felt it pulse harder in my grip.

The stranger’s hand moved slowly as he lathered himself, but there was nothing casual about it. His palm slid across his gnarly, monstrous shaft with deliberate pressure, each pass slower than the last. I knew the rhythm and that it was not for cleaning, but for coaxing.

He’s wanking himself next to me.

Holy fuck!

Liam’s eyes followed my gaze, and he saw what I stared at. His cock pulsed hard in my grip.

I leaned in, my lips brushing his ear.

“Let’s try the infrared bed before I ride you senseless right here.”

His breath caught, a shiver running through him.

“I think you should help him, Avery.”

“What?”

“Wank us both off… it seems fair.”

“Are you fucking joking?”

The man must have understood enough English to follow our conversation, because the faintest smirk pulled at his lips. He turned his hips toward me in a way that felt more like an invitation than an accident. His cock, already long and thick, reared heavier as I stared, the skin darkening as blood swelled it.

I let my gaze drop, unavoidably frowning in the most slutty way. I was unable to disguise the fact that I was staring. My mouth dried at the sight of the thickest shaft I’d ever seen, the kind that would fill my throbbing hole until my body forgot its own name.

I looked back up and found the German still smiling, as if he already knew I’d said yes in my head.

Liam’s voice was quiet but firm.

“I don’t mind if you wank him off at the same time as me, Avery.”

I stared at my husband, my entire body throbbing, my cunt dripping, my pussy lips trembling as I fought against my marriage vows.

“Are you sure, Liam?”

“Yes.”

I still gripped my husband’s cock and wanked it slowly, from the tip to his balls and back. The sound of water softened everything except the slick, obscene glide of my palm over Liam’s bulging, ruddy glans. He groaned, and the vibration of it ran through my chest.

I licked my lips while staring at the German. He twisted his hips a little more, so I could admire his spectacular length and girth, also suggesting he was available. Even soft with soap, the gorgeous man’s cock looked almost too heavy to hold.

I stopped pretending and stared, soaking into my long-term memory the longest, thickest cock I’d ever seen, almost double my husband’s five and a half inches.

“Would you like to wank me too, Madam?”

I craned my neck and stared desperately at my husband, praying for his buy-in

“Liam… are you fucking sure?”

“Yes… hurry, please, pump his cock while you wank me and for god’s sake, start soon, Avery, before I cum.”

My husband’s words landed in my chest like a match on dry tinder. I closed the small gap until the stranger’s heat radiated onto my skin. Steam curled between us, carrying the mixed scents of soap and something rawer, the sharp, magnetic musk of arousal.

One hand stayed on Liam’s cock, the weight and pulse of it filling my palm, slick from the pre-cum I’d coaxed in the pool. I was able to span my husband’s cock, my fingers easily touching my thumb on the other side.

My other hand reached for the German’s cock. The shock of him made me inhale sharply. He was huge, the girth forcing my fingers apart, and no matter how hard I squeezed, I couldn’t close my grip.

His skin was satin-slick over iron, the heat of it almost burning against my palm. I tightened my grip, feeling a thick vein under my fingers while I dragged my fist slowly down until the swollen head nudged my thumb.

The sound he made was low, a rumble that seemed to settle in my belly. I wanked him harder, and he moaned. I gasped, and, while stroking him and my husband off, I stared at him, desire flaring in my eyes like burning beacons.

His stomach flexed in a ripple, his hips answering with a subtle roll that pushed more of his cock into my fist.

Liam’s arm circled my waist from beside, his chest pressing into my arm, hot and wet. His cock strained in one hand, a frantic pulse compared to the slow, deliberate throb of the stranger’s.

I stroked them both, sometimes alternating, sometimes matching their rhythms so each man’s hips lifted in perfect time. The sound was obscene, wet, slick, the slap of skin against my knuckles echoing off the marble.

Liam’s breathing grew ragged, his hips jerking in short bursts. The German watched my hand work his immense cock, his eyes hooded, his jaw clenched, his cock swelling even thicker until my fingers couldn’t close even halfway.

I’m wanking a stranger off.

While my husband watches.

Holy fuck! This is a fantasy come real.

The stranger’s eyes locked on mine through the steam. I rolled my wrist, dragging my knuckles under the hot ridge of his helmet, and he let out a low sound that vibrated through my chest, its tendrils reaching deep in my womb with the promise of the best fucking of my life.

My solid clitoris swelled and throbbed in answer, my thighs pressing tightly together, the ache and need to be fucked so sharp I had to bite down on it.

The air was thick with steam, soap, and the metallic heat of pre-cum, the scent coiling into my lungs until I felt dizzy with it. The German’s cock was a slow, relentless throb in one hand, Liam’s a frantic, desperate pulse in the other, each man’s need pulling at me in different ways.

I leaned into Liam, my lips almost brushing his jaw.

“You both feel so fucking good in my hands.”

“His cock is so much bigger than mine, Avery.”

“It’s much harder than yours, too, and fuck… it would be so much more filling inside me.”

The German’s hips moved again, a heavy, controlled thrust into my grip as though he were fucking my tightly closed fist.

Liam’s legs quivered against mine. I tightened my fists until the skin on my knuckles whitened, milked both of them from root to tip, forcing every drop of slick precum to coat them, the slippery heat running over my fingers, making the movement even filthier.

Water pounded over us, streaming down my arms, washing over their cocks, splashing against the marble at our feet. My clit swelled and ached, every stroke of their cocks feeding the burn in my belly.

I slowed my strokes, squeezing at the base of each cock until they both groaned.

I stepped back, releasing them at the same time, my palms still tingling from the heat and weight. My cunt was wet enough to drip down my thighs. My skin felt raw from want.

“Liam?”

“Yes, darling?”

“I want to suck his cock… please.”

My husband’s eyes widened, his lips trembled, and he looked shocked. Had I pushed too far?

“Wow… fucking what, Avery?”

“You heard me… You started this. I want to suck his cock.”

“And what? Let him cum in your mouth?”

“Yes.”

I tightened my grip on the stranger’s shaft, pumping him harder while releasing Liam entirely, forcing my husband to stand there without my touch. I wanted my husband to feel my frustration.

His cock twitched at the loss of my palm and stroke, the frustration visible in his face. He should have been fucking me while I took the German man’s cock in my mouth, but instead, he just stood there, breathing hard, taking, not giving.

That didn’t matter. I still loved him, but Liam needed to meet me in the middle.

My eyes met my husband’s, holding them with a want that was almost a dare. He flinched first, a flicker of love, understanding, and consent in his eyes

“Go ahead, Avery. I asked for this.”

“Thank you, darling.”

I dropped to my knees between them, the cold marble biting into my shins, a stark contrast to the heat cascading from the shower above. Water tracked down my back, tracing the curve of my spine, dripping from my hair onto my breasts.

Steam wrapped around us, trapping the scent of male arousal in the air, soap barely masking the thick, primal musk of cocks that wanted to be emptied.

Both cocks hung in front of me, flushed and pulsing, the skin gleaming with water and pre-cum. My hands rose to claim them, one for Liam, one for the stranger. The heat from their shafts seeped into my palms.

My lips found my husband’s cock first, parting over the small, swollen crown, a tangy, salty flavor hitting my taste buds instantly. Chlorine clung faintly under the salt-thick tang of Liam’s pre-cum, as I sealed my lips around the sharp, metallic edge of his helmet that always made my nipples pinch tight.

My tongue curled under the ridge, tracing his banjo string, teasing it, lapping until my mouth felt branded by the shape of him. I sucked my husband’s cock slow and deep, letting my lips drag tight around him until his thighs pressed in against my shoulders and I could feel his heartbeat hammer through the shaft.

I pulled back, the head leaving my mouth with a wet pop, and I turned my attention to the German. My lips stretched wide just to take him in, the blunt crown forcing them apart before I’d even taken an inch.

The weight of him filled my cheeks, my jaw straining instantly, the ache as intoxicating as the taste, soap musk, and heat, a faint spice of sweat, something raw and entirely male, far stronger and more arousing than my husband was.

I could only manage part of him without choking, so I worked what I could, driving my lips up and down, feeling every vein and gnarl through them, while pumping the base with my fist, my wrist aching from the sheer girth.

The heat throbbed through every tendon in my wrist as it stroked him, while my lips worked the head in slow, obscene circles.

Their cocks felt so different in my hands. Liam’s, hot and urgent, small yet beautiful, his cock jerking in short, sharp pulses. The German’s cock was immeasurably heavier, forcing me to wank him slower, while a deep throb rolled like a bass note through my palm. I fed my mouth back and forth between them, licking one, sucking the other, letting the slick from my lips coat them both, trading taste and heat until I couldn’t tell whose salt I was swallowing.

Liam’s cock thickened against my tongue, the skin tight, the base swelling in a way I knew meant he was almost there. I sank my mouth over his cock head, taking him until my nose pressed into the wiry hair at his base and my lips kissed his pubic bone, my throat working, milking, as the first hot rope of sticky semen hit deep, flooding the back of my mouth.

I swallowed as his cock pulsed, taking every drop, thick and hot, his cum sliding heavy down my throat in waves. My eyes stayed locked on the German guy’s while I drained my husband’s seed, wanting the stranger to see exactly what I could do for him.

When Liam’s cock slipped from my lips, still twitching against my cheek, I wrapped my free hand around the German’s balls, which were heavy and tight, the skin trembling alive under my touch. I stroked him harder, pumping that obscene length, twisting my wrist so my palm dragged under the helmet with every upstroke. My lips closed over his cock crown again, and I sucked hard and deep, my tongue swirling until his breathing fractured and the deep lines in his abdomen tightened.

The first spurt of his semen coated my tongue like molten syrup, thick and hot enough to make me gasp. Another followed, streaking the inside of my cheek before spilling past my lips, burning my tonsils. Cum smeared my chin, dripping over my bottom lip as he kept pumping, every pulse a jolt of heat against my tongue.

He was so much more than my husband, primal, full of cum, desperate to give it to me.

I milked his shaft with both hands until every last drop of seed slid down my throat, anointing me with the first seed that wasn’t my husband’s since we married.

I sat back on my heels, breathless, cum sticky-warm on my face, my chest rising and falling under the pressure of the steam. My cunt throbbed so hard it felt like it had its own pulse, every nerve singing for more. I dragged the back of my hand across my mouth, sucked the taste from my fingers, and looked up at them both with a smile that promised trouble.

“I’m not done, Liam.”

“What next?”

“I want to dry off and lie on the infra-red lamp beds.”

“I think we should, Avery.”

“We must.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

My husband and I stepped out into the main spa area’s humid, electrified air amid a silence that buzzed with intense excitement, sexual taboo, and the promise of more excesses to come. We glanced at each other, checking in, making sure we were still the same people as we had been before I sucked another man’s cock.

The mist clung thick and wet, pearled droplets hanging in the air and coating our bare shoulders, the tang of chlorine threaded with the faint musk of bodies already used.

My lips felt tacky with drying semen, the men’s sharp salty taste ghosting the back of my tongue, burning my tonsils. The German man whose cock I had just devoured strolled away into the mist, leaving his taste burning in my mouth, his cum drying sticky across my lips and chin. I could smell him still, the acrid sting of his seed mixed with the clean steam of the spa, an obscene perfume that clung to me as if branded there.

My thighs were tacky where his semen had dribbled from my chin, down my breasts and stomach, mixing with my slick hormones that pooled between swollen pussy lips. Each step reminded me of him, every brush of thigh against thigh reawakening the heat of what I had done, what I had taken.

My pussy flexed in tiny, greedy pulses with every movement, the humid air carrying back the faint slap of wet flesh that made me tremble harder.

My husband paused and leaned into me.

“You were magnificent, Avery… two cocks and you made both of us cum.”

“Did you enjoy watching?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t just mean when I sucked your cock. Did you enjoy watching me with the other guy?”

I gulped and felt my eyes strain, with bulging, stinging pains in the back, evidence that my blood pressure rose. It was a lewd question, resurrecting my disgrace and the moment I side-stepped my marriage vows. The taste of the German’s cum ghosted my throat as I waited for Liam’s answer, the weight of it hot and shameful.

My husband’s eyes begged me not to ask the question. He glanced in every direction, making sure we weren’t being watched.

“Not in here, Avery… please.”

“Okay… later perhaps?”

“Yes… later.”

Or maybe never. You got what you wanted. I got very little.

But it was nice to suck a bigger cock, even though I won’t tell you because I don’t want to hurt you.

The thought jolted me, my pussy twitching as though the secret itself were erotic.

My husband hadn’t fucked me, not with his cock inside my pussy, and my body screamed in fury as though denied something owed. My German didn’t fuck me either, and I was confused by what he was to me: lover, bull, stranger, fuck toy, the labels tumbled in my mind like shards of broken glass, each sharp and gleaming.

I had been used by a stranger, and I had used him. The thrill of it made my pussy tremble and dampen all over again. I was a wife who wasn’t fucked often enough by my husband, but I was also a slut now, and the two truths tangled so complementary and tightly I couldn’t tell them apart.

My husband gripped my hand tightly and smiled as though he had read my mind and wanted to allay my fears with his love. My lover, yes, that was what I would call the German from now on, had vanished into the haze, leaving a vacuum in his wake and a pulse inside me that needed to rise. His heat still clung to my skin like a ghost of touch, a residue of our forbidden intimacy. Liam’s hand felt warm in mine, the silence between us thick with the weight of what had just happened, my fidelity stretched into something new, transformed, though still framed by his consent and our marriage.

Steam clung in a damp sheen across my shoulders, turning every fine hair on my arms into hypersensitive antennae. My bare thighs brushed with each step, the tacky warmth between them spreading with every sway, a reminder that I was marked, my cunt still dripping, every nerve tuned to the atmosphere around me. The drip ran in a slow line down my inner thigh, cooling in the mist before the next hot bead followed.

The pool hall opened ahead, air shimmering above the water, steam twisting in soft ribbons that caught the skylight glow from far above. My skin prickled, pores wide open, every breath I took was heavy with the mingled scents of wet stone, mineral water, sweat, and the faint metallic echo of recent sex.

Primal sounds floated through the haze, gripping my womb, squeezing my fidelity down into a small, voiceless grain. A low, suggestive sigh bled through the mist, followed by the muffled slap of flesh against flesh, a drawn-out gasp that caught halfway between moan and cry. Somewhere close by, water lapped sharply against marble, as if the room itself moved with the rhythm of hidden bodies. I strained for more, ears greedy for the confirmation that others were already fucking.

I paused and pulled Liam into an alcove, wrapping my arms around his neck as his hands cupped my ass cheeks, his fingertips pressing in. His smile was soft and loving, his eyes warmer than they had been in weeks, maybe months. His palms spread across me, gripping tighter, his nails rasping over each taut cheek, lifting me higher, making me wetter and more needy for cock. His skin radiated heat into mine, his erection still soft but alive against my belly.

The heat of my husband’s skin pressed into mine, searing through the faint film of shower moisture, his thumbs digging into the muscle until I leaned against his grip like I might fall through him. Behind us, I heard a hushed giggle, the sound of footsteps pausing, then moving on again, and I knew others were watching. A thrill of exposure ran through me, shame and arousal bound together.

I wrestled my lips from his and stared deeply into his conflicted eyes.

“Are we okay, Liam? In our marriage, I mean.”

“You didn’t cheat on me. I asked you to suck that guy’s cock.”

“But why?”

My husband bit his bottom lip and cringed while he thought carefully. The moment I gripped another man’s cock and wrapped my lips around the precum-laden crown had changed everything in our marriage, even though I felt unchanged, or maybe not changed enough. By the look on his face, my husband was parking what we’d done in his long-term memory.

“This… what we did, is very real to me, Liam. It’s all-consuming. I have to discuss it. How do you feel about watching me, on my knees, sucking another guy’s cock.”

“I can’t find the right words to explain it.”

“Please try, darling. I need to know, to understand.”

“I-I… I looked at the man and saw his bigger cock, and I figured you deserved it. He needed help, and I felt a camaraderie with him. He wanted you. Not to replace me or steal your heart, but to share a moment, not to my loss, but to your gain.”

“That makes a lot of sense.”

“It changes things, Avery.”

“How?”

“I don’t know. My heart is still pounding like a freight train out of control. I am confused, not about my feelings and love for you… but about…”

“Watching me suck another man’s cock and swallow his semen.”

“I enjoyed watching, sweetheart, and I feel ashamed about that.”

“When we kissed just now… could you taste him on my lips and tongue. He was the last to cum.”

“Yes… I did.”

“Did it bother you?”

“No, and that makes me feel ashamed.”

“Please don’t be, Liam. We did nothing wrong. We discussed what we wanted, agreed, and set boundaries. It was rushed, but god… I fucking enjoyed sucking off two men and swallowing both loads.”

“It was amazing… You were amazing.”

“Thank you.”

I brushed up against Liam as though by accident, my thigh pressing into the inside of his leg, my knee pressing his cock. My pussy was hot, wet, and sticky, aching with unspent need. I needed my husband to know that I was as aroused as any woman could possibly get. My nipples throbbed, the steam cooling them into tight, aching buds that begged for his mouth.

A loud, passionate scream cut through the mist. My husband’s attention drifted from my sexual frustration to the far corner of the pool, where a man lounged on a submerged bench and a woman straddled his cock, riding him in slow, relentless sways, her head rolling, long hair whipping around. The air around them pulsed with the same quiet beat, as if the entire spa were orgasming in time with her.

I let my lips skim my husband’s ear.

“Can we try that big communal bed with the red lights above it? The one near the wall.”

“You mean the infrared relaxation bed?”

“Yes. Maybe you can fuck me on there if nobody else is around.”

“People will watch us.”

“I don’t care.”

“I won’t recover quickly, Avery.”

“I’ll wait until you can fuck me.”

My husband’s eyes darkened in that way I knew meant yes. He wanted to fuck me, even if I would have to wait a few more minutes for his cock to rise again. His voice carried a measured edge as my need consumed his thoughts.

“Shall we do it, Liam?”

“Fine. But let’s stay away from the hot tub, because those guys are already fucking.”

The words struck me like a warm hand between the legs, parting my swollen, sticky lips. My breath faltered, my belly pulled tight, knees bracing as if they had forgotten how to hold me upright. Heat pooled low in my stomach, warming the places made to be filled by my husband’s cock, and a low hum vibrated through me that had nothing to do with the spa air. I clung to my husband’s arm, pressing my trembling, perspiring forehead to his in utter desperation, closing my eyes, riding out the vigorous shiver running down my spine and through my tight pussy that begged me to be fucked.

When I opened my eyes, Liam looked concerned. I bit my bottom lip hard, almost breaking the skin, and frowned, absorbed by my tawdry state.

“Are you okay, Avery?”

“I’m so fucking turned on, Liam. I never imagined they’d allow sex in such a public place. It’s so beautiful as long as people respect each other’s boundaries. But how do we even know what those are?”

“I wasn’t expecting it to be quite this decadent either.”

“I need your cock inside me, honey. Right now.”

“What are your boundaries, Avery?”

I sighed and stared at my husband wide-eyed, struggling deep down to say what I felt rather than what I should.

“I don’t feel I have any.”

“Wow.”

“Sorry, Liam. I chose honesty.”

The words came from somewhere deep, pulled raw from my chest. My pussy clenched hard in response, wet and aching. My husband’s hand was on me instantly, sliding down my solid, sculpted stomach until his fingers parted my swollen, sticky folds, the rough pad of his thumb brushing my swollen, creamy clit, dragging it from side to side, slow enough to make me want to beg for his cock. The sound of his hand on my slick flesh was obscene, a wet kiss echoing in the mist.

A savage gasp tore through me, every muscle, sinew, and soft tissue wracked with ripples of pleasure. My teeth caught the point of Liam’s chin before my mouth found his, our kiss hot, wet, all tongue and hunger. My nipples grazed his chest hair, the roughness making them ache harder. I pressed my nakedness closer, rolling my hips against his thigh, grinding my solid clitoris in desperation. Liam’s grip held me steady as two fingers slid inside my wanton, desperate, trembling cunt, curling up just right, pressing into that soft, electric place where orgasms are made.

My husband gripped my ass tightly in one hand, the other never leaving where I needed it most. The slick sound of his fingers working up and down my creamy slit, then plunging inside my tight hole, mingled with the wet lap of the pool somewhere behind us. It was as if the entire spa had tuned itself to the rhythm between my legs. Somewhere nearby, a woman’s low moan slipped into the steam, an answer to mine, and I knew we were not alone.

“Liam… oh fuck!”

My voice dissolved into a moan, my legs trembling. I kissed the base of his neck, sucked hard enough to leave the skin flushed.

“Nein! Nein! You must stop immediately.”

A stern, angry voice cracked through the steam like a whip. I froze, my pulse stuttering.

A furious-looking woman stood at the tile’s edge scowling, her hands on her hips, cream spa linens clinging to a tall, narrow frame. She was gorgeous, in a mid-to-late fifties, headmistress kind of way. A faint dampness on her collar darkened the starched and pressed fabric that pressed against sharp collarbones.

Her mousy brown hair was pulled tight into a long ponytail, but humidity had freed fine strands that stuck to her cheek. A thin gold spa-logo sash crossed her chest, the only ornament to an otherwise severe figure.

She was severely pissed with us.

It has to be because of me sucking two cocks in the shower.

It can’t be… people are fucking right here, even now.

And they hadn’t stopped fucking either. Moans and gasps carried through the haze, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing against the marble as a guy somewhere drove his cock deep inside a lucky girl. The sounds of sex wove around her stern silence.

Heat rushed to my face, the steam magnifying a flush until my cheeks prickled red. Shame bloomed hot from within me, growing downward into a throb between my legs. My thighs pressed together and twitched, the tacky mess between them reminding me of German cum drying sticky on my skin.

I shifted behind Liam, the front of my thighs brushing against the solid heat of his tensed body, making my pussy flutter.

“What the fuck is going on, Liam?”

“I have no idea.”

“People are fucking.”

“I know.”

My husband’s cock stood full and high, thick as a steel rod, pointing directly at the spa attendant. Liam was ready to fuck me, and I needed it so badly my head spun, but now I seemed further away from inner satisfaction and a dripping, well fucked hole than ever.

Her eyes dipped to Liam’s cock just once before she glanced back up, looking mildly embarrassed, although for whom, I wasn’t sure. The sight of her eyes flicking down made my belly flutter. My husband took exception to her mild sneer, and my stomach tightened, my eyes narrowing dangerously too.

Okay, my husband wasn’t hung like most other men in the spa, except the ones with wives, but there was no need for her to humiliate him.

Liam’s voice hardened.

“What did we do wrong?”

“You are not allowed to play with her!”

She pointed at me, and others stared. I cringed, feeling shame burn every part of me, including the pussy lips that were coated in sticky nectar.

“What do you mean? There are people fucking everywhere.”

“Yes. But they are couples, and the wives are not being serviced by their husbands, Sir.”

“I don’t understand.”

No… but I do.

Holy fuck!

The attendant eyed my husband with mild disdain as though their interaction bothered her. He’d broken the rules, rules that seemed to apply to him but not to me. I was in the clear, like a guilty child the teacher hadn’t spotted, only this classroom reeked of sex and sweat.

She glanced at me and saw I understood what she was driving at, but when I looked at my husband, I saw the penny hadn’t dropped.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

The woman approached us, her steps slow, the air shifting with the scent of her perfume, calm and dominant, strict. She had a flash of cruelty in her eyes, like a woman who wasn’t familiar with a strong man. My nipples tightened against the damp air as if her authority alone could touch me.

“Today is for cuckolding couples only. Registered bulls are here by my special invitation to service cucks’ wives. You are a cuck and therefore may not fuck your wife here. Not today.”

The penny finally dropped. My husband stared at her in disbelief, choking on his words.

“Wait, what? I’m a fucking cuck now? Says who?”

She eyed Liam keenly, her gaze sweeping from the hair on his head to his big toe, pausing for five seconds to appraise his cock before she met his angry stare.

She raised an eyebrow, a question, a statement, and a mild humiliation.

“Sir, you have a cuck-cock.”

“What the fuck is a cuck-cock?”

“Your cock is perfectly formed and beautiful, and there is nothing wrong with it but…”

Her voice trailed off, her tone shifting just enough to soften as she hoped my husband could read between the lines. Maybe she didn’t want to push him too far. We had broken the rules, but we were still paying guests in a very expensive hotel that owned this spa.

But Liam was like a dog with a bone, or a boner, and now he was keen on attacking.

“But what? Go on, lady… finish what you were saying.”

“Sir, there is nothing wrong with your cock, but the women who come here on cuckolding afternoon aren’t looking for what you have.”

Liam’s eyes bulged and his face turned beetroot red. His erection was long gone, disappointing me, and now, his cock looked meek and incapable of filling my trebling pussy. My cunt clenched at the humiliation written across his body, shame making me hotter.

He made the mistake of pointing at his cock and looking down. Everyone, discreetly spectating up to that point, stared, naturally following his gesture. Most looked unimpressed, but none offended my sweetheart. Our shame was public now, steaming and suffocating.

“Too small a cock, is it?”

“Well, yes… I am sorry, but it is. Yours is the sort of a cock that only a wife could love.”

“Wow! What the fuck!”

“Most wives love their husbands dearly, but many aren’t having the same levels of sexual satisfaction.”

And that makes me a cuck?”

“No… coming here today makes you a cuck.”

The attendant’s gaze shifted to me, her eyes holding mine as though weighing my silence. She must have thought we were already in the cuckold lifestyle, or that one of us had planned this visit with an inaugural cuckolding in mind, hoping to sway the other. Since it couldn’t have been Liam, she assumed it was me.

I shook my head. The attendant stepped closer, her presence narrowing the space around us until her body heat mingled with the spa’s, our conversation folding into a private pocket of steam. Somewhere behind her, the woman on the submerged bench reached her second immense orgasm, a muffled scream spilling against her lover’s palm.

Greedy bitch!

I couldn’t stop staring at her. Her eyes rolled wildly because she was intoxicated by the moment, her body jolting as a burly, gorgeous man fucked her deep, sliding her on and off his thick, veiny cock like she was a toy. Spit glistened between the fingers covering her mouth. He lifted her out of the water, using both his hands to grip her hips and slide her pussy up and down his cock, using her like a wanking sheath.

I was stunned. He looked magnificent while she seemed happy, so truly satisfied, her joy tingled deep inside me. The wet slap of their bodies hit a pace that made my own cunt clench.

Then I noticed him. A man at poolside, sitting in a cushioned wicker chair nearby, stroking himself furiously, his cock about the size of Liam’s. My gaze flicked between the three, the realization stabbing me in the chest. He was her husband, a cuck, watching a bull fucking his wife.

And it wasn’t the same bull who’d given her the first orgasm. This was another, even more beautiful man, the kind whose body belonged carved in marble.

Liam’s stare caught me, accusingly, and I felt my expression give me away. I was the epitome of guilt, slutty need, with what felt like an unquenchable ache in my belly that was unbearable. I felt shame and dropped my gaze, frowning, trying to look contrite while my pussy screamed to be pounded.

My husband turned back to the attendant.

“You’re saying I can’t fuck Avery in here, but other men can?”

“Exactly. Single bulls may fuck your wife if she consents.”

“What about me?”

“You are not required for any sexual purpose except, perhaps, looking after your own needs and cleaning the semen out of her pussy after her bull finishes inside her. If that’s your thing… if not, feel free to watch, masturbate… but please, use tissues.”

“I meant what about my permission?”

“What about it?”

She looked stunned as though it were a question of such impudence that she ought to thrash my husband for asking it.

“Is my permission required for another man to fuck my wife?”

She snorted and laughed deprecatingly, then realized she seemed rude and fixed her severe stare back on my husband.

“Are you being serious?”

“Yes… of course.”

“Don’t you understand the concept of cuckolding?”

“Does a bull need my permission to fuck my wife?”

“No… absolutely not. Your permission is unnecessary. Do not touch your wife again, or I’ll have you removed. She can stay, though.”

“Jesus… hold on a minute. We are fucking hotel guests staying here.”

“I know. Room 506. It is an executive suite.”

“Exactly, so I don’t expect to be treated this way… us, I mean, Avery and me.”

The attendant seemed confused and stared at Liam, then me, then back to Liam. She leaned closer, her voice a whisper.

“You and your wife signed documents this morning.”

“Yes… booking forms for this spa session. They were in German.”

“Ahh, I see.”

She smiled awkwardly, shifting her weight from one foot to the other, her cheeks flushing as mine had when she’d interrupted our foreplay. She glanced down, muttered something under her breath in German, then looked back up.

“You signed consent forms without realizing.”

“Consent for what?”

“Consent that you were a cuckold couple and that you, Sir, agreed that your wife could freely fuck any bull in this spa between midday and midnight.”

“What the fuck?”

Shock tightened around my throat. We’d both assumed the forms were standard terms and conditions for using the spa. Like membership, only temporary. Who reads shit like that while on vacation?

The woman shook her head apologetically.

“I’m sorry, Sir, there has been a mistake. But…”

“Oh great… more buts. What is it this time?”

“Well… please don’t think me rude, but I was told you consented to your wife getting down on her knees to suck Gert’s cock in the shower.”

“Who?”

“Gert. The beautiful man who squirted his seed down your wife’s throat in the shower.”

“Well… that’s fucking… that’s different.”

“I don’t see how, but you get my point, right? You are here on cuck day, I have your and your wife’s consent forms for her to fuck other men while you watch, if that’s your preference, and… well, you’ve already displayed cuck behavior.”

“Cuck behavior? Me!”

“You asked your wife to suck Gert’s cock. Sounds to me like you are a cuck.”

The attendant held up her hands and pointed at the alcove we’d snuck into.

“I’ll let you and your wife discuss these matters, but please don’t sneak back in there unless it’s so a bull can fuck your wife while you watch. I’ll give you half an hour to decide your next move. Until then, no touching your wife sexually. Handholding is fine. If you want to be a cuck, stay; if not, leave.”

She turned and walked away, but my husband wasn’t done yet.

“Hold on a minute.”

“Half an hour, Sir, not a minute more.”

She waved but never turned back, leaving my husband seething with rage and me stunned to my core.

The pulse between my legs grew heavier, shame twisting with a darker thrill that made my breath hitch. My clit had throbbed under the weight in her voice, the sound of her authority sinking into me like a slow press of fingers.

I leaned into Liam’s back, kissing the damp curve of his shoulders, my lips tasting faint salt and heat. My breath trembled against his skin, my whole-body quivering in a way that had nothing to do with cold.

“Are you okay, Avery?”

“Yes… but.”

“There’s a but?”

I rose to my toes, my lips grazing the shell of his ear.

“I need to fuck someone right now.”

He turned sharply, nearly upsetting my balance.

“Do you mean we should go back to our room?”

I bit my lip and stayed silent, my eyes locked on his, the ache inside me rolled like thunder, deep and impatient. My thighs tensed, slickness threatening to slide down between them. I wanted to spread my legs and show him, let him see the obscene mess dripping down my thighs.

My husband’s gaze drifted past me toward the attendant, like he was searching for something to hold onto. He was disgusted by the idea that he might be a cuck, but his cock twitched against my thigh as if betraying him.

I thought of friends who’d tried this, husbands watching their wives fuck another man, couples who came back closer afterwards, their boundaries shattered in the best possible way. Others divorced, the wife deciding she needed more and better every day.

In moments of fantasy, I’d pictured cuckolding and swinging for us, one day, slow and planned. Not here. Not like this. But now that the air stank of cum and chlorine and authority, my body wanted nothing else.

It was cuckold day, we were here, and I’d already crossed a previous red line.

Why not?

My husband’s eyes narrowed into tiny slits, his brow furrowed, his nostrils flared on heavier breathing from a quickening, excited or terrified heart.

“Avery?”

“Yes?”

“Are you saying you want to fuck a stranger… here, now?”

“Maybe. But only if you agree. I’d want you to watch too. Maybe hold my hand.”

His jaw dropped, his lips tried to move, but they couldn’t. My husband’s eyes bulged, and shock rippled through the tiny muscles in his cheeks. He wobbled and I gripped a wrist, but when he righted himself, Liam’s cock was hard and pressing where it shouldn’t, at least not here, today.

“That’s cuckolding, Avery.”

It’s now or never, girl.

“Yes, honey. That’s exactly what I want. I want to cuckold you.”

The word cuckold landed between us like a slap, filthy and thrilling to me, although I wasn’t sure whether my husband was shocked or putting that on. My pussy clenched hard around emptiness, wet heat threatening to spill if the tight hole wasn’t filled by a stranger soon.

The attendant’s voice sliced through the steam again, crisp and cutting.

“Remember! You don’t need your husband’s permission to fuck any bull here. I can have him banned, and you can enjoy as many as you want.”

A jolt ran through me, sharp as the crack of her words. I turned my head just enough to meet her gaze and shouted.

“If I want my marriage to last beyond dinner, then yes, I do need my husband’s permission. Back off us!”

She hesitated, her eyes narrowing, before stepping away with a mutter, but her words left Liam’s pride trembling like glass.

Steam pressed in closer, curling thick and hot around us, carrying the scent of wet skin, sweat, and faint traces of chlorine. I slid my arms around Liam’s waist, pressing my cheek to his chest so he could feel every shiver running through me.

My husband’s hands settled on my shoulders, heavy, unsure, the weight of them a question he hadn’t voiced. I felt him measuring the offer I’d just made, his breathing slow and deliberate against my hair, but his cock betrayed him again, a twitch, a thickening, as though he wanted this filth almost as much as I did.

My voice was a whisper against his skin.

“This between you and me, Liam.”

“And another guy you want to fuck… maybe more.”

“Well, okay. It is a very long step over boundaries.”

“Damn fucking right it is.”

“But come on, honey… You asked me to suck another man’s cock. You took us over the boundary.”

“This is different.”

“How?”

“I was involved in the shower. You sucked my cock first.”

“You would be involved now, darling.”

“Watching?”

“You could hold my hand, kiss me, hand me over to the man who will fuck me, maybe even wank while I’m being satisfied.”

“She mentioned something along those lines, too, Avery. Do I not satisfy you?”

And there it was. The question no wife wants to be asked and that most lie about when they answer. I was done lying.”

“No, darling. You do not.”

“Wow… our marriage is fucked then?”

“I never said that. Marriage and sexual satisfaction are different things. I want to be fucked by men with bigger cocks than yours because I need deep, thick penetration.”

“Is that it?”

“No.”

“There is more?”

“Yes.”

“Fucking tell me then, Avery. This is no time to hold back.”

“Okay… do you want the truth?”

“Yes… everything, fucking explain it to me.”

I stared at him softly, lovingly, gripping his solid cock despite the obvious rule-breaking it meant. While I squeezed, I cupped his cheek with my spare hand.

“The truth is that it’s very easy for any woman to make you cum, by hand, mouth, breasts, or in her pussy or anus. Some women are easily pleased, but I am not.”

“Then why marry me?”

“Because I love you with all of my heart, Liam. That’s what I meant about separating sex from love.”

“So… given a second chance, you’d still marry me.”

“Of course.”

“And if I demanded fidelity, you would abide by that?”

“Yes… and I did… until you demanded I unshackle myself and step away from my vows.”

The look of horror on my husband’s face almost frightened me. I held him in my spare arm, whispering into his ear.

“Why have you still got an erection, Liam?”

“I don’t know.”

“Think, sweetheart… be honest with yourself.”

My husband stared at me, looking calmer, but still trembling. His cock pulsed in my hand. I’d held on expecting him to get soft, but when he didn’t, I knew he was a cuck. He just didn’t know it yet.

“Tell me what you want, Avery?”

“I want this. I want you to watch me being fucked by a man with a bigger cock than yours. I want you to watch me take a bull’s cock and cum hard and know it’s still you I’ll crawl back to tonight.”

I felt his chest tighten under my cheek, not from rejection, but from the shame of wanting exactly what I said. His silence was permission in disguise.

From over his shoulder, through the drifting mist, a shape emerged, tall, slow, deliberate. A man with a deep bronze tan and shoulders like the prow of a ship stepped into view, eyes locked on me with an unbroken stare. His cock swung heavy and loose as he walked, the length shifting with each step, thickening even before he reached us, the heat of his presence cutting through the steam like a slow, certain promise.

Liam’s cock stiffened when he saw the bull, and his breath caught like he’d been waiting for this all along. My cunt answered for my husband, slick heat sliding down my thighs, aching to prove him the cuck he both feared and secretly wanted to be.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

I stared at my husband, frowning, feeling, living, and smelling my disgrace and sluttiness. The air between us felt thicker than steam, hotter than the water dripping from the stone walls around us.

A tiny warm bead of my thick, honeyed shame dribbled from the trembling hole I needed to have fucked by a bull’s cock. The bead slid slowly, deliberately, a filthy announcement of my disgraceful state. It dripped onto my right thigh, then, as a second drop fell to join it, the gathered bead zigzagged down my silken skin like a raindrop sliding over a window, tracing me, marking me as a cuckoldress.

My shame paused in the crook of my knee, glistening, feeling sticky, and warm, waiting to gather more weight before it fell. I knew more would come. My cunt was weeping for a man, not my husband.

Around us, the spa whispered. Steam curled and hung low, wrapping us in a secret fog. The faint tang of eucalyptus stung my nose, heavy as incense, seductive and warming. Dripping water from a nearby cascade echoed like a clock, measuring the remaining seconds of our marriage before everything changed. My disgrace belonged not just to Liam but to this place, a house that cradled and witnessed sin.

My husband inhaled deeply, instinctively, possibly for reasons he couldn’t discern, but I could. His nostrils flared, pulling in not just the air but the perfume of my betrayal.

I licked my dry lips, cleared my throat, and spoke clearly. There could be no errors now, no lack of clarity, no repercussions later caused by a misunderstanding or words misheard.

“Are we agreed, Liam?”

“Yes.”

“You will be my cuckold husband?”

My husband’s bottom lip trembled vigorously. His expression suggested anxiety, but his eyes said so much more as they sparkled like free stars burning brightly for the first time. His cock twitched again as if his body was already ahead of his mouth. As much as I had dreamed about being fucked by other men while my husband watched and held my hand, uttering encouragement for me to cum hard, it seemed there was more to Liam’s sexuality than he’d ever let on to me.

That’s why you wanted me to suck the guy’s cock in the shower.

You wanted to watch.

And now you are loving this. I can see it in your eyes.

“I need a straight answer, Liam. I can’t fuck a guy outside our marriage unless you consent.”

“You really want to. I can see it in your eyes.”

“Yes, I do. I think that if a bull helps you to fuck me, my orgasm will finally be enough.”

“By help, you mean…?”

“Negotiate with my bull to fuck me, invite him, hand me over to another man, hold my hand while he fucks me as I need, then after…”

He smiled and held up a hand, processing this far but no more, not yet, so I paused and waited.

“We can get to that part, Avery.”

“It’s a lot for you to take in… but I need your consent.”

“The attendant said you don’t need my consent, darling.”

“Maybe I don’t need it here… but I want it. This moment defines us if we go ahead with a lifestyle shift. There are types of cuckold. I don’t want our marriage to be one of denial.”

“Meaning… I can still fuck you?”

“Yes, of course.”

“But not on a bull day? Those days, possibly a few days before too, will be reserved for them… men who can fuck you better than I can.”

“You can start when they finish inside me.”

“Okay, Avery.”

I blinked and stared, unsure, unclear.

Okay, to what?

“Okay, to what, Liam?”

“I want to be your cuck.”

“Wow.”

My husband’s cock twitched between us, leaking another bead of cream that smeared across my thigh, mixing with the bead of shame’s trail already dried sticky on its route to the crook of my knee. The scent of Liam’s arousal drifted up, sharp and salty, undeniable proof that his body had already chosen cuckolding as an answer to his deep, hidden desire, even if his lips were only just catching up.

My husband smelled of submission, precum, and the musk of a man giving his wife away.

I stepped into his arms and gripped my husband tightly, enjoying how his cock’s cream-soaked crown gently parted my swollen pussy lips. It might be against the house rules for my husband to have sexual contact with me on the spa’s Cuck’s Day, but Liam hadn’t penetrated my throbbing hole, nor would he until later, much later, when it was gaping, sloppy, and well used.

He pulsed there instead, a hot, needy throb pressed against my cunt’s entrance, his entire body shuddering with frustration, as though his shaft already knew it would be denied the right to enter me first.

My husband stared deep into my eyes, his cock straining at my slick hole, his body quivering between hunger and surrender. Liam shuddered from head to toe, gulped air in ragged bursts, his chest rising and falling, his eyes bulging as his nostrils flared like dragon breath. His shaft drooled another spill of cream across my clit, as though even his cock bowed to the new order being written in the air.

And his eyes said it all. My husband loved it.

Liam was stepping aside to let me fuck a superior lover with more cock than I’d had inside me in a long time. That reality bled into his breathing, a rough and shallow rasp that betrayed both dread and desperate excitement.

Liam kissed me, his lips trembling with the taste of surrender, then leaned back.

“Shall we make this official, Avery?”

“How?”

“Let’s share our news with the attendant.”

“Yes… let’s.”

I buzzed all over, my skin flushing like the sun cleared a dark cloud and caught me, inch after inch of me burning. My pussy lips felt soaked, their meaty flesh engorged as they readied to part wide open with far less fidelity toward my husband than my heart had.

My nipples tingled as if called forward into some unspoken ritual. I imagined the attendant writing it all down in her book of rules, the way wives once signed parish registers with trembling hands, except this time it was my cunt being handed over by my husband to a lover, recorded, witnessed, formalized.

The spa air seemed to thicken in response to our choice. The eucalyptus and cedar mixed with the obscene perfume of my sex, raising our expectations. I could almost hear other wives’ whispers, echoes of their own first cuckold vows, folded into the walls of the spa like prayers.

My mind and heart wanted Liam, but my body needed more, much more: a lover who could fuck me deep and hard, fill me, reshape my cunt, and own it.

We walked hand in hand, me on a cloud of air, my body throbbing for a new lover, my husband with a smile that revealed the cuckold dilemma writ large. His cock still throbbed with need, precum smearing his crown as if every step toward the attendant made him harder and closer to a cuck’s orgasm.

If Liam enjoyed our first time, there would be more, many more, and not just for the rest of our vacation.

The service room smelled faintly of detergent and paper towels, sharp and clean, as though it wanted to scrub away the filth that was about to unfold. The scent bit my nostrils with its sterile promise, but I already reeked of sex and disgrace, and I knew the clash would hang in the air once this ritual began.

I stood at the doorway with Liam in front, bold, beautiful, his hand meshed with mine so tightly his knuckles whitened, yet his body thrummed with strange new energy that pulsed into me through his grip.

The German attendant turned her chair lazily, slow as if she had all the time in the world, her eyes narrowing until they landed on Liam. At first, there was contempt, then her eyes softened, studying the cut of my husband’s great body, the strain of muscle across his chest, and the proud jut of average-sized cock that stood as his only rebellion against the role he had just agreed to.

Her gaze landed on me next, sharp, knowing. She understood the hierarchy instantly. A cuck’s wife spoke first, because today belonged to me.

“Excuse me.”

“What is it?”

“My husband wants a word.”

Her eyes flicked to him, ready to wound, but he stared back, steady, unwilling to bow.

“Has he come to his senses about letting you enjoy yourself fucking a well-hung bull while he watches?”

I could feel my husband’s pulse hammering through his hand.

“Liam is no wimp, as you will discover if you insult him again. He’ll tear this hotel apart until the manager throws you out instead.”

The pause was heavy and sticky with tension. The walls almost seemed to listen. Beyond the frosted glass, faint sounds carried: a laugh, the slap of bare feet, or maybe balls slamming into thighs, whispers too low to parse but close enough to remind me that people were near, their shadows shifting, ready to intrude on our moment. The thought made my cunt ache with shame.

The German attendant leaned back, recalibrating her attitude, then a smile appeared, sly but appreciative and mildly mischievous. She looked at Liam.

“I apologize.”

“Your apology is accepted.”

“Are you ready to be a good cuckold?”

“Maybe.”

Her eyes fell to his cock, which had reared up, now fully erect, harder than I had seen it in weeks. She tilted her head, impressed despite herself, like she wanted to touch it, taste it, maybe prove she could take even that from him. Liam had a nice cock, but it wasn’t thick or long enough to satisfy me, and we all knew it.

“I meant no disrespect, Sir. Our spa rules are in place to protect everyone. What can I do for you?”

“I want to be a good cuck, but I don’t know how. It’s my first time.”

“It’s quite easy. You hand your wife over to a man who can fuck her better than you can.”

“And then?”

“You watch her being fucked, masturbate… into tissues. You may hold her hand if she wishes, even kiss her while she’s being fucked by the bull. It’s flexible, per the wife’s wishes. Most men vocally urge their wives to enjoy the orgasm they can’t give her. It’s a moment for love, but not the way many would understand.”

“And then?”

“I don’t understand your question.”

She raised an eyebrow in question.

“After my wife cums. What happens?”

“The bull must cum too. It’s only fair.”

“Yes… yes… but after that?”

“I don’t understand the question. Please be more straightforward. Perhaps we are losing meaning because English is not my first language.”

I fucking understand.

I knew precisely where my husband was going with his line of questioning, and my womb tickled in response, sparkling effervescently as though my uterine walls were growing an immense orgasm, like a power surge was preparing to overwhelm me. My body tingled, then it burned as hormones, so, so much hormonal flow surged through me, making me stretch up onto my toes and tense every muscle to expend excess energy.

“After my wife cuckolds me, am I allowed to clean her pussy?”

The words froze me. Hearing my husband ask if he could tongue, suck, and swallow another man’s semen out of my well fucked hole almost buckled my knees. He said it aloud, in a tiny room, where the echo made my thighs quake.

Oh god. Please, please say yes.

I want that moment for us. I need it.

She looked him up and down, her lips curling, tongue darting briefly to wet them.

“Will her bull cum inside her, outside, or use a condom?”

“Inside, as far as I am concerned. As he and she wish.”

“Good boy. And is your wife using birth control?”

“Yes.”

“Are you sure this is right for you, cuckold? Not all cucks like the bull to squirt his load deep inside their wife.”

“I do. Avery does too. I want to lick her clean and drink him from her pussy while she tells me how much better he was at fucking her than me.”

“Wow! Fuck… a lot changed in half an hour.”

“You forced us to make a choice… we did. I did. This is what I want.”

The room tilted. My thighs shook and I nearly came on the spot.

“It’s a big step, cuck. Any man who cums inside your wife will claim her for days while his semen is in her. Her bull will be with you both, whether you like it or not.”

Liam glanced at me, and so did she. I nodded too enthusiastically, and my body responded with a tiny orgasm, a quick, shameful release that left slickness flowing down the inside of my thigh.

“Yes. We’ve talked. We both want this.”

She gleamed with mischief, almost maternal in her authority. She gathered towels, a small box of tissues, and a ziploc bag filled with a few ancillaries. Liam accepted them, and she stroked his cheek as though rewarding him, then she added, sharp enough to sting,

“You have a small cock, but you might be a very good cuck.”

The words cut deep and deliciously. Liam’s cock jerked as though she had playfully slapped it. He smiled too, deepening his immersion in cuckoldry.

“Be a good boy while your wife is being pleasured. No interfering. No discouragement. Watch, masturbate all you like, cum in your tissues, then lick your cuckoldress clean. A crowd may gather to watch; they always do with first timers and creampie cleanups. Nothing’s sweeter than a satisfied wife brought back to her husband’s tongue.”

The bluntness of her vulgar descriptions made my cunt weep. My thighs slicked with sleaze, trembling with hunger I could no longer disguise.

The attendant pulled a thick stack of rough tissues from another box, handed them over to my husband with a smirk.

“The good ones in the box are for your wife, just in case you fail to jump at the final hurdle, although we do have a few enthusiastic creampie eaters in the spa today who will take over if she wants. These coarse ones are for you. That lot should last through the first bull at least.”

My ears caught fire. Liam balked and choked on his words.

“First bull?”

“Yes, cuckold. Your wife may want more than one man to fuck her. The more guys she fucks, the calmer and more devoted she’ll be to you in the days after. You’ll cum harder from her moans with them than you ever could alone. You’ll learn to live on denial, not inside her, but beside her.”

“Really?”

“I guarantee you that your marriage will improve once your wife is settled, regularly well fucked, and full of another man’s seed. It will also make you far more attentive. Is that okay?”

Liam swallowed.

“Yes. That’s okay.”

His voice was steady. Mine was lost. The words alone made me ache so fiercely I nearly begged to be taken then and there.

The service office door swung open, and light spilled across us. The main spa stretched wide, a humid cathedral of sin, its kidney-shaped pool misting into the air, two hot tubs bubbling lazily, and a broad infrared bed glowing red like a throne. Steam hung thick, beading on glass and skin alike, clinging to the scent of chlorine, sweat, and musk. Men and women lounged everywhere, their postures relaxed but their eyes tracking us, following our every step, the way wolves watch deer that wander trembling into their clearing.

We passed a pair of sunbeds shoved close together. A wife lay sprawled open, her bull driving his cock deep inside her missionary style, every thrust smacking wetly into her flesh. Her husband gripped one of her ankles, spreading her wider for the cock that pleased her, grinning as though it was his own cock stretching his wife.

Another man pried her other leg wider apart, holding her open like a feast laid out for the room to enjoy. A spa technician crouched low, filming her cunt being reamed, while another captured a zoomed-out angle of her thrashing body and the men, bull and cuck, gathered around celebrating a wife’s ascendancy on another man’s cock. The ritual looked effortless, practiced, as though this choreography had been performed a hundred times before.

I leaned close to Liam, my lips brushing his ear.

“That cuck looks proud of his wife. I can smell her sex from here, so the husband must be drunk on it.”

“I wonder if he’ll suck the bull’s cum out when he’s done with her.”

“I hope so… he looks like he loves his wife.”

“I hope to feel the same when some man adores you.”

The words sent a dizzy spin through me. My knees weakened.

“Jesus, you’ve changed your tune quickly, Liam.”

“Maybe it’s this place. Maybe it’s seeing you like this and knowing what you’ve wanted for so long… what you need inside you… a bigger, better cock that can slam it deep and fill you up. I want to watch you being fucked.”

We walked further, but Liam slowed. His grip tightened painfully around my hand, his eyes locking on the men circling us, their cocks already thick, glistening, long, and swollen with promise. They moved like predators scenting blood in the water, their nostrils flaring as though they could already smell my pussy leaking for them. Liam cringed for a second, as though he might bolt, but his jaw hardened. His cock twitched in his hand, leaking a string of precum that swung from his crown and slapped wet against his thigh.

“She’s watching us.”

I whispered it, meaning the attendant, but Liam was already onto her. She leaned against the wall, her eyes following our steps, shadowing our movements, as though recording every breath. Her presence pressed down on us like an unseen hand, daring us to falter. Instead, it made Liam’s resolve burn hotter. He seemed more determined that I be fucked by a stranger than even I was.

“If she throws you out, I can’t stop myself from being fucked… I won’t. I need a cock inside me, Liam. Not yours tonight. A cock that can fuck me hard and stretch me open.”

“That’s what I wanted to say, Avery. I want to be cuckolded. Do you see anyone? Make your own choice.”

I turned slowly, scanning the room. Every pair of eyes was on me; none were interested in my cuck. Every cock swelled, desperate to fill my leaking hole. My pussy pulsed with wet heat into my thighs. I pointed at the man on the infrared bed.

“That one. He waved his cock at me in the toilets earlier. He told me I’d enjoy fucking him while you watched.”

Liam’s mouth fell open. His hand trembled in mine.

“He’s already primed to fuck you?”

“Yes. He looks good. Not as beautiful as you, but his cock is much bigger, heavier, and more filling than yours. He’s perfect to start our new lifestyle.”

“So you do want more than one bull to fuck you today?”

“Yes. I want as many as it takes to make me feel full and finished. My body is begging for it. Like the attendant said, I’ll be more loving, you’ll be more attentive.”

Liam turned suddenly, his eyes burning with passion.

“I want you to control our sex lives, Avery, as long as you don’t fuck up our marriage.”

My heart pounded so hard I thought it might leap from my chest. My eyes narrowed on him, reading every flicker of truth. I pulled softly at my bottom lip, tasting salt, studying the man who loved me enough to give me away. A husband who would do anything for me, even kneel beneath me and lick another man’s cum from my cunt, because it made me happy.

“Are you saying I am in control of our sex lives from now on, Liam?”

The question hung between us like a blade. Either I was his cuckoldress with full command, or I was just a wife negotiating with him for permission every time I needed to be satisfied.

“You are in control, Avery. Just don’t be cruel.”

“I could never be cruel to you, cucky.”

The word cracked his face open in relief. He smiled, his shoulders sinking, a weight gone, but something in his eyes tugged at me. I knew Liam. I always knew when he lied.

“This morning… when we signed the spa forms. I know they were in German, but surely someone explained what we were walking into.”

His face flushed, his nostrils flared, and he gasped, choking on his own shock. His cock twitched violently, spurting a bead of cream down his shaft. My husband had a premature moment, his semen forced out by arousal and need

“Yes. A lady explained that I would be a cuckold and you were free to fuck any man you wished, except for other cucks.”

“Wow.”

“Sorry, Avery. I never meant to deceive you.”

“Why didn’t you just ask me to cuckold you? I would have said yes. I need a bigger cock to fuck me, something I have desperately wanted since we married.”

“I wanted you to choose this lifestyle for yourself in here, not at the hotel reception. I already knew I wanted it, but I had to put on a show, to see where we ended up.”

“Good call, darling. Are we ready for me to choose a lover to replace you? Temporarily, that is.”

“Yes… but please, Avery… when the bull fills your pussy with semen, let me clean you after.”

I stepped close, tilting his chin up, my breath hot against his lips.

“You’ll have me the second he’s done. His cum will be yours to drain from my cunt in any position you want. I’ll lie back, kneel like a doggy, or straddle your mouth and feed you. Up to you, sweet cuck.”

Liam shuddered, precum spilling freely now, his cock painting a wet stripe across his thigh, a long, sticky tendril drooling from his crown to the floor. The attendant coughed, Liam stared at her, and she pointed to the mess he was about to make on her tiles.

My husband used his tissues to collect his premature ejaculation, smiling at the attendant apologetically, who smiled back.

The room seemed to close in around us. I could already feel the weight of that first bull’s cock spreading me wide. I could see the crowd gathering and taste the ritual about to bind my husband and me in a new lifestyle forever.

And my husband smiled through it, trembling with devotion, proud already of the wife about to be fucked.


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

The infrared bed glowed like an altar, appropriately with red light pooling across marble, the air shimmering above it. A bull sat there like a king in heat, his chest slick, powerful thighs wide, his cock heavy and obscene, more than I had ever taken. His eyes cut into me the way a butcher sizes his best cut. Blue. Calm. Certain.

I bounced on my toes. Cream dribbled from between my swollen lips and trailed the inside of my thighs, warm, sticky, shameless, a signal even the air understood. My husband sensed my excitement, his nostrils flaring at the smell of my shameful infidelity.

Instead of Liam being offended that I was drinking in another man, he looked thrilled, as though his excitement derived from mine.

Oh god, that bull will fuck me so hard. I need it. I want him.

I was slightly startled and gasped when my husband pointed to the god-like bull with a big cock.

“Do you want that bull, Avery?”

“Fuck yeah.”

“Then I’ll ask him for you.”

I couldn’t believe the moment Liam almost ran forward to ask a stranger to fuck his wife, but somewhere deep inside my womb, the slutty girl there thanked him for being eager. I saw my husband whisper to the man I wanted to fuck. The bull gestured toward me and grinned like he had been waiting for an opportunity to have me all afternoon.

My prospective lover locked eyes with me, placed a hand on my husband’s shoulder, and nodded once. His lips parted just enough for one word to slip out, low and guttural, the sound thick with authority.

“Langsam.”

Slow.

Yes, fucking please, the slower and longer you fuck me, the better for me and my cuck.

A soft ripple moved through the room. Women glanced at me, then my bull, and finally my cuck. One young woman caught my eye and curled a finger through an O she made with the other hand, a silent sign that made my womb throb. I mouthed yes. She gave me a bright, conspiratorial smile, winked, and squeezed her own thighs together as if she felt my ache.

As I waited, whispering from the crowd, a low laugh, a man clearing his throat, and women sighing prickled through me, touching the deepest, most secret desires I had buried since I married Liam. A slick, obscene sound joined the whispers. It was a man openly stroking himself nearby, his fist dragging over his cock while his eyes never left me.

Liam came back flushed and trembling.

“He’s agreed to make love to you.”

“You mean fuck me?”

“Yeah… translation… You know?”

“Don’t tell me his name.”

“Why not?”

“Because I want to be fucked like a slut who never needs to know her lover’s name.”

The hum around us deepened. Bulls shifted closer. Husbands knelt for better sightlines, their wives gathered like a gaggle of cuckoldresses whispering, smiling, and nodding approvingly at me, my Bull, and my cuck. Steam folded in, thicker, warmer, alive with eucalyptus and the tang of wet stone and sex.

Liam climbed onto the infrared bed and sat cross-legged. He patted his lap and looked at me like a lover handing over a crown.

“Come here, Avery. I’ll cradle you. I’ll hold your ankles wide apart while your lover fucks you.”

I stared at him in disbelief, then leaped at the perfect scenario. My husband had already given me away to another man; now he would help to ease that lover’s cock deep inside me and be close enough to watch and smell me being fucked. Our skin would touch, our eyes meet, he might even kiss me, all while a superior lover fucked my brains out.

I eyed my lover, dribbling arousal on the bed like the first few drops of rain that come before a storm.

“Fucking hell, Liam, this is crazy sexy.”

“I think cuckolding is going to be great for us. I already feel like I want to please you more.”

It couldn’t have turned out better for us and our marriage so far. Beyond his appeal as a lover with an immense cock, I had no romantic inclinations for the stranger who agreed to fuck me. I crawled along the bed. My head found the soft shelf of my husband’s lap. His thighs framed my ears. His hands hovered, ready to grip my ankles and spread my legs wide apart.

Heat from the panels soaked my spine. The bull stood at the foot of the bed and stroked his shaft lazily, smiling like he already owned me.

“He has a big cock, honey. Can you take it all?”

“I need him and his cock inside me so much, Liam.”

“I do too, Avery.”

“What do you mean?”

“I need that bull’s cock to stretch your pussy, leave his semen inside you… I want that mild humiliation, not to be treated disrespectfully, but to gain my sexual pleasure from watching you get yours.”

“If anything I say goes too far, you’ll tell me?”

“Of course. Just enjoy his long, thick cock massaging deep inside you.”

“I will… and you’re okay with him leaving a creampie inside me, Liam?”

“Oh damn right I am.”

A small wave of naked women settled beside me, two on either side. Their thumbs and index fingers found my breasts and rolled my nipples until they pinched hard. My nipples betrayed me instantly, stiffening to the point of pain, sending sharp jolts of heat down into my pussy until cream welled and leaked onto the glowing bed. Their perfume mixed with the steam, the mineral air, and the rank hunger that leaked from me in pulses.

One leaned in and spoke with soft, practical authority.

“Classic first-time ascension. A loyal cuckold husband cradles his wife while she belongs to the bull. You must open your legs wide for the bull and relax because he is much bigger than your man. When he finishes inside you, keep your eyes on your cuck. Also, let your husband and the bull make eye contact frequently. It’s important to service your cucks’ needs.”

I nodded. My nipples jumped in her fingers. Another woman slid closer and touched my shin.

“Let the bull stretch and reshape you inside. Your cuck will thank you later when he reclaims you. Deeper is easier when the legs are fully back. Breathe into it. Ask him to fuck you slowly first, then tell him when to slam balls deep inside and hold while you stretch and milk his cock. You will know the moment.”

I turned my head in Liam’s lap. My voice came out a little broken.

“Are we sure?”

“We are sure, Avery. I want this so much for you, and for me.”

Liam squeezed my shoulder, and the squeeze said everything that words could not.

I was ready to be mounted.

The bull rose from the edge of the bed and stepped closer, his movements so slow and deliberate it was as if the whole spa leaned inward to make room for him. Heat rolled off his body, a shimmer of sweat lacquered his chest, the curve of his cock obscene in its weight, swollen and glistening as he stroked himself in lazy, measured pulls.

Every movement said I belonged to him already, and the truth was, I did, sexually speaking; he owned me. His blue eyes locked on mine with a surgeon’s calm, a quiet, unflinching knowledge that my cunt would soon be stretched around his cock.

“Beweg dich nicht.”

Don’t move.

The words slipped out of him low and guttural, more command than suggestion. They struck me harder than the heat, harder than the lights glowing red beneath me. My nipples betrayed me instantly, stiffening into diamond points between the fingers of the women on either side. They pinched and rolled me mercilessly, and every touch sent sharp jolts down to my womb. My clit pulsed in reply, swelling hard, my lips drooling cream that leaked down the backs of my thighs in warm, humiliating beads.

I needed it all to elevate me, to admonish the sheer terror of the amount of cock about to slide inside me. It was impractical to believe his cock could fit in my tiny hole; after all, it was more than double my husband’s thickness, length, and mass. Momentarily, I wished I’d bought bigger dildos.

Liam’s hands slid down my shins to my ankles. His grip was tight, his fingers trembling, and when he pushed my legs back toward my chest, spreading them wide, my body opened for the bull more shamelessly than I ever had for my husband. My cunt gaped in the red light, swollen, sticky pussy lips trembling, leaking creamy shame down onto the glowing bed. The stretch of being splayed that wide apart sent a pulse through me so strong I whimpered, a sound that caught the room and made heads turn.

The crowd thickened. Steam carried the musk of my audience closer, each woman leaking for me, every cuck hard for mine. Bulls shifted to the edge of their seats, their heavy cocks swinging in slow arcs as the wives they were paired to stroked them in readiness.

A line of husbands crouched lower, kneeling for a better view, their cocks small in their fists, their eyes desperate and fixed on my gaping hole, waiting, as I was, for the moment of breach and stretch. A wave of sound followed, whispers, gasps, the slick glide of men masturbating openly, the wet sound of a wife being fingered behind me. They all wrapped me in noise, a chorus of lust that tightened every muscle in my belly.

The bull pressed the head of his cock to my entrance. The blunt kiss of his cock burned against my swollen lips, parting them just enough to remind me how much bigger he was than my husband. I gasped, sharp and ragged, and the sound was swallowed by the crowd. As I eyeballed my lover, my hole clenched tight, trying to resist, then my body betrayed me by twitching open, drooling cream onto his crown, a tribute in a silent plea to be taken.

Liam bent over me, his chest pressing against my cheek, his voice trembling into my ear.

“Is he stretching you already, Avery?”

“Fuck yes… oh fuck yes. He hasn’t even gone inside me yet, and I’m soaked for him. My pussy is throbbing deep in a way… oh god, sorry, Liam.”

“Please say it.”

I stared at my husband, terrified I might have humiliated him. My stomach churned, emotions for the bull and others for my husband colliding like a warm and cold front clashing to create a thunderstorm.

Our eyes locked, and I sighed while my bull slid his crown up and down my creamy slit, pressing his banjo string against my clitoris like a kiss.”

“Kiss me, Liam.”

My husband bowed his head, his lips brushing sensually against mine; it was a goodbye kiss. I knew it, so did my cuck, and my bull complimented our loving moment by dipping his cock just deep enough inside me to open my hole.

I gasped into Liam’s mouth, breaking off our kiss, my eyes wide, filled with intoxication. Liam stared at me, love shining brightly in his whole expression.

“Finish your sentence, Avery. Please.”

“Are you sure?”

My husband stared at me like a man who was utterly convinced about what he wanted. I knew it was right for us.

“I want you to describe to me how much better he fucks you than I do, darling.”

“Oh god.”

“Thank you, Avery.”

“My pussy is throbbing for him in a way that it never did for your cock, darling.”

“That’s what I needed to hear.”

“But I love you, Liam. I don’t-”

“Shhh, say no more, darling, just enjoy your lover fucking you.”

“Okay… I will.”

I stared back at my bull, who grinned affably at my husband, winking. He wanted to fuck a tight pussy, unraveling and ruining a wife who hadn’t been fucked for years.

The women beside me pinched harder, dragging my nipples cruelly until sparks danced in my vision. My clit throbbed helplessly, leaking another heavy bead that slid down to pool at the bull’s crown. I was feeding him my cream, preparing myself like a slut too hungry to hide her need.

The bull smirked, lifted his cock once, then pressed harder against my hole, threatening to breach me. My lips gave way around him in a trembling stretch, skin straining, every nerve screaming as the crown of his cock wedged inside. I arched and moaned loud enough for the entire room.

A ripple of approval moved through the crowd, a low moan from a wife being fingered, a sharp grunt from a man wanking himself harder, the murmured words “tight cunt” slipping clear enough for me to hear. Shame bloomed in me, as my vows were shattered and I felt hot and raw. My pussy clenched violently around the bull’s tip, holding him in like I’d never let go.

Liam’s grip shook, his hands welded to my ankles as if they were the only thing stopping him from bolting. His eyes glistened with love and humiliation, pride and terror, all tangled together. The bull looked straight at him and held the stare, pushing another inch into me as if to say: she is mine now, watch me take her.

I needed that, but so did my husband, and the bull knew that, knew precisely how to satisfy our kinks.

The stretch of my bull’s cock opening my pussy tore through me. I whimpered, my pussy walls straining and spasming, my body fighting and yielding in the same breath. My cream foamed around his shaft, spilling down to the glowing bed. Every pulse inside me was a scream of surrender.

My bull smiled comfortingly at me as I wriggled, struggling to take his cock. He whispered calmly.

“Langsam…”

Slow.

He drove his cock deeper inside me, millimeter by millimeter, until I felt split wide, my body shaking, my cunt stretched to a shape it had never known. I gasped repeatedly, like a woman in labor. The crowd gasped as though they felt it too, the sound of men jerking, women moaning, hands clapping, flesh folding into the air around us. The spa itself seemed to tighten, holding its breath, waiting for the moment I was fully claimed.

And I moaned again, long and broken, my husband above me, my bull inside me, the crowd around me. My body belonged to all of them now.

The room’s sound changed, like an orchestra tuning, each instrument finding its note. The hiss of water from a rain-head fell into rhythm with the bull’s hips, a slap of droplets against marble that echoed his intent to fuck me hard and long, his commitment, my joy.

A husband near the rail whispered, his voice urgent, and the woman he loved widened her stance, letting another man’s hand slip brazenly between her thighs. I smelled their sharp musk ride the steam and touch my tongue, a spike of arousal that wasn’t mine yet lived in me all the same.

I stared up at my bull, who had stopped sliding deeper, his cock an inch inside, stretching my entrance while my pussy pulsed around him.

“Do you want more cock or wait a minute?”

“Oh god… more, please.”

“Do you like having me inside you?”

“Oh fuck! So, much.”

“Deeper then?”

“And harder.”

I felt shamed and concerned for my husband, but when I glanced at him, my cheeks burning, my hole dripping on another man’s cock, he couldn’t have looked happier.

The bull answered my plea with one brutal stroke, slamming his hips forward, driving his immense deeper inside me, to the halfway point. My spine hummed against the bed, every vertebra alive, the red heat soaking up into my back. My clit lit up like a switch, a violent spark that made my cunt clutch down on his gnarly cock as if to trap him inside me forever. My Bull grunted, low and contained, and from my lap, Liam’s breath snagged in his throat.

I looked at Liam, his face a green light, then I glanced at my bull and screamed.

“Give me more!”

The bull gave me his all. Not cruelly, not hurried but heavy and filling, stretching me as though to own me, as I wished it to be, even as my hands raked nails into my husband’s thighs, even as his eyes begged me to be fucked more, fucked harder.

I was full and experiencing the deepest sexual ecstasy of my life. My bull had slid his cock deeper inside me than any man had ever dared, each drive setting off electric rings that rolled up my belly, across my ribs, down my thighs. He found the place high inside me that never gives without fight, and he pressed my cervix with his crown until my hips lifted clear of the bed, until Liam had to pin my ankles higher, wider, spread so far apart I thought I would tear.

“Is he filling you up with cock, Avery?”

“I can’t hold it.”

“Hold my hands and squeeze tightly.”

“Are you sure?”

“Please stop asking me that. This is the best I have ever enjoyed sex, Avery.”

“Oh god… me too.”

In that moment, we understood each other. My fucking by a superior lover had nothing to do with our marriage, although I never believed that would be true. I wanted to be sexually fulfilled, and my husband wanted the same for me.

I reached back blindly. Liam let go of one ankle and laced his fingers through mine, his grip fierce, shaking. The other hand stayed clamped to my leg, forcing me wide open. A woman at my ribs shifted down, her palm heavy on my hips, holding me in place as the bull drove his cock balls deep inside me again, anchoring me so I had no choice but to take everything I had begged for.

I gasped and stared at my husband, frowning, no, cringing at my shame while burning with joy.

“I need this, Liam.”

“I know. I do too.”

“I need you to watch me while I cum.”

“I am watching.”

“I need you to be ready right after he does.”

“I will be.”

My bull withdrew his cock, and I glanced down. It was covered in thick, rich cream, my cunt’s lather, a gift for my ecstasy.

“Fuck me hard, please.”

“I will, for you, and your cuck.”

The bull’s eyes pinned me, merciless but tender in the same breath. He smiled like he already knew the second I would break, as if he had counted the beats of my heart and timed them to his cock. The click came, the moment my resistance snapped, and the flood followed.

An immense orgasm ripped through me in fast, savage waves, hard enough to make my teeth grind together, hard enough to wrench a raw cry out of my throat that didn’t sound like me. My cunt convulsed, clutching him in pulses, milking him shamelessly.

“Yes, Avery. Let it take you. Tell him.”

“Harder, please. Do not stop fucking me… ever.”

My bull obeyed. He locked into a pace that pinned me to the present, cock sawing in and out of my tight, throbbing cunt with perfect cruelty, balls deep with every steady stroke, never faltering. Around me, the crowd blurred into noise: gasps, lewd moans, the wet clap of fists on cocks, the slap of cunts being fingered vigorously. One woman slid her finger inside her hole, circled it around, withdrew it, leaned over my knee, and pressed her slick fingertip to my clit.

She circled my nub mercilessly, precise and wet, never breaking rhythm with my bull thrusts. My orgasm warped, lengthened, stretched from waves into a long rolling pull that wrung me dry, that shook me until tears slicked my temples and fell into Liam’s lap.

I vaguely heard Liam’s voice.

“Look at me when he finishes inside you.”

“I will.”

The bull’s face changed. His jaw clenched, his eyes narrowed, his lower belly tensed as he piled in greater effort, stretching and molding my cunt to his shape, a shape my cunt would keep later when my husband fucked me. I felt it before I saw it, the swell of his crown inside me, the flare that battered my soft tissue walls, a fattening pulse that made me yelp into Liam’s lap.

For a moment, I worried my bull might withdraw his cock and cum over my belly. I panicked and begged

“Inside. I want your seed inside me… please… for me and my husband.”

“Good girl. Take him, Avery. Let him fill you up.”

The last four strokes were my ruin. Each one was a lesson in ownership, each one a nail in the coffin of fidelity. On the fourth, he buried his giant cock balls deep inside my throbbing cunt and stayed. My Bull locked eyes with me, and I knew, so I stared at my husband. The first hot flood of his seed hit my cervix like fire. The second came hard behind it, thicker, hotter, claiming me with brutal generosity. He held me down with his weight and poured himself into me until my whole body shook from the force, until I could taste him at the back of my throat even though my mouth was only gasping, open, empty.

I stared up at Liam as it happened. He stared back, his eyes wide, shining wet, no jealousy, only the raw shock of desire and the relief of finally arriving at a truth that had been stalking us for years.

“He is cumming inside me.”

“I know. I see you. You are so beautiful, Avery.”

“I want his cum so much.”

“Milk every drop out of him, darling.”

“I will… I am doing.”

“For you.”

“For us.”

The bull groaned once, deep, muffled, the sound of a man who refuses to let go, and then he rode the aftershocks, grinding smaller pulses as I milked his cock that spilled the last of him into my spasming cunt. The woman on my right squeezed my hand like we had just witnessed a sacrament.

From the ring, a voice rose, playful, taunting.

“Clean her up.”

Another joined, louder, hungrier.

“Clean her up.”

And then the room, a chant, rhythmic, happy, shameless.

“Clean her up. Clean her up. Clean her up.”


Chapter Seven

◆◆◆

The bull eased his cock back. I felt him swell one last time as he withdrew, the tender ache of a crown dragging against tissues that didn’t want to let him go. My hole yawned around him, wet, wide, obscene, the first heavy spill of his seed sliding out, dripping to the glowing bed beneath me.

The bull looked at Liam. It wasn’t a challenge. It was a handover. Respect, clean and unspoken, passed between them like a ritual seal. A nod that closed the circle.

I turned my face to my husband, my voice raw, my body wrecked.

“Please, Liam. Now, before he leaks out, and it’s wasted.”

“Yes.”

Liam slid out from underneath me and knelt between my knees. His entire body was trembling. He knew what to do, so did I, but in front of an audience was another matter. He stared at the bull’s cock, studied it, and saw what I did. My most intimate, rich lather coated my lover’s cock.

Then my husband stared at my well fucked hole that dribbled with another man’s cum, and he looked hungry. The crowd didn’t matter. Only he and I mattered.

The women who had steadied my hips peeled away gracefully, hands slipping from my skin so my cuck could take their place. My legs stayed high, trembling, bent back on his forearms as he leaned in, making sure I was well presented for his snack.

My cunt yawned open, dripping, the bull’s seed spilling in warm streams from my pussy, pooling at my entrance, almost, but not yet dribbling to the bed. The air against my soaked skin felt cold and holy, as if the entire spa had turned into a church.

“Show them how much you love me, Liam.”

“Always.”

My husband bowed to me like a devotee at his altar. His lips touched the softest part of me first, my inner thigh, reverently, deliberately, his breath ghosting warm across my wet flesh. Then he kissed the other thigh. Then the tender place just beside my open, leaking hole. My pussy lips quivered, shining with cum, gaping wide apart, stretched there by a mighty bull’s cock.

My Husband’s first lick was slow, reverent, his tongue wide and heavy, dragging upwards from my perineum, scooping the thick spill of bull semen that leaked from my hole, pulling it up across my clit before curling it into his mouth. My whole body jolted when I saw my lover’s seed disappear into my husband’s mouth.

The taste was in me too. I tasted the bull whose cock I had sucked in the shower again when Liam moaned, salt, iron, bitter skin, and the warm musk of a man who had just emptied himself inside me. My husband swallowed every drop eagerly, his throat flexing, and he stared up at me. His eyes searched mine, asking nothing, because the question was already answered in the way his cuck-cock jerked, hard and aching, against his belly.

“Is that nice, Liam?”

“Fuck yes!”

“Do you want more?”

“More? I want every last fucking drop.”

“Then please enjoy.”

“I will.”

“So will I.”

My husband sealed his mouth to my hole and sucked. He drank my bull’s cum out of my throbbing pussy. He sucked greedily, messily, his tongue thrusting in to catch every drop, slurping enthusiastically, my lips smearing semen across his chin. Liam dipped a finger into the flood, scooped it, and licked his own knuckle clean before plunging his tongue back in. Every swallow was a new marriage vow.

The crowd hushed. Their chant gave way to a soft, delighted murmur, the sound lovers make when they see devotion made flesh and real. A few wives sighed aloud, squeezing their bulls’ cocks harder, guiding them to watch the spectacle of a husband honoring his wife and her lover. I heard a cuck moan as though he were inside my husband’s mouth with him.

“Tell me how he felt inside you, Avery.”

I lifted my head from the bed, my hair damp with sweat and steam, and looked straight into my husband’s eyes.

“His cock is so much thicker than yours. The crown reaches places deep inside me that you cannot. He made me cum in a way my body needs. You make me feel loved. Both are true. I want both.”

“You will have both as often as you wish, darling. I will make it easy for you.”

“Good boy.”

My husband smiled against my cunt, his lips curling over my clit. I felt it as a vibration. His tongue licked deeper, circling, plunging, scooping out my lover’s seed. He slid his hands under my ass and lifted me high, tilting me so the bull’s semen drained into his mouth and he sucked and slurped every drop.

Semen dripped over his tongue, splashed against his lips. He swallowed again and again, his face messy, his expression joyful, his groans louder each time, until the leaks slowed and my own taste began to rise stronger under the bull’s.

The woman who had instructed earlier leaned close, her breath tickling my ear, her voice soft but firm.

“Now kiss your cuck. Share what you are. It seals it.”

I reached down, my arms weak, trembling, but needing him. My hands gripped Liam’s shoulders. He came up, his face wet, glistening, his eyes bright and shining. I pulled him into a kiss that was sloppy and raw, the taste of the bull still thick on his tongue. It tasted like us, like my marriage, like my lover, all combined.

My husband’s cock sat at my entrance, but a woman spotted it, reached in, pulled his cock to one side so as not to break spa rules, and order was restored. Everything was as it should be. The room sighed. Then it laughed softly, not mocking, not cruel, but approving. Wives squeezed their husbands’ hands, bulls nodded, cucks looked on in awe.

My husband stared lovingly into my eyes.

“Am I your cuckold?”

“Yes.”

“Do you still belong to me, Avery?”

“I am your wife. I am his when he is inside me. I am yours when he is done. I am yours in every way that matters. This ends when you want it to.”

“I don’t want it to ever end.”

“Then you will always be my cuckold husband.”

“Good.”

My husband nodded once, solemn, then he pressed his forehead to mine and breathed me in, long and deep, like he was inhaling the truth of me. His cock pressed hard and harmlessly against my thigh, his precum leaking down his shaft, proof of his arousal.

Down the bed, the bull sat back, calm, satisfied. He watched us the way a craftsman admires his work. His cock still glistened, wet and thick, twitching faintly with aftershocks. He smiled, no gloated, only the certainty of a man who knew he would be welcome inside me again.

“Will you fuck another guy again soon?”

“Yes. I will choose.”

“With me asking him to do what I can’t?”

“With us together.”

I slid my hand down Liam’s chest and found his cock. It was iron-hard, hot, pulsing. I stroked him once, slow, milking a bead of precum from his slit. He groaned. It was a promise that he would collect later, when our hotel room bed was ours, when the spa and its crowd drifted away into our memory, and the anonymity of our day kept our secrets.

The attendant appeared at the edge of the circle, her arms folded, the strict lines of her face softened now into something like pride.

“Carry on, if you wish. You are doing very well.”

“Another lover?”

“You have many hours left. Why waste your time kissing your cuck? You can do that tonight, unless you are finished.”

I smiled up at her, then at my husband, then at my bull. The spa held its breath like a cathedral waiting for the next hymn. The smell of sex, sweat, semen, and steam thickened into the air, clinging to the skin, the kind of smell you never wash away completely.

My body answered before my mouth could form the words.

“I am not finished.”

I glanced at my husband, ensuring his consent continued. It did.

“Good, Avery. Enjoy as many bulls as you wish, as much cock as you can take. Choose who opens you next.”

“And will you clean me up again?”

“Again and again and again.”

I pointed shamelessly at a man, my eyes never leaving Liam’s. Heat rolled through me again, dizzy and grateful.

“Tonight, I am a faithful wife with a full, used cunt, and a husband who is proud of me.”

“Just as we both wish it.”


Chapter Eight

◆◆◆

I eyed my husband carefully. We had boundaries, but they felt intangible.

“Are you saying that I can fuck more guys, Liam?”

“You can fuck as many men as you want, darling. This is us now. We love each other, and you have a loyal, consenting cuckold husband.”

“Wow.”

“We have agreed rules.”

“It doesn’t feel tangible yet. I am still processing. Sorry, Liam.”

“Don’t apologize. It will take time for us to find our feet. Cuckolding as a lifestyle means a few changes.”

“Such as?”

“We’ll need to smarten up our spare bedroom at home if I am to sleep there one or two nights a week.”

My eyes widened and I gasped. It occurred to me that more likely than not, the novelty of cuckolding would wear off. As I planned to fuck my next bull, my husband planned for a lifetime as my cuck.

“You’d do that for me, Liam?”

“I will do it for us.”

I pulled on my bottom lip, my heart surging with joy while I stared with the deepest possible love for my husband, even while my bull’s semen still leaked from my gaping hole. The absence of that first lover’s cock left a brutal gap inside me; my cunt ached for more, twitching as if clawing for him back.

Liam knew he wasn’t up to the task of sexually fulfilling me, and he was willing to hand that responsibility over to better lovers.

From the corner of my eye, I noticed watchers. Steam blurred their faces, but their eyes were sharp, fastened on me, on the bull’s cum spilling down my thighs in thick rivulets. My body was no longer just mine, or even ours; it was a cuckold community spectacle, a leaking cunt on display, the scent of hot seed mixing with chlorine, sweat, and female musk until the whole spa stank of what had been done to me.

When the crowd looked at us, they saw a man and his wife with a bull’s semen dripping from her cunt.

The men spoke in low, urgent voices, their heads angled toward each other, playing back and dissecting every thrust of the massive cock they had just witnessed stretching me to ruin. Their fists moved over their cocks with obscene determination as they wanked off, pre-cum glistening in the steam, as they muttered blow-by-blow accounts of how well I’d taken my bull’s cock.

A murmur of approval rippled through the crowd, low and collective, like the hushed hum of an audience at a theatre. It was the kind of sound that crowned me, that told me I had been fucked well, that I had performed for my cuck, bull, and them, and that I was worthy of having more cock.

“Do you see everyone watching us, Liam?”

“I feel comfortable here. Nobody is judging, they just want to watch the live show… you being fucked, me watching.”

“Nobody will ever judge us, honey. We won’t let them.”

“I know. Can you see how the bulls are drooling to fuck you, Avery? Does that feel good?”

“Yeah… what about you?”

“I love it!”

A woman broke away from the cluster. She skipped across the tiles, light on her feet, her breasts swinging, steam rising in waves off her damp skin. Her grin was spread broad and wicked, like she had been waiting for me to finish feeding my husband a creampie. She smelled of sex before she even reached me, musk and perfume clinging together, a wife already well-fucked and ripe for more.

“You and the bull were magnificent. He fucked you so nicely. I’m sure your husband is very proud of such a beautiful and hot wife.”

Her words burned through me. My cunt flexed involuntarily, a fresh bead of bull’s semen forcing itself out, sliding wetly through my lips as if my hole itself were answering her. Pride and shame collided in my chest, each pulse of leakage dragging a sharper sting of humiliation through me, each ripple of my pussy’s betrayal making me wetter, needier, filthier.

“Umm… yeah, err, it was our first time at this.”

“Cuckolding.”

“Yes… cuckolding.”

“You must use the language proudly. There is no shame in both of you enjoying your kinks.”

Her eyes glittered knowingly, flicking to Liam, who still looked dazed, then they switched back to me. She leaned in closer, her voice low but dripping with hunger.

“Can I help you out in any way?”

“I’m not sure how.”

Her grin widened. Her gaze dipped to my cunt, studied the slow spill of seed from my gaping hole, then lifted back to my face as if she already knew how.

“I’ve been cleaned up, already… my husband did it.”

“Yes… but the cuckold hasn’t had much fun. And if you want to fuck more bulls, it’s good to release some of your sexual tension. Cucks are good for that.”

“I thought cucks weren’t allowed to fuck their wives here.”

“No… your husband can’t fuck you, but he can make you orgasm with his tongue. It can seem like a cleanup, but since you already did that, let’s call it preparation for the next bull.”

“The rules here are odd.”

“But very much fun, for you and your husband.”

“What do you suggest? Cunnilingus?”

“Yes, but with your husband on his back this time, you straddle him and ride his face. Kill two birds with one stone.”

I stared at Liam, who rolled onto his back before I could even ask. His cuck compliance was off the charts.

The air trembled with lust, steam hanging heavy and rank with sweat, chlorine, and the sharp sting of semen already spilled. Bulls circled me like predators, their cocks dangling heavy, glistening with precum, waiting. Wives whispered with smiles that looked both approving and cruel. Cucks crouched with tissues in fists, watching, twitching, swallowing hard. The spa itself felt like a cathedral where every moan was a hymn and every cock a sacrament.

I leaned forward, my thighs sticky, my cunt still dripping the bull’s seed, and looked straight at the men gathering near the infrared bed. My body trembled at the sheer weight of cock on display, and I trembled at the thought that I could pick who would split me open next.

“Choose another.”

A woman whispered at my shoulder, her perfume sharp with sex.

“Pick who fills you. Take another at the other end.”

“What?”

I looked at her, surprised, a fake response on my part, as I tried to camouflage my lust with a thin veil of dignity. She made the universal sign for sucking cock, her fist pumping her lips, her tongue pressing a cheek out.

“You should be spit roasted.”

“But my husband?”

“Let him warm you up, then keep him there so he can watch close up how one bull fills you better than he can while another fucks your throat.”

“Fuck!”

“Do it. Trust me. I love being fucked by two giant bull cocks at the same time.”

“What about your husband?”

“My cuck loves it more than I do.”

Two bulls stood at the edge of the bed, their eyes locked on me, their bodies cut from stone, their cocks swinging thick and obscene. It seemed like they were stepping up for my inspection. They were brazen, but by fuck, they were beautiful, and both had enormous cocks.

One with dark skin, his chest gleaming, had a cock thick enough to scare me at the thought of it stretching deep inside me. The other bull was pale and broad, his shaft long and veiny, the head already swollen with precum. Both grinned like they knew my cunt was theirs the moment I pointed.

I swallowed, my mouth dry, but my pussy was leaking shamelessly down my thighs.

“Those two. The black guy is bigger, so he can fuck my pussy. The white guy can fuck my throat.”

The crowd murmured, a ripple of approval, men stroking harder, wives nodding, the ritual of selection complete. I stared at my cuck, his eyes sparkling like they did the moment he saw me enter our church on our wedding day.

The bulls stepped forward, mounting the glowing bed like kings claiming a throne. They knelt, one behind Liam’s head, the other straddling across his thighs, waiting, their cocks in their fists, eyes hungry, patient only because the ritual demanded it.

The black bull nodded down at my husband.

“Sit on your throne, and once you cum in the cucks mouth, we will fuck you.”

“Won’t your balls drape over my husband?”

“I don’t mind, and he won’t care. I am guessing your husband has never seen a black cock disappear inside you.”

“Today is our first cuckolding event.”

“Then you should push as far as you and your cuck are comfortable. Maybe I’ll wait.”

My husband’s eyes said it all. He looked drunk on lust, his expression yielding to all manner of joys like a kaleidoscope changing colors.

But I had to check in on him.

“Are you sure you want to watch a black cock sliding balls deep inside me, Liam?”

“Yes… oh fuck yes.”

“You will be inches away from the action.”

“I want to see everything.”

“You’ll smell it all too.”

“And taste?”

“Yes.”

“Then I am sure, Avery.”

My husband’s cock twitched between his legs, leaking on his thighs, betraying him. A woman appeared, sharp as a priestess, and snapped a towel out with a flick. She threw it over Liam’s cock, blotting him, essentially gagging him below the waist. His cock pressed against the fabric, straining, useless, smothered.

The crowd chuckled low, a cruel approval.

I straddled Liam’s face, my thighs spread wide, my cunt yawning, leaking bull-seed straight down onto his lips. I stared at the bull whose cock I would soon suck, while the black guy fucking me gripped my hips firmly.

I was surprised to feel my bull’s bulbous crown spreading my pussy lips. I realized why when he fucked me gently with an inch of his cock, rocking back and forth. He was helping my cuck by widening my hole and scooping out semen, letting it dribble from a gaping hole or the end of his cock onto my cuck’s tongue.

I needn’t have worried about my cuck’s state of mind with my bull’s cock essentially feeding him the contents of my dripping cunt because his tongue surged up deep inside me, desperate, greedy, plunging into my sloppy hole. The sound of my husband’s tongue circling and scooping out my creamy mess in between my bull’s strokes as he almost fucked me was obscene.

I was wet, sloppy, and my cuck sucked, his mouth vacuuming the cum combination from my gaping cunt like he’d been trained for nothing else.

The bull in front stroked himself as he seduced me with his eyes, his cockP glistening in the red light, precum dripping onto the bed while he waited to use my mouth.

Women knelt beside me, their fingers pinching my nipples cruelly, tugging until sparks fired behind my eyes. Their voices were low, instructive, ritualistic.

“Your cuck is preparing you for them. His tongue cleans and readies your pussy while the bull gently fucks you. Your husband feeds while everyone watches. There is no shame here.”

“I know, I can feel it. This is so fucking incredible.”

“Every lick from a cuck is devotion. Every swallow is his love. Every drop he gulps makes you sodden for their cocks.”

I rode Liam’s face, grinding it shamelessly, my clit pressed hard to his nose, smearing bull’s seed across his chin. His moans vibrated into me, sounding deep and desperate. In between my black bull’s cock strokes, my husband’s tongue speared me, scooping cum, pushing it against the roof of his mouth, swallowing audibly. The crowd hushed each time my cuck gulped, as though each swallow bound us deeper into this new marriage.

My cunt spasmed, hot and tight, feeding Liam more, and my body betrayed me with a gush that made him choke before swallowing. I had orgasmed, on my husband’s face, squirted in his mouth, while an inch of thick black cock held my hole open.

The towel over my husband’s cock darkened with a new spurt of precum, his erection throbbing beneath, suffocated, silenced, humiliated. The bull in front of me pointed at the messy towel so all could see. He grinned, not spitefully or offensively, but as if my cuck’s ejaculation was something for everyone to enjoy.

A ripple of applause rose.

I leaned forward, my hair plastered to my face with sweat, staring straight at the bull’s waiting cock. His eyes locked on my lips. Behind me, the bull was readying to split me in half. In a mirror, I saw his fist drag up and down his shaft slowly, deliberately, the sound of skin slick with his precum, the sound replacing my husband’s slurping mouth.

A woman leaned closer and smiled, whispering.

“You’re almost ready. When your cuck has drained you, the bulls will fill you again.”

“Yes.”

She smiled again, twisting my nipple harder until I gasped.

“This is your husband’s new purpose. To prepare you for them. To keep you open, wet, and stretched. To take care of your need for love and romance while they sexually fulfil you.”

My husband moaned into my cunt, the sound was raw, animal. His tongue pressed deep, curling inside me, desperate to find every last drop. His face was wet, his chin shining, his nose slick with cum and cream.

I threw my head back and screamed.

“Fuck yes, Liam! Clean me for them. Get me ready for their cocks!”

The crowd erupted in cheers and applause, while bulls grunted, cucks moaned, and wives laughed. Cum spattered onto the floor as men spilled themselves from watching me use my husband’s mouth as a feeding trough.

I ground harder against Liam’s lips, my thighs clamping his head, my clit swollen and aching against his chin, riding him until I pulsed, gushed, and soaked his face with the mess of bull and wife combined.

The bulls rose to action, shuffling into their final positions. The one behind me, his shadow covering me, his cock nudging against my slick, well-prepared hole. The other shuffled further up Liam’s closed legs, his knees either side of my husband’s thighs, his cock heavy and dripping, aimed straight for my mouth.

Liam moaned against my cunt, the sound of a man proud and ruined, preparing his wife for men who would fuck her better than he ever could.

And I smiled through the sweat and steam, ready to be taken, used, filled again.

The towel still smothered Liam’s cock, looking like a white gag stretched across his lap, darkened by his constant leaking. My husband’s face shone wet under me, my cunt glistening from his slurping, my thighs trembling from how savagely he had cleaned me.

Heat pulsed at my back, heavy, certain. My black bull loomed, his chest pressed slick against my spine, his cock thick and dripping precum as he rubbed it across my swollen lips. The head left trails of wet heat, smearing, marking me, teasing entry.

The second bull moved closer, his knees planted wide across Liam’s thighs, boxing my husband in. His cock swung, long and veiny, the head swollen and shining, precum drooling freely. He lifted my chin with the blunt crown, smearing his salty cream across my lips until my mouth opened in reflex.

Steam thickened. The crowd pressed closer, their whispers sharper, their breaths louder, every eye fixed on me and my cuckold husband beneath me.

My first ever black lover gripped my hips, his fingers digging deep, holding me steady as his cock pressed forward, the crown splitting me open slowly, thick, mercilessly. My body gave way inch by inch, my soft tissue cunt walls straining, stretching, already soaked and sloppy from Liam’s tongue and the last bull who fucked me.

The black cock was bigger, and I moaned lasciviously, feeling Liam do the same as his lips sealed my creamy clitoris in a wet, warm kiss.

As my lover buried his cock deep, my head jerked back with a gasp, the sound ripping through the humid air.

“Fuck! He’s inside me, Liam!”

“I see it… every fucking detail, black cock inside a white cunt. It’s beautiful.”

The bull in front pushed his cock between my lips. The blunt crown dragged across my tongue, heavy, salty, forcing my jaw wide, stretching my mouth as brutally as the other bull stretched my cunt.

When I kissed his pubic bush, my throat convulsed, gagging around the thickness. He withdrew, leaving a trail of spit and precum dangling from my lips.

“Oh god… yes… feed me cock… both of you.”

Behind me, the bull drove his cock deeper inside me, splitting me wider, his hips pressing forward until his crown was buried halfway inside my cunt. His balls slapped wetly against my clit, the sound obscene, every thrust forcing a gush of cream from my cunt onto Liam’s face.

“Fuck her harder. She’s dripping already.”

“Stretch her throat. Make her choke on it.”

The crowd’s voices circled me, wives urging bulls, cucks moaning, bulls grunting approval.

The bull in front pumped his cock into my throat slowly at first, letting me taste every vein, every ridge, dragging his shaft against my tongue until my jaw ached, until drool streamed down my chin and onto Liam’s chest.

“Your mouth is mine.”

“Yes… fucking use me.”

The bull behind me slammed his hips forward, and in one brutal stroke, he buried his cock balls-deep inside my cunt. My scream was muffled around the cock in my throat, the sound spilling out sounding garbled, wet, and desperate. My pussy spasmed, the sheath inside me clenching tightly around his gnarly girth, my body shuddering as he ground his hips into my ass, holding me open, owning me from behind.

Liam moaned against my clit, his tongue frantic, sucking my nub, then licking the mess that leaked around the bull’s shaft. When the bull withdrew, my husband’s nose was pressed against my clit, his chin drenched in my cream and the bull’s precum.

The crowd went wild, closing in, encouraging my cuck into ever more depravity as he licked the seal of my hole, catching me and my bull with his tongue.

“Good cuck… lick her harder.”

“Drink your wife’s nectar.”

“Yes, swallow it all.”

The towel over his cock darkened further, precum soaking through as he gagged on the mess, drinking greedily, slurping like a man starved.

The bull in front shoved deeper into my throat, his cockhead battering the back wall and my tonsils until I choked, my spit foaming around his shaft, tears streaming down my face. He held there, balls deep, choking me while I tried to fuck him using my neck muscles. He ground into me, making me take his length until my throat convulsed around him in spasms.

I looked up through wet lashes, my eyes wide, my voice muffled around his thickness.

“Mmmmph… oh god.”

The bull behind found his rhythm, filling me with long brutal strokes that slammed me down onto Liam’s mouth with every thrust. My cunt foamed, cream spilling freely, splattering my husband’s face. My cuck licked frantically, swallowing what he could, choking on what he couldn’t.

My body convulsed, orgasms rolling through me in savage waves. My throat clenched around the cock in my mouth, my cunt clenched around the cock splitting me from behind, while my clit pulsed against my husband’s face.

The bulls joined in to encourage me and Liam

“Take it all, wife.”

“Yes, feed us your cunt.”

“She’s dripping for us.”

The bulls fucked me harder, faster, their thrusts syncing until I was rag-dolled between them, my throat stretched, my cunt pounded. My body was nothing but holes to be filled. Liam moaned like a man in prayer, his tongue never leaving my cunt, his nose rubbing my clit when he needed to breathe, his face a wet mess of spit, cream, and cum.

I screamed into the cock in my mouth, the sound vibrating against his shaft.

“Yes! Fuck me! Fill me! Use me!”

The bull in front groaned, his thrusts shorter, sharper, his cock swelling against my tongue. Hot, salty jets of cum blasted down my throat, flooding my mouth, gagging me until I swallowed convulsively, gulp after gulp sliding down into my belly.

“Yes! Feed me your seed!”

The bull behind slammed inside me one last time, his cock buried to the hilt, his balls grinding against my thighs and ass cheeks as he exploded inside my cunt. Hot, thick floods of his semen shot deep, feeling hot, filling me, leaking instantly, pouring out around his shaft onto Liam’s tongue. My husband groaned, slurping desperately, sucking at the spill as it poured out of me.

“Yes, drink him! Swallow every drop!”

The crowd roared, bulls clapping, wives moaning, cucks jerking furiously, tissues wet in their fists. The room itself vibrated with approval, with filth, with lust.

I collapsed forward, a cock still buried in my throat, cum spilling from the corners of my lips, cunt still stretched wide around the bull’s thick shaft, seed dripping onto my husband’s mouth. My whole body shook, wrecked, used, filled.

And I smiled through the tears, my voice raw, cracked, proud.. I rolled over, and Liam joined me. The women who had watched me from close up held my legs wide apart while other women dove in, licking the semen mess from my well fucked hole.

I stared deep into my husband’s eyes, kissing him.

“Are you alright, Avery?”

“More… give me more cock.”

“Where? How?”

I stared at my husband pleadingly, scared of what was going through my mind, but he looked so much in love with me and so proud of us, it seemed a poor payback to withhold the truth.

“I want one of the bulls to take my anal virginity.”


Chapter Nine

◆◆◆

Our eyes were locked, my heart swelled, crushing my rib cage as I struggled to breathe. The ball was in my cuck’s court. I’d asked him a question, and he fought to answer. My stomach knotted, my pussy ached, and my body told me I needed to lose my anal cherry.

“You never wanted to try doing anal before, Avery.”

“I know… but…”

“But?”

“Oh god, I want it now. So fucking much!”

The words echoed in my skull like a shameful chant. My face flushed hot, my thighs prickled, still sticky from the seed spilling out, and my stomach fluttered with that terrible, wonderful ache of wanting something filthy and forbidden.

Liam’s eyes were steadier than I deserved. Supportive, almost tender, even though I’d just asked him if a stranger could be the first to fuck my ass.

“You don’t need to explain yourself, Avery. Sorry, I asked.”

“No… we should discuss this.”

“I don’t mind if you want a bull to fuck you in the ass, sweetheart.”

“Really?”

My eyes widened until the steam stung them. Every nerve in my body buzzed, a chorus of tingling heat that had been silent through years of polite, predictable married sex. Suddenly, my body was alive, tearing at me, demanding more sex and to indulge in more extreme cuckolding.

I pointed to the exit door, desperate to anchor myself to something.

“We can go back to the hotel room, and you can be the first one to fuck me there and take my anal cherry.”

Liam shook his head slowly, his lips curling into a smile that was equal parts indulgence and surrender.

“Honey, it’s not that I don’t want to…”

His gaze wavered, the words hanging incomplete between us, thick as the steam.

“What is it then?”

“The guys here… the bulls, I mean… well, I’m sure they’ve done it loads of times. The other wives have too. They have lube ready and all the help you need. You should enjoy your first time with someone who knows how to fuck your ass.”

I sucked in a sharp breath, my lungs burning with chlorine-heavy air. The disbelief made my chest ache. My husband wasn’t rejecting me; he was giving me away.

“You’ll always be allowed to fuck me in any hole you like, Liam.”

“I know, just not while we are here.”

“Or at home when we recruit bulls to fuck me after this vacation ends.”

It was a test, the sly tilt of my words carrying more than curiosity. I needed to know; was this a holiday indulgence, or the new truth of our marriage?

“Don’t worry, Avery. Your cuckolding of me is permanent for us.”

“Thank you.”

The gratitude spilled from me raw and ragged. My husband’s cock throbbed harder than I had ever seen it, its swollen head mashed against the towel gag, smearing thick, glassy ribbons of precum through already sodden fabric.

I would have let him push his cock into my back passage right then, to tear me open and claim me, but his desire was different. He wanted to abdicate, to surrender responsibility for my holes, to offer me like an altar for others to worship at. Liam was part voyeur, part penitent; the cuckold in him was stretching awake, uncurling after years of silence, flexing its shape into the room.

I looked at him, my pussy lips still swollen and glistening, painted with the bull’s semen. Glossy ropes draped across my folds, dripping thickly from my gaping hole. He glanced down at the mess, then lifted his eyes to me, blazing with something wild.

My husband shrugged.

“I like it, Avery.”

“You like what exactly?”

“I like it here. I love this lifestyle, and I want you to pick another man to be the first inside your anus.”

“Oh god… thank you, Liam.”

I leaned toward him, desperate for privacy, but privacy didn’t exist in this cuckold temple. Every glance was witnessed, every whisper absorbed by the congregation.

Another hotwife slid behind Liam and perched on the infrared bed. She wrapped her thighs tight around his waist, her breasts pressing softly into his back, her arms circling him like a claim. Her lips brushed his neck as she kissed him gently, but her eyes were locked on me, seeking permission.

I nodded.

“You have been the most inspiring cuck here tonight. The way you drained the black bull’s seed from your wife’s hole showed every man here what devotion looks like. I am sure you must have licked the man’s cock.”

“I did.”

“Good for you.”

“I feel a bit weird.”

“Why?”

“Like I’m supposed to feel humiliated.”

“You only feel humiliation here if you choose it. Every husband in this place gives his wife to the bulls for the same reason you do. Compersion.”

“Compersion?”

“Yes. It is joy in your wife’s pleasure with another. It is the opposite of jealousy, the purest form of pride. When Avery is happy, you are happy. That is why your cock leaks when you watch her pussy being stretched and filled by a bigger cock than yours.”

“That’s true. I feel happy for her.”

“And when she is kept satisfied by better lovers, your life together will be stronger, your quarrels fewer. You must be brave, cuck. Wear your truth with pride.”

“How will our quarrels be fewer?”

“Your wife won’t be frustrated. Whenever you and Avery fall out, call a bull, let him fuck her long and hard. Afterwards, she will be more amenable, and you will feel more attentive. Conflict dissolves in your bull’s seed.”

“I hadn’t considered that.”

“Get to know your wife’s bulls. There is no reason you can’t be friends. Go out for a beer, laugh together, and when you come home, let Avery fuck her bull if she wishes. Then you reclaim her. You’ll love it… both of you.”

The crowd hushed as if cued. Steam rolled low across the floor, clinging to calves and ankles, turning everybody into blurred silhouettes of dripping cocks and smeared thighs.

The spa attendant emerged, silent as a priestess, her black latex gloves creaking faintly as she flexed her fingers. Her face was severe, cut from ritual calm, her eyes gleaming with triumph.

In her hand, she carried something small and gold.

An anklet caught the light like a fragment of sun forged from orgasm. Delicate links held a tiny engraved plate etched with two letters: HW.

“Hotwife.”

The single word fell like liturgy.

The room shifted, murmurs crawling across marble. Wives whispered. Bulls grunted. Cucks whimpered and spilled their seed into sodden tissues. The air around us thickened, not with incense but with chlorine, sweat, pussy juice, and the acrid bite of semen.

“Lift your foot, Avery. Be branded on the outside as you have been on the inside.”

The hotwife behind Liam squeezed him tighter, her breasts pressing firmer against his back, her mouth brushing his ear in a whisper of approval. She was comforting him, being supportive through a moment when everything in our marriage changed.

I obeyed the attendant without hesitation, somehow trusting her implicitly to do right by me and my cuck. My leg trembled as I lifted it, strings of semen dangling from my wrecked cunt, dripping in fat strands down the inside of my thigh before pattering wet to the tiles. Liam caught my hand, steadying me. His face was still slick with my filth, his lips shiny, his chin lacquered in cream, but his eyes shone only with fierce love and cuckold pride.

The attendant knelt. Her gloved fingers were cold and decisive as they fastened the anklet.

The clasp clicked shut.

It was final, a sound like a gavel strike echoing off the marble. My ankle burned as if the gold had been heated in fire, searing me, branding me alive. The plate swung against my skin with each pulse of blood, stamping its claim in rhythm with my heartbeat.

The attendant stepped back. Applause rippled, reverent but hungry, swelling for me and my ruined husband.

“You are marked. From this moment, you are a Hotwife. Every bull who sees this anklet knows your cunt is his to claim. Every cuck who sees this knows your husband has given you away.”

The room erupted.

Bulls stomped marble, their cocks swinging heavy, precum spraying arcs across the steam. Wives clapped and moaned, fingering themselves lying in their husbands’ laps, while bulls took others on the spot. Cucks whimpered openly, their tissues collapsing into dripping pulp, their faces twisted in equal agony and bliss; the cuckold dilemma was writ large in all of them.

I looked at Liam.

My husband. My cuck. My proud, ruined man.

My husband’s jaw trembled. His lips parted, chest heaving as if each breath scraped raw. He looked down at the gold glint around my ankle, then up at me again. A tear tracked his cheek, trembling at the edge of his jawline before falling, not born of pain but of release so fierce his body could no longer contain it. His cock jerked under its towel gag, twitching violently, the fabric soaked with leaking streams of precum that smeared darker with every pulse.

“Yes, Avery.”

“Yes, what, honey?”

“Our marriage will be better for this. You can satisfy me sexually with ease; the same can’t be said for me.”

“I wish you could.”

“Wishing won’t make my cock longer or thicker, and it won’t make me a better lover.”

“But I only love you.”

“Is it true… what she says? Do we quarrel because you aren’t being fucked well enough by me?”

“Sometimes, but not always. I am too highly sexualized most of the time.”

“Will having a bull in our bed at home help our marriage?”

It was a simple and honest question that deserved an answer, but it was one I got hung up on. My lips trembled, my voice faltered, and I struggled for a reply. So far, cuckolding my husband had been exclusively about sex, my need for more and higher quality. We’d generally agreed that better sex for me would be better for both of us, especially because my husband embraced the cuck-kink.

But this question was new, and it spoke right to the heart of marital harmony.

“I need an honest answer, Avery.”

“I know.”

“We can’t hold anything back from each other.”

“That’s true… or this lifestyle fails.”

“Will your lovers help improve our marriage?”

“Yes.”

Liam’s smile stretched from ear to ear, and my heart started beating again. It was true, I needed cock and a fine fucking to tear down the anxiety and travails of daily life, my frustrations in marriage, with my husband, and to relieve the boredom of routine, unchanging sex.

His smile looked as though the truth had elevated him.

“Sorry, darling. You’re sacrificing so much for my happiness.”

“That’s the point, though, Avery. Compersion is love, and my sacrifice is proof of my love for you.”

“Yes, it is. Thank you, darling cuck.”

His lips barely moved, the words scraped from him on breath rough with devotion.

“You are welcome.”

The attendant’s eyes narrowed, the lines of her face cut in merciless approval. She pressed a gloved hand to my husband’s shoulder, squeezing hard enough to force his body to still, her tone flat with ritual decree.

“You are a cuckold now. This is sealed. You will watch Avery being fucked often, I suggest at least three times a week from now on, with a gangbang monthly. You will clean her afterward every time than fuck her if she permits it. You will serve her as she serves you, in love.”

“Yes.”

Liam gasped. His whole frame shuddered, his hands gripping mine so tightly his knuckles blanched, as though drowning, and I was the only breath left to him. The anklet caught the light, dazzling, obscene, the tiny plate swinging as though hungry for movement, branding me with every pulse of my heart, every twitch of his ruined cock.

The woman moved closer. Her gloved fingers pinched and tugged at my nipples until they burned. She slid her hand lower, into the mess between my thighs, her fingers slicking instantly as they drove into my sodden, sticky hole. She twisted inside me, stretching me, sparking lightning through my spine until I cried out.

Their voices came together in a chorus, a ritual chant that vibrated the marble walls.

“Hotwife! Hotwife! Hotwife!”

The rhythm grew, rising with the slap of men stroking their cocks, the wet groans of bulls preparing to spill, the muffled whimpers of cucks emptying into tissues, the shrill cries of wives shuddering on fingers and tongues.

“Hotwife! Hotwife! Hotwife!”

The anklet flashed with every syllable, gleaming with the tempo of the chant, catching the spasms of my cunt as it clenched and leaked around the intruding hand. The heat of the room, the reek of sweat and semen and chlorine, thickened into a storm that seemed to lift me off the tiles.

I trembled where I stood, ankles marked, husband undone, my body seized in ritual ownership, my soul alight with fire.

I was a hotwife.

The attendant raised her glistening, semen soaked, gloved hand, and the chanting ebbed into silence. Steam hung thick, dripping from rafters, sticking to skin. The reek of chlorine fused with musk and the sharp tang of semen. Her eyes locked on Liam, merciless and calm. She pointed at the infrared bed.

“Lie back, cuck.”

Liam obeyed instantly, trembling, his limbs stiff as she guided him onto the glowing surface. A hotwife peeled away the towel binding his cock. It sprang upward, swollen, flushed crimson, the crown glossy with his spit and precum, thick veins roping the length of his shaft. Strands of clear fluid stretched from his slit to the towel, breaking and dripping to his belly. He whimpered at the release, thighs quivering, his cock twitching like it was already begging for mercy.

“Your devotion must be sealed in seed.”

“What do you mean?”

“The hotwife has been fucked, satisfied, glorified, and celebrated. The cuck must also be honored.”

“Honored how?”

“I will manage your ejaculation. I will wank you until you spill. This is the cuck’s rite of release.”

“Seriously? You’ll… you’ll wank me.”

“Don’t you want me to?”

“Of course.”

“Then lie back.”

“Are you wearing gloves to wank me off?”

Her eyes dropped to her gloves, black latex gleaming under the steam, then rose again. Her mouth curved in a slow, severe smile.

“I wear gloves to touch cuck-cock. I only stroke bull’s cocks with bare flesh. Even my husband submits to latex when I drain him. This is your place, and you will love it. My glove is coated in the seed of men who fucked your wife.”

“Yeah… I prefer it!”

“Good. Let’s get your little party started, cuck.”

My husband stared at me, his eyes wide, wet, begging as though seeking my permission. Two bulls flanked me, one black, the other white, both gorgeous, each with an arm around my shoulder, taking turns to kiss me. One fingered my pussy, scooping out his friend’s cum, probably because he wanted to get plenty of friction inside me when his turn came to fuck my hole.

I nodded enthusiastically at Liam.

“I don’t mind, sweetheart. You have earned a release, and I imagine she’s good at handling cuck-cock.”

“Okay… thank you, Avery.”

“Have a great time, cuck.”

The attendant wrapped her cum coated, gloved fist around my husband’s cock. His whole body jerked at the contact, a groan spilling from his lips. Latex squeaked as she slid from base to tip, dragging precum in a shining coat along his shaft, while massaging my bull’s cum in. The wet, sticky sound echoed in the steam, obscene and endless.

“You will not spill anything until permitted. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Then breathe, cuck, and remember that every stroke belongs to me.”

“I will… thank you!”

“Let’s work together, make the orgasm last, take you to the edge, then down, then back until you can’t take it anymore. When you come, one of the other hotwives will smother your cute little cock with tissues to make sure the mess is cleaned and none hits me.”

“Got it.”

“Okay, let’s drain you. In a calmer state, you’ll be able to enjoy watching your wife being fucked in the ass.”

Her fist glided upward, twisting at the crown, then down again, slow, relentless. My husband’s cock throbbed, leaking fresh ribbons that slicked her glove further. She cupped his balls with her other hand, rolling them, massaging them, then she tightened her grip around his shaft until he whimpered into the steam.

When the attendant stroked my husband’s cock slowly from the tip to his balls, he got the shock of his life. A hotwife stepped forward, her body dripping with sweat, her cunt shining with another bull’s cum leaking. She climbed onto the bed, straddled Liam’s face, and lowered herself until his lips and tongue were buried in her cunt. His muffled moan vibrated against her, a prayer answered in flesh. She gasped, grinding down, grinding harder, her juices smearing my husband’s lips and chin.

Another hotwife waited her turn, stroking her breasts, watching with hungry eyes. It seemed wives who had been fucked were in no way particular about which cuck cleaned them up.

The attendant’s hand pumped Liam’s cock with mechanical precision, her glove squeaking faintly against his slick shaft. Each stroke forced a fresh spurt of precum that glazed her latex. She beckoned me, reached between my legs with her spare hand, never missing a beat on my husband’s cock. She fingered my hole, scooped more sticky semen out, then used the glove’s palm, cupping it over Liam’s crown and massaging it like she was shining a round doorknob.

I saw my husband’s cock twitch, and he moaned deeply into the hotwife’s cunt as she rose high, sitting on his face like it was her throne. The attendant smiled at me, raising her eyebrows, and she eased off, edging my husband, giving him a far better wank than I ever had.

She nodded at Liam’s cock proudly.

“Look, Avery. Your husband learns his role. He serves every hotwife, he promises to spill by command, he belongs to you and this community.”

“I would never have believed it.”

“It is his joy.”

“I need to understand Liam better.”

“When you can’t fuck your husband because the bulls have drilled you too much, wank him like this. Use gloves, maybe a few drips of lube if you have no semen inside you, and stroke his beautiful cock slowly, always balls to tip, but you must edge him, so that when he drains, he screams and empties every drop.”

“I will.”

“It is your responsibility to manage Liam’s ejaculations. He will want this more and more, mark my words, especially if you use the bull’s cum as lube.”

I stepped closer, my new anklet flashing as if it burned with my heartbeat. When the hotwives changed over, Liam’s eyes flicked up to me, desperate, adoring, smeared with the juices of the woman who had been grinding her cunt on his mouth.

The attendant stared down at my cuck, smiling, encouraging him to enjoy his ascendency. When he cringed, she slowed, hushed him as a mother does a baby, then wanked him steadily, allowing his seed to cool off.

“Do you see how happy your husband is? This is what he wants.”

“Yes.”

“If you use a cuckold club, the other hotwives should help. We are building an inclusive community here, everywhere, and we understand that the cucks’ needs are as important as their wives and bulls.”

“I see my cuck and I love him.”

Another woman replaced the first, cocking a leg over my husband’s face as if mounting a bicycle, settling on his lips with a sigh. Liam cupped her ass cheeks with clawing fingers, spreading them wide apart, first licking her anal whorl and the bull’s cum pooling there.

She was beautiful and young, maybe twenty years old, but she knew how to ride a cucks face, feeding her gaping, wide hole to my husband while grinding her cum soaked, engorged clitoris into his chin. Her moans rolled into the steam, echoing the wet slap of Liam’s tongue inside her, his lips kissing hers, and the trembling groans from his chest.

The attendant stroked my husband’s cock harder now, her wrist twisting as she stroked the length. She made a tight fist, milking his cock like an offering. Liam’s balls clenched tightly, his toes curled, his entire body straining on the bed, and I knew he was about to cum.

“Now, Liam. Be a good boy and spill your load for me. Make it a good one.”

His cry was muffled beneath the woman’s cunt as he sucked her clean, but his body obeyed. Thick streams jetted from him, splattering his belly, streaking the attendant’s glove, spurting high before raining back down onto his chest.

A hotwife darted in to wipe up the mess, and for a horrible moment, I thought the attendant might throw a hissy fit, but she didn’t. It was an accident, and she knew it was more important to drain my husband’s cum than chastise the girl who wasn’t fast enough.

The young woman shrieked above my husband, climaxing, grinding her orgasm into his mouth while his cock spat harmlessly into the tissues. His body shook with the force of it, cum spurting until his stomach was streaked white and the tissues sagged heavily.

My husband’s cock had never been bigger, and it looked proud, spitting cream into a wad of tissues while the attendant kept pumping away, relentlessly milking every drop of my husband’s cum.

The crowd roared as the woman fucking my husband’s face, moaned louder, riding his tongue through the spurts, baptizing him in her climax as his own cum spat into a tissue. I was in awe of my cuck, the hotwife who fed him her cunt, and of the attendant who gave the best handjob I’d ever seen.

When Liam’s whole body jerked in overexertion, the attendant eased off and lifted her hand, strings of semen stretching from latex to cock. She leaned down, dragging the glove across his lips once the woman slid aside, smearing him with his own seed.

“Clean yourself. Know what you are, cuck. Well done, you are an excellent, loyal husband.”

Liam sucked obediently, his eyes never leaving mine. I touched the anklet at my ankle, the plate warm, pulsing like a second heart.

“My husband. My cuck. My proud, ruined man.”

The room erupted once more, chants and cries tangling with the wet sounds of bodies. But in the middle of it, I held his gaze, claimed by the anklet, sealed in the ritual, and burning with the fire of what we had become.

I was a hotwife, and my husband was a cuckold.


Chapter Ten

◆◆◆

Their chanting still echoed through the spa, like a drumbeat of lust clinging to the steam. My husband looked cheerful, but overwhelmed, his face flushed, his chest heaving as though the chanting itself pushed the air in and out of his lungs.

“Hotwife! Hotwife! Hotwife!”

They were singing the praises of his wife.

Each syllable cracked against the marble floor, echoing off the walls like a gavel strike. My ankle burned, the little gold plate confirming my infidelity brushing against my skin with every pulse of blood, branding me as surely as fire. I felt hot all over, tingling with electricity, intoxicated by the immense change in our marriage, my life, my body, and my newly anointed cuck.

I led Liam into a small oasis tucked between tropical trees, a bench carved from stone where shadows flickered in the steam. Around us, our well-wishers seemed to understand our need for privacy. Away from us, the others drifted into their own orgiastic play, couples and threesomes tangling, bulls mounting wives, cucks kneeling and masturbating, a low hum of flesh and moans filling the air like background music.

I kneeled in front of my husband. His eyes were wide, sparkling with pride and disbelief. His cock lay limp, twitching faintly, but his face glowed with happiness.

“Was the attendant good, Liam?”

“She was fucking amazing, darling. That woman literally milked my cock. She completely drained me… every drop of cum squeezed out.”

“I’ll buy black latex gloves when we get home, lube you with bull semen, and stroke you the way she did if you’d like.”

His breath hitched, and his eyes exploded like a firework display.

“I’m into this, Avery.”

His eyes flashed further, his pupils dilated, and his lips pulled into a wide grin. Liam looked like the archetypal cuck: an ordinary man cracked open by his compersion kink, wearing his new identity with pride.

My eyes narrowed and I frowned, concerned for my cuck’s well-being.

“Are you getting enough out of this, darling?”

“I love watching you being pleasured. You came so fucking hard with the black bull’s cock balls deep inside you.”

“I know… I like him a lot. Do you think we can swap contact details with others here?”

“Do you want to fuck him again?”

“Yeah… in our hotel room for at least one of our remaining nights. How do you feel about that?”

“I’ll sleep on the floor.”

“Fuck no! You’ll sleep in our bed and stay close every time he fucks me. I love holding your hand and staring into your eyes while a bull fucks me.”

“As you wish, darling.”

I hesitated. Fear flushed through me at the thought of having anal sex. I had never been fucked in the ass, never wanted it, and had declined every time my husband begged to try. But now my sexual floodgates were open. My cunt had been used, branded, and consecrated, and suddenly every part of me clamored to be filled and fucked.

Water splashed nearby, a waterfall pouring into the pool, soothing and obscene at once. From across the spa came the ragged cries of another wife being spit-roasted, choking and gasping on cock while another shaft drove deep inside her pussy, heavy balls slapping wetly against her thighs.

I looked into my husband’s eyes.

“Are you certain you wouldn’t like to take my anal cherry in our hotel room, Liam?”

“I’d rather watch you being fucked hard by two bulls.”

“You mean double penetration?”

“Yes… If you want it.”

“I do, but first, I need to be broken in. I don’t want to handle too much the first time.”

“It’s up to you, Avery.”

“It’s going to bleed. Even the smallest bull’s cock here is much bigger than yours.”

“I’ll get a few tips from the others on how to rub healing cream in for the next few days.”

“Are you sure about this, Liam?”

“Certain.”

“Okay, let’s get back to the others.”

When we returned, the group swarmed around us again, heat and flesh pressing in. From the edge of the crowd, a woman emerged. Her thighs gleamed with sweat and semen, her pussy looked velvety and gaping, glistening with the seed of the bull who had just finished fucking her. White sticky cream clung to her pubic hair, bubbled at her gaping, wide pink hole that dripped creamy rivulets down her inner thighs.

Her eyes were fixed firmly on me. A slow, wicked smile stretched her lips, as though the spa itself had chosen her to test my mark. She stepped closer, her stunning breasts swinging, red chewed nipples sharp, the air around her heavy with the stench of sex, bull-seed, and musk.

She pointed to my anklet.

“You wear the anklet now like the rest of us, Avery.”

“Yes.”

“You are a hotwife then.”

“Yes.”

“We hotwives also cuck our husbands with each other. We lick pussy.”

“I see.”

“Clean me, Avery. Drink what my bull left inside me. Make his seed yours, while I taste you.”

“My husband wants another go at licking me.”

“Okay, later perhaps.”

“No…”

She was about to turn and offer her creampie-filled pussy to a cuck, but I held her wrist, pulling her closer.

“I’ll feed my husband. You feed me.”

“Very good… you learn fast.”

A shudder ripped through me. The crowd hushed, fists slowing on cocks, fingers stalling in cunts, moans cutting short into held breath. All eyes turned toward me.

I looked at Liam, his eyes blazed like fire behind glass, his lips trembling. His cock strained under the towel gag he had wrapped back around himself, the fabric soaked, dark patches spreading wider with every leak.

He crawled onto the glowing bed, lay on his back, and beckoned me. I straddled his face, fed him my cunt, and his tongue worshipped me instantly, dragging wetly over my folds, probing deep inside me, moaning as though each drop of cum he slurped from me was nectar.

The woman smiled, reached between her thighs, scooped a finger full of semen from her cunt, and leaped onto the bed. She shoved it into my mouth.

My lips tingled. My tongue burned with the taste of bull-seed. I swallowed greedily, my whole body trembling, then I ground my pussy harder onto Liam’s mouth, feeding him my sloppy cunt.

I spread my thighs wider over his face. My cunt dripped onto his chin, smeared his lips. He lapped it all, desperate, reverent.

“Do you want me to lick her pussy, Liam?”

“Yes. Please, Avery.”

“Do you want me to drink another bull’s cum out of her while you watch?”

“Yes. I beg you. Drink her cream.”

The woman placed a foot on either side of his chest, her cunt inches from my mouth as I rode my husband’s face like a queen on her throne. She spread her lips with both hands, tilted her hips forward, and the sloppy mess of seed oozed from her gaping hole in strings, dripping heavy and slow.

“Open your mouth, hotwife.”

I obeyed, pressing my splayed, swollen lips harder onto Liam’s tongue, wishing he could reach deeper inside me, hoping he could feel what I was about to swallow.

The hotwife pressed her cunt against my mouth. Heat smeared me at once. Bull-seed streaked my chin and my cheeks before her folds pushed in. Cum spilled thick onto my tongue, bitter and salty, edged with her sweetness.

“Oh, fuck… she tastes of him.”

“Drink her. Swallow his seed.”

“Yes, Liam… yes, I will.”

I cupped her ass cheeks and pulled her closer until her hole was a cup to my lips. I plunged my tongue deep inside her gaping hole, swirling, scooping, sucking the mess straight from her sloppy cunt. Her lover’s semen flooded me, coated my tongue, burned my throat, spilled down in thick waves that I swallowed, desperate for more filth, desperate to prove the anklet true.

I was cuckolding my husband with another woman while he cleaned me.

The crowd moaned together. Bulls fucked hotwives harder, their cocks glistening as they drove them in and out of tight holes. Lonely wives rubbed their clits, panting, their eyes fixed on me. Cucks whimpered openly, tissues clutched to their cock crowns, faces wet with sweat from exertion.

The woman’s thighs clamped my head. Her fingers twisted in my hair, grinding her sloppy cunt onto my mouth.

“Yes, hotwife. Clean me. Drink it all. Take him into you.”

Liam groaned beneath me, his tongue was frantic, slurping at my leaking slit while I devoured another woman’s bull-seed. His muffled cries vibrated into me, a hymn of pride, a prayer answered in filth.

I sucked harder, my lips sealed, my tongue plunging deep until it cleaned her inner walls. My chin ran wet, with spit and cum smeared in obscene gloss. Her clit throbbed against my nose. She moaned loudly, shamelessly, her cries echoing through the steam.

The attendant stepped forward, gloves gleaming, her voice flat and ritualistic.

“One bull’s seed is not enough inside Avery. Her cunt has been fed, her mouth baptized. Next, her ass must be opened. The ritual demands it.”

My anklet swung heavily, burning against my skin.

I pulled back from the hotwife’s messy cunt, my lips wet, strings of salty seed dripping down my chin. I nodded, trembling, my tongue aching for more filth, my body screaming for the next rite.

“Yes. Open my ass. Prepare me for cock there.”

The crowd murmured low, hungry, the chant shifting, pulsing through the steam.

“Open her! Open her! Open her!”

The attendant approached me, and I shivered, terrified of what I had begged for. Her face looked severe, her eyes gleaming with triumph, her latex gloves creaking faintly as she flexed her fingers. In one hand, she held a glass vial of oil, in the other a slender syringe tipped blunt, its tapered end leading to a barrel gleaming with clear lube.

“On your hands and knees, Avery. I need to finger inside your back passage, then select a cock the right size.”

“It’s my first time.”

“I am sure it won’t be your last.”

“It’s gonna hurt.”

“Yes… but the pleasure will be worth it. You have never been properly fucked by cock until you have both holes filled.”

I rolled off my husband and crawled onto my hands and knees. He joined a group of men, bulls and cucks who watched from nearby. The attendant circled me slowly, like a priestess stalking a sacrifice. When she knelt behind me, her breath spilled hot across my spread cheeks. She pressed them wider apart with both hands, forcing me open under the light, showing my puckered star to every eye in the room.

“She looks very tight.”

“Yes. Open her.”

“Yes. Fill her there.”

Murmurs of encouragement rolled through the crowd again, deeper this time, led by a chorus of bulls; the wives and cucks joining in. The attendant used her thumbs to peel my anus wide open, and it twitched under hers and everyone’s gaze. My puckered hole was unmarked, unpenetrated, virgin flesh begging to be claimed.

While I quivered uncontrollably, she dipped her fingers into the oil, then spread it across my star, massaging in slow, deliberate circles. The slick heat coated me, her fingertip sliding over the tight ridges, teasing, pressing harder, testing me. My whole body jolted, my thighs clamped, and my hole fluttered in shock.

I stared at my husband, in awe, delight, and terror

“Oh God… she’s touching my ass, Liam.”

“I see her opening you. You look tight.”

“Not for long.”

“Don’t worry, Avery, I’ll look after you.”

“She’s going to finger me there.”

“Yes, darling. Let her.”

Her finger pressed harder against my sphincter as she worked oil inside me, parting me, slipping her tip past the tight seal. My star stretched to accommodate her finger, clenching her knuckle when it paused, holding my sphincter open, the burn sharp, savage, and obscene. She twisted her digit inside me, slow and relentless, until my back arched and a ragged cry tore my throat.

“Oh fuck! I’m being fingered in my ass!”

“Yes. Take it. Open for her.”

“It feels so fucking nice, Liam.”

“Good.”

“You should try it… seriously, oh fuck!”

“Maybe I will.”

She slid her finger deeper inside my back passage, then drew it out, circling, smearing more oil, spreading my anal whorl wider with every pass as she slowly fucked me. She rested a palm in the small of my back, pressed down to hold me firmly in place. Another finger joined, plunging inside me alongside the first. The stretch ripped through me, sharp and brutal, scissoring me open as she widened my virgin hole.

My body shook, every nerve screaming filth and fire. My clit throbbed, begging for a finger while my cunt desperately needed to be filled again.

The syringe pressed against my seal next, blunt and cool, opening my twitching star. She pushed it inside with steady force, and my ass yielded, sucking and squeezing it.

“Avery is a natural. She will soon want double penetration every day. Maybe her cuck can fuck her ass from time to time while the bull pleases her pussy.”

“Yeah… maybe.”

I was starting to believe the myth of compersion and that my husband’s true sexual being was to enjoy me, enjoying sex with other men. I made a mental note to study the whole cuckolding dynamic in more detail because, most importantly, I wanted my cuck to be happy.

The plunger depressed, flooding my back passage with warm lube in a heavy gush. It sloshed deep inside, filled me, cooled the walls inside my rectum, then leaked back out in fat streams that slid down my crack and dripped wet onto the bed.

“Yes! Pump me full! Oh, fuck, yes!”

“Do you want your cuck underneath to watch the bull fucking you again, Avery?”

I stared at the spa attendant, cringing while wondering how much more depraved I could get. She normalized every aspect of cuckolding, and the crowd made me feel comfortable with my new marriage style.

I stared at Liam, who nodded enthusiastically. I gasped as the attendant filled my anus and beckoned him. He moved fast, crawling underneath me, just where he’d been when my black bull fucked my pussy.

The syringe withdrew, and the attendant’s fingers dove back inside my back passage, curling, twisting, and stretching my hole and the tight, fuckable place beyond. Lube sloshed audibly as she fucked my ass slowly, my hole gaping wider with every thrust.

The crowd leaned closer, their eyes wide, many with cocks in their fists, women grinding their pussies on slick fingers or their cucks’ mouths. Their voices rose in chorus.

“Open her. Open her. Open her.”

Another woman knelt behind me, her face close, her breath hot. Her tongue slid out, broad and wet, lapping at my well-oiled star. She pressed her mouth against my anus, sucking at the lube, tonguing my twitching hole as the attendant’s fingers spread me wider.

“Oh god! She’s licking my ass! She’s sucking me open!”

“It’s called rimming.”

“It’s so fucking nice… You have to do this to me, Liam.”

“I will. Take it from them now. Let the girl tongue your anus.”

Her tongue burrowed deeper inside me, licking hot and relentlessly, slurping the lube, fucking me with obscene devotion. My thighs shook, my hole spasmed, and my body trembled as I was tongued open and prepared for cock.

“She is ready.”

The attendant declared it as if we were moving from one phase to another, her gloved fingers slick, her voice flat with ritual.

“Her ass is primed for penetration. She is prepared for the bull.”

“Yes. Fuck her ass. Claim her there.”

“Yes. Fill her ass for us.”

The crowd roared encouragement, my body trembling with the force of it.

I gasped into the heat, my star twitching, stretched, dripping, my cunt leaking down Liam’s chin. My hole was being held open by two hotwives, each encouraging my husband to take their places. I looked at my husband, his eyes glassy with lust, his towel soaked with precum.

“Oh God, Liam… my ass is ready. They’ve opened me. I’m ready for cock there.”

His voice cracked, devotion spilling raw.

“Yes, Avery. Take it. Let them fuck your ass. Let them own you there.”

“I want you to hold my ass wide open and watch everything when my bull fucks me, remember every detail, please.”

“I will.”

The chant shook the walls from the pounding of voices, which sounded like a chorus of lust. The cuckolding group applied ritual to everything they did. It was nice, added a sense of occasion, but I wondered how much more intimate we could get once we were home and invited a bull to dinner.

We could sit together in a kinky romantic setting, my cuck loving me and my bull preparing to satisfy me, all of us enjoying one another’s company. Then, after dinner, we would take our places in the cuckold theater of dreams, our marital bedroom, my husband one place removed, watching while my bull entertained me.

“Ass! Ass! Ass! Ass!”

Steam rolled thick over the marble, clinging to my skin, wrapping the room in heat. Bulls stroked their cocks, heavy and dripping, wives moaned and spread their holes, cucks wanked into damp tissues, all eyes on me.

The attendant leaned close.

“Do you want to start small, Avery?”

“No… I want my black bull to fuck me again.”

“Okay. He seems ready for another go.”

“Does he want me?”

“Like a stallion wants a broodmare in-season.”

“Good.”

My black bull stepped forward. He was vast, magnificent, and his cock was swollen, heavy, glistening with spit and precum from a hotwife who had been sucking him off. She’d left him well lubricated, strings of her sticky saliva, and his precum mix dripping to the tiles, gleaming under the lights.

His cock was obscene, easily thick enough to split me apart.

When he kneeled behind me, my bull’s hands closed tightly around my hips, claiming me again. Liam grunted, his covered cock in front of me twitching. My lover’s grip was iron, steadying me as if I were nothing but a toy to be used. He lifted me slightly higher over Liam’s face. My cunt still leaked onto my husband’s chin, but his eyes were locked on the bull’s cock pressed against my twitching, sloppy star.

“Oh God, Liam… he’s at my ass.”

“Yes, Avery. Open for him. Try to relax.”

“Yes… I am. He’s so fucking big.”

“Let him claim you. His veins are fucking monstrous.”

The bull ground forward, his blunt crown smearing precum and lube across my virgin hole. The pressure was brutal, a hot, wide burn that made me cry out and slap the bed with one palm, my body trembling as my anus stretched, twitched, fought back, and finally surrendered.

He pushed harder. My seal broke, the ridges and sensitive tissues around my entry ripping with my bellowing scream. The fat black cockhead split me wide and slid inside relentlessly, forcing my back passage open. Fire tore through my ass, pain so sharp it curled into savage pleasure, my scream muffled by the towel covering my husband’s cock.

“He’s inside me! Oh fuck! He’s inside my back passage!”

“Take it. Take his cock in your ass.”

“Stretch her! Fill her there!”

The crowd roared louder, their voices clashing with the slap of fists on cocks, the wet squelch of wives’ fingering their sloppy holes.

The bull pressed his cock deeper inside my hole, stretching inch by inch, relentlessly breaking me in. My ass clenched tightly around his shaft, spasmed, tried to fight, but his size forced my anus wider, and his determination tore me open. My back arched, my nipples scraped wet against my husband’s cum-soiled towel, my cries pitched high, filthy, shameless.

“Oh God, Liam… he’s so deep inside my ass!”

“Take him deeper. Take it all. His cock looks magnificent inside you, darling.”

My bull shoved forward again, a savage thrust that buried his cock halfway. My star stretched around his shaft, gaping, clutching, leaking lube in thick streams that dripped down onto Liam’s face.

My husband sucked my cunt harder with puckered lips until I was drained, then his tongue thrashed against my clit, helping lift me above the pain searing inside my back passage. My body convulsed, torn between pain and pleasure, my hole burning as it swallowed more cock.

Another thrust came, much harder, reaching far deeper inside me this time, bordering on brutal. He began fucking and stretching me, each stroke reaching further, each time I was filled, my body discovered more pleasure, less pain. Finally, his groin kissed my ass cheeks when he slammed his cock balls-deep inside my ass. My scream ripped the air, my whole body shaking, my ass split wide, gaping around his thickness.

I felt blood trickling from my ruined hole. My seal was torn, but the pleasure, oh god, the pleasure was so much, almost too much, and I knew then that before the week was out, I would have two cocks buried inside me at the same time.

“Yes! He’s all the way inside me, Liam! He’s fucking my ass for real!”

“You’re perfect.”

“Look at her gaping on his cock!”

“Her ass is his now!”

The bull fucked me with savage strokes. His cock sawed in and out of my stretched ass, each drive slamming my clit down onto Liam’s chin harder as he reached his tongue deep inside my throbbing hole, each withdrawal dragging my anus wide, leaving me gaping and dripping lube.

The sound was obscene, wet slaps of black balls against my ass, the slick squelch of lube and cum, the muffled moans of my husband licking desperately beneath me.

“Oh God, Liam! His cock… It’s splitting me… I can’t-oh fuck-I love it!”

“Take it. Take all of it. You’re beautiful.”

The crowd howled. Cucks stroked their cocks faster, some spraying cum across marble in solidarity. Wives cried out, bulls fucking them harder, some women riding their cucks’ faces in frenzy.

My bull drove deeper inside, fucking me faster, his cock pounding me raw, his crown battering my guts, every thrust a violation and a blessing. My cunt gushed onto the tongue buried deep inside me, soaking my husband’s face, dripping down his chin.

An immense orgasm ripped through me. It was more violent and savage than any I’d had, my ass spasming around my lover’s cock as he split me. My cunt convulsed in a flood of wet heat. My scream pitched high, broken, a shrill sound of ecstasy laced with pain.

“Yes! Fuck my ass! Fill me! Fill my ass with your cum!”

“Creampie inside her ass!”

“Yes! Spill inside her!”

The bull groaned, guttural, from somewhere deep in his chest. His hips slammed hard against me, his cock swelled, jerked, and pulsed wildly, his shaft signing his name in my back passage as it had done inside my cunt. Hot seed jetted into me, thick and endless, flooding my ass in heavy waves. The heat seared, filled me, spilled back out in wet gushes, squeezing around his shaft.

“Yes! He’s cumming in my ass! Oh God, I’m full, Liam!”

“Take it. Hold it inside you.”

“Yes! Let your ass drip for your cuck.”

The bull ground his cock balls deep, his body pressed to me, his cock jerking, spilling inside me, owning my back passage with every pump. My body seized, my hole gaped around him, my orgasm shattered me, left me ruined, trembling, leaking.

The chant thundered onward, triumphant in my joy, filling the spa.

“Hotwife! Hotwife! Hotwife!”

The bull withdrew his cock with a wet, obscene pop, and my ass gaped wide, sloppy, cum pouring out in thick streams that dripped onto Liam.

I collapsed forward, shaking in ecstasy, wrecked, filled, and owned. My ass burned because it was stretched so wide I couldn’t close it, so it leaked. My husband’s face shone with my juices, his eyes dazed, his lips parted in awe.

“I love you, Avery.”

“You’re mine. My cuckold.”

“Yes, darling… always.”

“You’re proud of me, aren’t you?”

“Yes. You’re perfect. My hotwife.”

“Can we go to our room. I can’t take any more cock today.”

“They say there is another session in two days. Shall we attend?”

“Oh, God, yes. Book now.”

My new anklet glinted against my ankle, the plate swinging like a seal of fire. My ass dripped, my body shook, and the crowd roared their approval.

I was claimed.

I was ruined.

I was theirs.


Chapter Eleven

◆◆◆

I recovered slowly in the arms of two other women, their fingers working over me with cloths soaked in warm water and oils. They wiped across my breasts, down my belly, into the grooves of my thighs, scraping away the crust of semen that glued my hairs together. My nipples were raw, swollen from mouths and hands, and when the cloths dragged across them, I gasped, half pain, half lingering arousal.

Between my thighs, they were gentler. One woman cupped my ruined cunt, spreading my lips with care while the other sluiced hot cloths through the folds. Thick globs of cum oozed free, white trails clinging to my hair, milky streaks smeared across my pubic mound. Each wipe made a wet, sucking noise, cloth peeling from skin like tape, the sound obscene in the quiet chamber. The cloth came away heavy, dripping, and she wrung it into a bowl until the water turned cloudy and white, the smell sharp with salt and musk.

My anus needed more attention. They propped me on my knees, my face pressed to the padded bed, and pulled my cheeks wide. My hole gaped, swollen, reddened, trembling with each twitch of the torn ring. Cum spilled from it in thick ropes, sliding down the curve of my thighs to pool under me. The smell thickened, a tang of iron and spunk rising so strong it coated the back of my throat. The women swabbed carefully, scooping, wiping, smearing the slick back and forth until the cloths were streaked crimson with blood and gray with the churn of seed.

I felt degraded, exposed, but cherished too. Their hands weren’t rough. They cooed softly as though I were a doll that had been broken and needed mending. One finger traced along my crack, pushing the oil in, rubbing small circles that soothed even as more slick dribbled free.

My husband watched. He stood straight-backed, eyes locked on my ruined holes, while the spa attendant spoke in his ear. They showed him jars of ointments, bottles of antiseptic, ways to part the tissue and press balm into the puckered ring so it would heal open, not scar tightly shut. He nodded seriously, his cock tenting his shorts, devotion and arousal written across his face.

I turned my head and caught his eyes. He saw the filth leaking from me, blood and seed mingling, and he didn’t look away. My smile was weak, but his answer was radiant.

When the women finished, they slipped panties on me and a robe across my shoulders. The cotton underwear fabric clung to my damp pussy, wet patches blooming where cum still seeped. When I shifted my thighs, the fabric squelched faintly, sticking and peeling as if my cunt wanted to breathe through the cloth. My pussy lips stuck together under it, still drooling, the heat of my body turning the smell into a cloud that clung between my legs.

My husband came to me then, tying the robe carefully, smoothing the sash across my belly like he was binding me back to him. His fingers brushed my cunt through the fabric and came away sticky. He didn’t wipe my lover’s cum off. He held it, looked at it, then licked it off his skin.

The humiliation wasn’t harsh, wasn’t cruel. It was a ritual. He claimed the taste of me after I had been wrecked, and in doing so, he showed me I was still his.

Only then did we leave, his arm tight around my waist, my body sagging into his, weak from the battering but glowing from the attention, the ruin, the way he still adored me as though I had been made more sacred, not less.

In our suite, my husband ordered a table for later. For now, he stripped me again and drew me into the big bed, spooning close, pressing his palm flat across my lower belly as though cupping the bull’s seed still swimming inside.

I lay facing away, lulled by his warmth, his breath stirring my hair, his chest rising against my spine. Sleep tugged at me, but questions pressed harder.

“Do you love me more now that other men have had me, Liam?”

His breath slowed, words low and hot at my ear.

“Yes. I love you more, although I am ashamed to admit it.”

“Why are you ashamed?”

“Because I always said I could never love you more.”

“But it’s true for both of us. You letting me climb higher, feel things I never felt before, makes me love you more.”

“I don’t like to think of myself as giving something up, Avery. When those men fucked you, I gained something too.”

His hand slid lower as he spoke, fingers grazing the sticky damp between my thighs, proving the gain was carved straight into my body.

“Competition?”

“And compersion. I watched your face, the way you screamed when they filled you. Your pleasure was off the charts, and so was mine.”

“Have you heard of sperm wars, Liam?”

“Yes.”

“Is that what excites you? The thought of competition.”

“I do, but-”

“I’ll only ever get pregnant from you. That’s my line.”

“Good.”

I let sleep take me, bliss deep in my bones. My body was wrecked, my holes leaking, yet I felt cherished, claimed, whole.

When I woke, the whirlpool was running, steam curling into the suite. Liam helped me into the water as it steamed around me, faintly chlorinated, the jets pushing hard against the bruises in my thighs, massaging the swollen gape of my cunt, the aching burn of my asshole.

I floated, limp, while Liam knelt at the side of the tub with a washcloth, working soap into me. He spread my pussy lips under the bubbling surface, washing out the last of the bull’s semen that still clung inside me. The cloudy water swirled with streaks of white, the bubbles breaking and releasing the unmistakable reek of sex.

He pressed my knees apart and let the jet strike directly into my hole. Cum frothed out in tendrils, twisting in the current until the water carried them away. The jets forced it out in sudden spurts, bubbles bursting at the surface with the sour-sweet reek of seed, as though the bath itself was exhaling the bulls from me.

My clit throbbed under the rush, an involuntary flicker of arousal despite the tenderness. I moaned, sinking deeper into the water, letting him handle me like a patient.

When he helped me from the tub, my skin flushed and dripping, he lay me face-down on the bed and opened the jar of oil. His fingers slicked with it, warm and heavy, my husband parted my ass cheeks and rubbed deep circles into the reddened flesh. He worked over every tear, every fissure, his fingertips kneading as though he could massage the damage away. The oil shone on my skin, sliding into the creases, dripping onto the sheets.

I whimpered when he pressed deeper, circling the rim until his fingertip sank inside. The intrusion was gentle, careful, but the stretch sent a shiver racing up my spine. His cock twitched against my hip as he worked, proof of how much it aroused him to tend to me this way. He wasn’t just healing me. He was claiming me through care, finding sex in the tenderness.

I turned my head, catching his eyes, my cheek pressed to the pillow. My smile was weak but filled with gratitude, and I knew he saw it.

“Will we do anal in the future, Liam?”

“We will do anything you want.”

“Let’s not make it about domination or submission tonight. I want compersion. I love that idea.”

“That works. Now… I invited Hans to dinner.”

“Hans?”

“The black bull who wrecked you.”

“Did you really?”

“I thought it might be good to talk, eat, and see what it feels like to share a table on a date. He’s a marketing exec from Boston.”

“A date?”

“I’d like to get to know him, bond outside sex. Wouldn’t you, Avery?”

“Yeah, I’d love to. Boston, wow. That’s a coincidence.”

“He’s a proper bull.”

“I know. But what do you mean by proper?”

“He chooses his couples carefully, only working with those he thinks are into the lifestyle for valid reasons. Hans doesn’t fuck just anyone’s wife, but said we’re perfect for him.”

“I like him. Do you?”

“He respects me. That matters. I crave mild humiliation from you, but I can’t stand being made into nothing by anyone else. You must be cherished, and I cannot be ignored.”

I reached for my husband’s face and cupped his cheek. This was the conversation I’d wanted from the moment I lay leaking other men’s semen on the spa bed. The group who welcomed us was careful, structured, tender, even as they ruined me. This was what we needed for us to grow.

“They have woodland parties with naked picnics. Couples on blankets. Bulls fucking wives under the trees while husbands watch.”

“We should find a group near us. You check Facebook, I’ll ask the clubs.”

“Hans knows people in New York. Bulls whom he trusts sometimes work with him when a couple wants more than one.”

“Would you mind if Hans became my regular bull. Could he stay at our home sometimes?”

I watched his face and saw no jealousy, only thought, calculation, a chew of his lip. I felt wet again just watching him process it. Already, even with a sore back passage, I needed more cock, more bull inside me, and with my cuck watching.

“I invited him tonight for a reason, Avery. If it works, he’ll stay. Right here, with us.”

“We haven’t made love since this started.”

“I want to try after he’s finished. I know you won’t feel me after him, but-”

“That doesn’t matter. I want your seed inside me too.”

“Then that’s settled. Let’s get dressed and meet your boyfriend for dinner.”

“Boyfriend?”

“Well, not in the traditional sense, but it sounds better than lover.”

“I guess… Hans is my boyfriend, you are my husband.”

“Chop chop, honey, let’s go.”


Chapter Twelve

◆◆◆

Our maître d’ glanced at my anklet and then pretended not to notice. The little gold plate I already loved dearly lay against my skin like a warm coin, a badge of honor catching the candlelight as we followed him to a secluded corner table that looked out across a blue-black sweep of ocean.

The gold seemed to pulse in rhythm with my throbbing cunt, each step making it chime softly against my ankle bone, reminding me that every man who saw it knew I was ruined and given away.

The restaurant smelled of butter and garlic, wood smoke from the grill, hot steaming bread cracked open on plates, and the faint lift of citrus from lemon peels twisted over cocktails. Spotlights glowed overhead, low, and amber, casting a seductive hue everywhere. Conversations were murmured, a hum of forks and knives chiming against porcelain, crystal glasses being set down with soft clinks. What appeared to be ordinary people dined, but the three of us were anything but ordinary now.

Hans stood when he saw us. He wore a navy jacket over a white shirt, no tie, his top button open. His wrists were strong. His hands were the kind that made you think of weight and leverage, hands with fingers that had pressed me down while my ass split open around his cock in the spa.

A black watch face flashed on a leather strap when he reached for me. His cologne tasted like pepper and bergamot when I leaned in and brushed his cheek with a light kiss. He smelled expensive, but warmer than money, like testosterone, musk, and the remembered burn of semen spilled inside me.

It felt odd to so casually greet a man who had fucked me in both holes only hours ago, leaving his seed inside me, while my husband’s arm lay claim to me now, wrapped lightly around my waist. My cunt throbbed at the contradiction, and already, I wanted more of Hans’s big black cock.

My husband took Hans in with bright, steady eyes before the men shook hands warmly. I felt astonished that the man I loved and the man I loved to fuck could be so calm and friendly with each other. I heard the light gasp Liam didn’t mean to show, and saw his pupils were dilated, as I am sure mine were. Compersion shimmered off my husband like a heat haze, visible only if you knew where to look.

I wanted to peel off my panties, lie back on the table, spread myself on the white cloth, and have my husband hold my hand while my lover fucked me missionary style in full view of the maître d’ and fellow diners. My pussy clenched at the thought, a raw twitch that dampened my cotton panties instantly.

But I couldn’t fuck Hans here. We weren’t in a spa, naked, playing with like-minded people. This was a public place, and I sat with two men who knew me intimately amid an almost full restaurant. My cheeks flushed brightly, and my body trembled as arousal gathered in my womb like the building of a storm, sending small ripples through me like a stone tossed into calm water, its waves shimmering to every shore.

Hans waited for me to settle first, then slid my chair in with a gentle nudge, his hand grazing the back of my shoulder as though checking that the body he ruined in steam and chant still belonged to a woman and not only to the ritual they all administered. I liked the care. It let the sleaze turn intimate. It told my cunt to soften and my mouth to open later when my lover’s was on mine, and we kissed before he slid his cock inside me.

Is it possible to love one man and fuck another?

A basket of bread arrived, on top, a crusty roll already cracked by heat, its peeled slit breathing steam into the candle flame. It looked like my pussy, swollen, moist, and delicious, split wide. I tore a piece open and lacquered one half with salted butter until it shone. The first bite filled my mouth, warm, soft, mildly salted on the tongue. I swallowed and felt the knot of nerves in my stomach loosen, the butter reminding me of semen that had melted on my tongue earlier that afternoon.

I tilted my ankle so the plate flashed. Hans saw it immediately.

“Your anklet suits you.”

“Thank you.”

“It says what your eyes already told me.”

“What do my eyes tell you?”

“That you like being chosen in public as much as you enjoy being taken in private.”

“I do.”

“Are you happy, Liam?”

Hans shifted his attention to my husband, laying a friendly, almost intimate hand on his. His dark eyes glistened, and I saw my womb cry out for more of my lover’s seed.

My husband grinned.

“My wife is happy, which generally leads to my happiness.”

“Is she calmer?”

“Since you made love to her… yes.”

I glanced around the dining room to see if anyone heard us, and for the first time, I noticed the maître d’ had seated us in the most secluded corner. I noticed something else as well.

At least one third of the women attending dinner wore hotwife anklets and had two men sitting at their tables. The glint of gold caught candlelight at table after table. Hans followed my eyes and grinned.

“You can say whatever you like here, Liam. I fucked your wife. Only you will ever make love to her, my friend.”

“You did it well.”

“Good. I always think the husbands have the hardest job. Pleasing a woman constantly can be a touch challenging, especially when…”

Hans’s voice trailed off, and he smiled warmly. He’d caught the words before they could land and hurt. This was a different kind of date, one where boundaries were being drawn with every sentence, one where arousal lived under the table in sticky panties and leaking cocks, not in the explanations we gave.

My husband straightened and smiled at both of us.

“When I don’t have a cock big enough to fill Avery’s pussy?”

I gasped in disbelief at my husband’s confession to my bull. A hotwife nearby turned her head away from a conversation with her husband and smiled at mine with deep respect in her expression. I felt proud that Liam could be so honest. My cotton panties clung tighter to swollen pussy lips that were hot and slick, the gusset wet through.

“I don’t mind talking about how you fuck my wife so well and make her feel… well, more like my wife and more relaxed. Avery has been different since you fucked her.”

“That’s good, no?”

“It’s wonderful.”

“We both get from her what we want, then, Liam?”

“It’s teamwork.”

“Did you enjoy licking my cock when I fucked your wife, Liam?”

“Yes.”

I knew my husband’s tongue must have touched Hans’s cock when he fucked me doggy style. Liam wanted to get close to the action and watch my hole being stretched and fucked, and, while in a classic 69 position underneath me when my lover fucked me, he had the perfect opportunity.

Liam stared at me, his eyes wide, slightly fearful. I clenched his fingers reassuringly.

“I don’t mind, darling.”

“That I licked Hans’s cock as it slid deep inside you?”

“I am pleased you did it.”

“I enjoyed it more than I expected.”

“That’s what our cuckolding is about, Liam… fun and fulfillment.”

While my pussy leaked its approval into ever-dampening panties, heat, and love bloomed outward in a wet halo and my husband’s grin twitched and steadied. He reached for bread, broke it, buttered it carefully, then placed half on my plate. His fingers brushed against mine. Our powerful romance lived in that simple touch. The new romance of sorts sat next to us in a navy jacket with wide hands.

Menus opened, and I watched the men pretending to read. We were all reading one another instead, taking inventory. The gesture language of shoulders and breath, the way a jaw tightens when jealousy rises, and the way a man sets a knife down when he’s decided he won’t let it cut anything tonight.

I couldn’t see how we would make it to food without my cunt being stretched beforehand.

A server appeared. Water beaded the white wine’s bottleneck and when she poured, amber nectar slid in icy rivers into our glasses. Another server set down a dish of olives and a saucer of oil so green it could have been pressed from leaves. The pepper mill landed with a soft clack.

I dipped bread into the oil and dragged it through salt flakes. The oil tasted grassy, then bitter in a way that made my saliva surge. My husband took the lead.

“What would you like to start with, Avery?”

“Raw oysters.”

“I was thinking the same.”

“Good.”

“But I was thinking we should order now and have them delivered to our room.”

I stared at my husband who placed a hand over mine. His eyes were lively and bright, his expression playful. He glanced sideways at Hans, inviting me to fuck my lover, to take food and wine to our room, and continue what started in the spa.

I tilted my head and smiled, running my tongue across my bottom lip, my eyes presenting all the love I had for the man intent on allowing, no, encouraging my happiness, which was our contentment.

“Will you hold my hand while Hans fucks me?”

“Yes.”

“Kneeling on the floor, staring into my eyes?”

“I’d like that.”

“His cock, your love?”

“That’s how I see it, Avery.”

“Will my bull stay the night?”

“If you want. If he wants.”

“Ask him for me, please, Liam.”

My husband smiled, no hint of jealousy or regret in his expression, and he stared at Hans, who looked mildly intimidated.

“Hans.”

“Yes, buddy?”

“Please fuck my wife tonight. Take her as many times as you and she wish, then leave us at dawn.”

“It will be my pleasure, Liam.”

As we rose, the maître d’ returned, gliding like smoke through the hush of the dining room. He carried no menus this time, only the authority of ritual hidden behind his polished smile. His eyes dropped to my ankle, the little plate gleaming as it caught the candlelight, and then he looked directly at Liam.

“Sir, the anklet marks her. Would you like her and the bull to honor it here?”

Liam stiffened. His knuckles whitened around the stem of his wine glass, breath catching in his throat. I saw him blink, and I knew the choice fell to him.

“Here?”

“Yes, Sir. Apparently, you and your wife were quite the show at our spa. Most of the diners here this evening are swingers or cuckolds.”

“Why are you asking me?”

“We enjoy helping cuckolded husbands enjoy their evening, too. You may masturbate at the table… into a napkin, of course.”

“So… you’re saying-”

“That your bull can fuck your wife right here… on the table. Would you like that?”

My husband looked at Hans and me, but he needn’t have. Being fucked in public by my gorgeous lover and his enormous black cock was another fantasy ticked off my growing list. Liam looked back at the maître d’ and nodded.

“Yes, please.”

The maître d’ bowed slightly, turned to me, and gestured toward the heavy oak table, still scattered with bread, butter knives, and flickering candles. He smiled politely.

“Please. The house would be delighted to watch you being serviced.”

My cunt throbbed so hard it hurt. Wetness flooded my already ruined cotton panties, which were hot and slick, clinging to my hairless lips like glue. My thighs shook as I stood. Hans rose with me, towering, his navy jacket falling open to reveal the bulge pressing his trousers.

Gasps rippled around us. At nearby tables, other men shifted and women leaned closer, sniffing the air, detecting my shame. One hotwife clutched her husband’s hand, her own anklet flashing in unity, while bulls grinned openly, knowing exactly what was about to happen.

The maître d’ cleared a space. Dishes were swept away by silent servers who pretended this was no different from resetting a table for dessert. Candles stayed. Glasses stayed. A linen cloth was spread clean and white like an altar waiting.

Hans took my hand and guided me onto the table via a step up on my husband’s chair. The linen felt cool and crisp against the backs of my thighs as I lay back, my dress riding up, my anklet exposed, panties stained dark with the spreading stain of my cunt. My husband moved closer, his chair scraping, face flushed and shining, compersion pouring off him in waves.

I held his hand.

“Thank you, Liam.”

“You’re welcome. Scream the place down, darling.”

“I will.”

“For us.”

“For us.”

Hans bent, hooked my panties down, peeling them to my knees, then more slowly to my ankles, eventually sliding them free. After inspecting my gusset with a knowing smile, he balled the wet fabric in one fist, leaned across the table, and pushed it into Liam’s hand.

“Smell how ready she is for me.”

While I cringed in shame, my husband lifted the sodden cotton, pressed it to his nose, and inhaled deeply. His eyes glazed, his cock strained, a wet patch blooming dark over his light chino pants. He held them to his face longer than he needed, and when he lowered them, his lips shone from kissing the fabric. A ripple of laughter and some light applause, not cruel but knowing, moved through the room.

Hans unzipped his pants, his immense cock springing free, thick, veined, glistening already. He lined himself up and pressed the creamy crown into me right there on the restaurant table, in front of strangers and cucks their wives and bulls. My scream cracked through the air as he slid his cock deep inside, my cunt swallowing him, clenching, gushing, soaking the cloth beneath me.

I stared at Liam, gripping his hand tightly.

“Yes! He’s inside me, Liam! He’s fucking your wife at the table!”

“Yes, darling. Take him. Let them all see.”

“Can you hold my ankles and spread my legs wide so Hans can fuck me deeper, please?”

“Do you mean stand behind him?”

“Yes. Watch him fuck me over his shoulder… you’ll feel every stroke as he drives his hips back and forth, grinding his cock deep inside me.”

“I’ll do it.”

My husband stood behind Hans, quick as a flash. Two female servers gripped my ankles and handed them to him, and he spread my legs wide apart. It was an incredible moment for me. I absolutely loved watching my husband help another man fuck me hard.

I stared at Liam, then at Hans.

“I need deep penetration to ease me.”

“I know, Avery. We are going to give you that… your cuck and me.”

Hans drove his cock harder and deeper inside me, stretching my cunt, filling me while I growled and moaned in utter ecstasy. My fingers gripped the table edge that rocked beneath us, cutlery chiming against plates, glasses grabbed by staff as they wobbled. Bread rolled to the edge and dropped, butter smearing the floor. My heel shanks were gripped in my husband’s fists as he raised and spread them wide, helping me get more black cock inside me.

Hans’s hips slammed against the wood as he pounded me, his balls slapping my ass, his cock plunging deeper inside my throbbing, slick hole each time he drove forward. Staring at my lover meant staring at my husband too, a perfect picture of marital harmony, one man to love unconditionally, another to love fucking.

The maître d’ stood close, his hands clasped behind his back, watching with approval.

“She is well-marked. Serve her properly, bull. Fuck this woman hard so her cuck doesn’t need to.”

Hans grunted, his sweat dripping onto my breasts, his cock sawing in and out of my slick, dripping hole relentlessly. I came hard, arching up, my back bowing, my cunt spasming around his cock, juices flooding out, soaking the linen. My thighs quivered uncontrollably, slick with my own mess.

Liam released my ankles and knelt beside me, his forehead pressed against mine, our fingers entwined. His face burned crimson, eyes shining with tears.

“You’re perfect, Avery.”

“Hans didn’t cum yet.”

“I wanted to be closer to you when he does.”

“I want that too.”

My husband spoke loud enough for others to hear.

“This is my wife, and this is how much I love her.”

Hans kept fucking me while the server girls held my ankles, spreading my legs wide. His cock filled me, making squelching sounds each time he drove it deep inside me, such was the mess of my arousal. His cock was lubricated on his own cum from earlier in the day, its slickness like racing car tires licking fresh tarmac.

While my lover fucked me hard, I stared deeply into my husband’s eyes, not wishing it was him fucking me, but pleased he allowed my freedom. My orgasms rose and fell as my lover slowed, then sped up, edging me with his giant cock filling, then denying.

I eyeballed my husband the moment Hans came inside me. Liam’s smile lifted my orgasm immensely, and my entire body burned in a medley of joy and uncontrollable rapture.

“He’s squirting his seed inside me, Liam.”

“Does it feel good?”

“So… so fucking good.”

“Is he balls deep inside you?”

“All the way in. His cum is splashing against my cervix. I can feel his cock head pummeling my pussy walls every time it jerks.”

“Are you happy, Avery?”

“So fucking happy.”

Hans’s cock jerked spectacularly and spat hot streams of semen deep inside me. My husband smiled, looking like a man who lost nothing and gained everything, even while another gave me the pleasure he couldn’t.

The room broke into low applause. Bulls chuckled. Cucks whimpered, their tissues out, hands stroking. Anklets glimmered at a dozen tables as wives moved to suck their bulls’ cocks or fuck them.

Hans leaned down, kissed my ankle, his lips brushing the little plate, then he looked at Liam.

“Give me the room key, please, cuck. You get the bill and join us when you can.”

Liam reached into his pocket, hand shaking, and set the plastic card in Hans’s palm. His lips trembled, but his voice was steady.

“I’ll take her upstairs and fuck her all night while you watch.”

“Yes… please.”

“If you find yourself underneath your wife again, do as you please.”

“Are you sure?”

“My gift to you.”

Hans grinned, pocketed the key card, and helped me sit up. My thighs stuck to the cloth, strings of cum and juice smearing across the linen as I rose. The maître d’ stepped aside, bowing slightly as if the scene had been part of the evening’s service all along.

My lover picked me up in a cradle and headed for the restaurant door. My husband paid the bill and would follow soon.

I was about to be fucked all night, and I could not have been happier.


Chapter Thirteen

◆◆◆

Hans carried me out of the restaurant, his chest slick with sweat, his cock still half-hard in his trousers, my cunt leaking down my thighs. The smell came with us: garlic from dinner, wine tannins on my breath, the iron tang of semen drying tacky against my skin. Heat rose from my body in waves, my sex mingling with his musk, a cloud that trailed us like incense.

My anklet flashed under the hem of my dress as though the little plate itself wanted to announce what I was. Hotwife, slut, ruined, branded, and well fucked, smelling of my lover. Each jolt of my lover’s stride made it clink against my ankle bone, a faint metallic chime ringing like a secret bell marking me out for anyone listening. The gold was hot from my skin, a pulse that beat with my heart.

The lobby was hushed marble and glass, a cathedral of silence broken only by the faint clink of glasses from the bar. Polished stone caught our reflections in warped shadows, chandeliers trembled, casting fractured light from above. My bull strode straight through, cradling me in his arms like a bride, except my dress was bunched at my waist, my thighs wet and glistening, streaks of semen drying sticky against my skin. Also, he wasn’t my husband, but right now he was mine, and I was his.

The smell of sweat, semen, and musk spilled off me in waves. Guests turned their heads, some with their nostrils flaring, the musk of my ruin catching them, a ripple of knowing smiles passing like a whispered hymn.

The elevator doors slid open with a hydraulic sigh, cables groaning faintly behind the panels. An older couple was already inside. She wore the anklet, her calf bare under a silk dress, her plate catching the same light as mine, flashing in sisterhood.

Her husband’s hand trembled where it clutched hers, his face pale and glassy with pride and need. Their eyes met mine, then dropped deliberately to the glossy streaks sliding down my thighs. The wife smiled, serene, as though welcoming me to the fold, while her husband’s cock swelled visibly against his tailored trousers, a damp patch already blooming dark.

Hans stepped in, the couple parting without a word to give us space. The air inside was thick with perfume layered over hot skin and machine oil. The faint tang of ozone from elevator cables mixed with the sweeter scent of my leaking cunt, sharp and musky, thick enough to taste on the back of my tongue. Just before the doors closed, Liam slid inside, his hair damp with sweat, cheeks crimson from the bill he’d just paid, his shirt clinging with humidity.

The mirrored walls repeated us infinitely, a kaleidoscope of lust. Hotwife, Bull, Cuck, over and over, multiplying into eternity. Anklets glinted like votive flames in endless reflection, gold plates winking like ritual icons, as though the elevator itself had become a chapel. My body jolted with wild glee at the triangle we made in that mirrored box.

I giggled, the sound girlish, cracked by lust, echoing thinly in the steel box.

“This is my bull.”

“He looks magnificent, my dear.”

“He fucks me wonderfully. No condoms… raw.”

“Is there any other way?”

“It’s my first day… sorry, our first day.”

“Maybe I should try your bull someday. I haven’t fucked a black man yet. Does he have a big cock? I need depth and girth.”

She smiled politely at her cuck, unwilling to humiliate him, but keen to size up my bull.

“He has a massive cock, but this is the first day I have stepped out on my vows.”

“It won’t be your last. So… about your bull?”

“Hans is amazing, but tonight, he’s all mine.”

Hans adjusted me higher in his arms, his palms firm under my thighs, his fingers biting into soft flesh as though to remind me whose weight I was. The hem of my dress dragged upward another inch, exposing more slick skin, the scent of my wet hole rising thicker into the air.

I nodded at Liam, smiling proudly.

“And this is my husband.”

Liam’s throat worked as he nodded, his voice barely more than a rasp.

“Yes. Her cuckold husband.”

“I guessed as much. The bull carries the prize, the cuck cleans her up, and reclaims her later. You look set for a fabulous evening.”

“We are.”

“Is the bull staying the night?”

“If my wife wishes.”

“Live your best life, cuck… mine does.”

“I am… we’re new.”

“Your wife said. Have you cleaned her after her bull fucks her?”

“Yes.”

“From the female perspective, that is such pleasure. To be deeply satisfied and have a husband on his knees, obedient, loving, hungry… ahh, such bliss.”

“I enjoyed it.”

“And have you reclaimed her after the bull is done yet?”

“No.”

“Do you want to?”

“Yes, but not until she is ready.”

“My my, for a new cuck, you are a remarkable man. You have a very happy wife.”

“That’s one of many boxes ticked.”

“Such a good cuck.”

The word cuck hung heavy in the air. The older couple both exhaled softly, the wife’s smile deepening, her husband’s cock twitching under his palm that rubbed his bulging pants. Their reflections closed in on us from every mirrored panel, multiplying our roles until it felt like a congregation watching from glass pews. Our anklets winked in rhythm, gold plates glinting like votive flames, like small suns burning ritual truths into the hush.

The woman slid a hand up my skirt, shooting me an enquiring look. I giggled, nodded, and spread my thighs, almost immediately leaking semen. She expertly found my throbbing hole, slipped two fingers inside, and swirled twice, scooping out a heavy dollop of Hans’s cum.

Even my bull watched in awe when the woman retrieved her fingers from inside me and sucked them clean before kissing her husband. The taste of me and my bull passed between them, a communion, his lips shining wet as he received Hans and me from her.

She smiled at me when the elevator pinged.

“I’ll definitely try your bull someday, and you if you’d like.”

“I would.”

“Ask for Mrs. Lohaus at reception in the morning, dear.”

“Will you be attending the spa the day after tomorrow?”

“Yes, I have a gangbang booked there. Eight men are going to run a train on me.”

“Lucky girl.”

“There will be many more bulls attending than today. The wives and their cucks will be kept very busy.”

“Then perhaps I’ll join you.”

“You should.”

I smiled and waved at the couple as the elevator door closed after we stepped off. At the suite door, Liam swiped our room card. The beep sounded bright, a digital bell, the lock snapped green, and then he stepped aside. Hans carried me across the threshold like he owned not only my body but the entire room. Carpet muted his stride, pile sinking under his weight, the door clicking shut behind us, sealing the ritual as surely as a vault.

The suite breathed cool with air-conditioning, lavender polish sharp in the air, clean linen waiting for me to be fucked on. A bottle of wine chilled in a bucket by the bed, condensed droplets rolling down the glass, the drip of meltwater plinking faintly as the pile of ice slowly collapsed. Glasses were already set, three, consistent with this hotel, which I had realized in the restaurant was for cuckold couples and their bull men.

The smell of chilled grapes and cut citrus mingled with the raw tang rising from my well-fucked hole, a clash of refinement and ruin that tightened my chest. The contrast hit me: hotel neatness versus the filth steaming off my body. It all added to the cuckold experience.

Hans carefully lay me onto the mattress. The cotton sighed under my weight. My legs fell open instantly, my anklet flashing, my cunt glistening and leaking my lover down the inside of my thighs. A dark wet patch bloomed on the coverlet where my mess spilled, spreading in slow stained blotches, sharp with semen’s sour-sweet reek.

Liam sank to his knees at the bedside without needing to be told, his trousers creasing, the carpet fibers pressing red into his skin. His head lowered, breath ragged, his face level with the bull’s cock as Hans unzipped. The rasp of metal teeth seemed loud in the hush, a blade drawn before my husband sacrificed me again. My lover’s cock swung free, thick, heavy, still wet from my cunt earlier, the shaft glistening, the smell sharp with sex and sweat and the faint chlorine that still clung from the spa.

I swung sideways, spread my legs wider apart, and smiled at my husband, nodding down at my ruined, creamy cunt. He didn’t need words; our cuck body language was enough, and my husband bowed forward, licking, sucking, and slurping me while I spoke to my bull.

“Would you like to be gangbanged, Avery?”

“Yes.”

“I have friends I could call and have visit here tonight.”

“How many?”

“Five, maybe six.”

“Are they black, like you?”

“Three are black, two white, all are gym fanatics. All have big cocks, one longer and thicker than mine.”

“Call them, please, but no anal. I’m too sore.”

“None will wear condoms, Avery.”

“Condoms are banned from this room and my pussy. I want to be filled with thick, sticky seed.”

“They’ll do that. Each will take a few turns. It’s probably best you take a rest tomorrow, especially if you intend visiting the spa the next day.”

“Then you call your friends and warm me up to be gang-fucked.”

“I’m in a WhatsApp message group. Liam can invite them.”

I hadn’t asked my cuck’s permission to fuck a gang of guys, assuming he would be okay with the idea. On his knees, Liam was already licking my messy cunt while wanking his rock-hard cock, but he stopped when Hans handed him his phone.

My husband stared at me, his lips parted, his pupils blown wide.

“Tell the men you’re my cuck honey, then ask them to come here and fuck me. Tell them I can’t do anal right now, but they are welcome to use my pussy and mouth all night. Mention I want it bareback and raw.”

“Five of them?”

“As many as can get here. Please ask them to shower first.”

“Okay.”

“Be specific about the message, darling. Enjoy the moment.”

My cuck stood, took Hans’s phone, and stepped aside, thumbing a message to ask a group of men to visit our hotel room and fuck me. His hand shook as he typed, sweat smearing across the glass, his thumb pausing over each word before he forced it down. The glow of the screen lit his face, which was pale, devoted, and trembling.

“While you’re arranging my first real gangbang, I’ll suck Hans’s cock, cuck.”

“No problem… I have to get the wording right.”

“Send them a few pictures of me swallowing their friend’s cock.”

“Good idea.”

I crawled up onto all fours, seized Hans’s shaft, its skin hot and pulsing in my fist, veins taut under my palm, and I took him into my mouth. He was delicious, salty, musky, and the taste of me still clung to him, pungent as sweet-sour brine, layered with the deeper funk of his own seed. His cock reeked of the spa and the restaurant table, of me dripping down his shaft, of ownership.

I gagged softly as his burning crown pressed the back of my throat, searing my tonsils, my spit bubbling around his girth, drool spilling onto my breasts, streaking down my belly, soaking the sheets below. The sound was wet and obscene, a steady slurp and choke filling the room.

Liam’s eyes never left me, wide, glassy, his lips trembling with awe, his chest rising too fast, a damp patch spreading on his crotch. He alternated between watching me, typing, and lifting the phone to take pictures, his finger slipping as he tried to focus while I gagged and drooled on my bull’s cock.

I pulled off my lover’s cock with a wet gasp, spit dangling, thick strings swinging from my lips to his shaft. My throat burned, my mouth slick and tangy with his taste.

“I need your cock to fuck me again, Hans. It’s going to be weeks before we see you back home.”

“Will you miss me?”

I cringed and stared at my husband, who smiled encouragingly. His expression steadied me, letting me know he was with me, comfortable we wouldn’t stray over our own red lines.

“Yes… but.”

“But what, Avery?”

“I am using you because you’re an amazing lover.”

“As it should be. Cucks are for life, a bull is for a moment.”

“Cum inside me again, Hans. Please.”

He lay on my bed, and I spun, crawling, then cocking a leg and straddling Hans’s lap. His cock slipped under me, its blunt, solid crown finding, then nudging apart my swollen lips before sliding deep inside as I cried out. My body clenched around his thickness, my cervix kissed his head as I stretched and opened wide, a flower in bloom for my lover. I rose, enjoying his shaft pressing every pulsing, bulging vein into my pussy sidewalls. I paused at the top, my swollen lips draped like thick, sticky curtains over his crown, kissing it, then I sank in one greedy plunge, a slick squelch filling the air.

The bed creaked and moaned under us, the headboard knocking faintly against the wall. The wine glasses rattled again in their stems, liquid trembling with each slam of my hips.

I stared at my husband, who was making a video, determined to prime more bulls to fuck me before they even arrived. His hands shook as he tried to steady the phone, his cock jerking against damp trousers as he wanked off with his free hand.

My scream ripped the suite’s quiet, bounced off polished wood and glass, my cunt gaping wide to take Hans’s immense black cock and never release it. The wine glasses rattled faintly in their stems with the slam of my body meeting his thighs, liquid trembling in their bowls and mine.

Liam dropped the phone and shuffled closer, still kneeling, until his face was inches from where Hans’s cock split me open, his eyes fixed on the glossy seal around my stretched hole. He inhaled deeply, as though enjoying a fine wine, and his hand slipped into mine. Our fingers locked, sweat-slick, trembling, my knuckles white, his palm damp. His knees sank further into the carpet pile, body rocking as though worshipping, fibers darkening where his precum dripped from his cock and smeared into the weave.

I stared down at my husband, who had nothing but love and reverence for me.

“Do you see how he stretches me, honey?”

“Yes… The other guys are on their way.”

“How many?”

“Six. They said you won’t walk tomorrow.”

“I hope they are right.”

“Me too.”

“I won’t feel you fucking me for days, cuck.”

“Perhaps I shouldn’t try, Avery.”

“You must fuck me, honey. I want you to be part of the sperm war inside me.”

I rode my bull, my breasts bouncing, sweat flying, every cock stroke sliding balls deep inside me, splitting me wider, making me wetter, each slap of hips loud in the room. Hans’s cock glistened, shining with my cream each time he withdrew, before vanishing again deep inside me, his wiry pubes grinding against my swollen lips, soaked and sticky with mingled seed. My husband’s eyes filled with tears as he watched, adoring, ruined, proud, his jaw slack, his lips moving as if praying.

I leaned down, my lips brushing Liam’s ear, my voice ragged, each word punctuated by the slap of flesh and the creak of the bedframe.

“His cock so fucking deep inside my married pussy again, husband. Your wife is being fucked properly.”

“I feel so happy that you are happy.”

“He fucks me so good, Liam.”

“I know.”

“Thank God you booked this hotel.”

My husband’s body shuddered, his cock spurting onto the carpet, a dark wet splatter spreading, soaking into the pile, the smell of his semen sharp and heady. His whisper was cracked and raw.

“Yes, Avery. My Hotwife. Take him. Take every inch of Hans’s black cock.”

My anklet flashed with each thrust, the little gold plate swinging like a metronome, chiming the rhythm of my ruin. Its weight tapped bone, tapped blood, a golden pulse marking every scream, every tear, every inch of cock buried deep inside me. Each metallic chime felt like liturgy, hammering the truth into marble and mirror alike. I was owned, my husband on his knees, and I was fucked holy.

No sooner did Hans cum inside me, he slid his cock out, guiding my husband’s head between my legs with a cupped hand. Hot semen spilled free, and Liam pressed his mouth to me instantly, gulping, licking, worshipping, his face smeared with my bull’s cream.

Hans stepped away and answered the door. Hinges creaked, corridor noise spilled briefly into the suite. Three guys walked in, two were black, one was white. Their bodies smelled of cologne, deodorant, a hint of cigarette smoke, and night air clinging to their clothes. My pussy begged to be sucked clean faster so they could fuck me.

One man came over to the bed, lazily stroking my husband’s head, staring down at me. His cock already swung half-hard, veins rising, precum pearling at the tip.

He crouched low and whispered into my cuck’s ear loud enough for me to hear.

“Thank you for the invite, cuck. Your wife is gorgeous.”

I came hard again, filling the emptiness Hans’s cock left inside me, my pussy spasming as Liam cleaned up every drop, his mouth clamped to my gaping hole, sucking hard.

When my husband stood, the guys were undressed and ready to fuck me. Their cocks hung thick and waiting, dark, pale, veined, dripping, grinning at Liam as though this were a team effort.

“Are you finished, cuck?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, take a seat and enjoy the show.”


Chapter Fourteen

◆◆◆

My husband’s lips glistened with Hans’s semen and my sticky hormones, the wet gleam catching the light, dripping faintly as he breathed. Our hotel room smelled decadent, thick with the aroma of a well-fucked hotwife, a blend of raw seed, female musk, and the faint tang of sweat soaked into linen. The little plate at my ankle brushed bone as I shifted, chiming softly, a reminder of what I was, flashing gold in the low light.

My bulls crowded closer, shaking Liam’s hand, steadying him, helping rather than forcing, easing him into a chair so he could be placed exactly where he needed to be as a non-participating spectator. His body trembled with eagerness, his cock hard, raw devotion naked in his face.

The first man crawled onto my bed. His weight sank the mattress, knees pressing into the coverlet, arms braced, his eyes locked on me as he spread my thighs apart with deliberate care. His cock nudged forward, the blunt head slick, nuzzling against my dripping, creamy cunt lips, smearing me before he even entered. He bent low and took my nipple between his lips, sucking so gently it felt like silk sliding over satin, a softness that made the hardness waiting between my legs even more obscene.

I glanced sideways. My husband was stark naked now, his cock standing upright, his fist wrapped tightly around the shaft, knuckles pale, precum already beading at the crown. The bulls made sure his view was clear so that every detail, every stretch of my cunt, every drip of semen inside me, every tremor of my joy, would fill his eyes and nose and ears.

“Bring my husband closer, please, guys. I don’t want him to miss anything.”

“As you wish.”

Two men lifted my husband’s chair easily, their muscles flexing, veins taut in their necks, shifting him until he sat beside me. He was close enough that I could stretch out and touch him, close enough that he could smell my ruin and watch each inch of cock disappear inside my married cunt.

I reached out and found his free hand. Our fingers locked, and I stared deeply into his eyes, my own bulging wide as the new bull pressed forward. His cock slid deep inside my slick pussy in one relentless push, his balls slapping against me as he bottomed out, stretching my soft tissue walls wide, parting me until my cunt felt split open in heat and fullness.

I clenched down hard, squeezing around him, not for the bull who filled me, but for my husband who could not. My husband’s eyes glazed over as the cuckold dilemma took him deep into his kink, to a safe place where nobody judged and he could be himself.

I needed the connection, so I helped Liam and closed my hand around his fist, helping pump his cock, guiding his rhythm to my bull’s stroke inside me, wanking him off as I was fucked. His cock pulsed hot in my grasp, slick with his precum, our fists moving together while the bull hammered me.

My legs were spread wide by two more bulls, holding me open so my lover above could thrust deep, his hips slamming, his weight pressing me into the mattress while his cock filled me. My face glowed, frowning in raw pleasure, my eyes never leaving my husband’s.

Even as I locked my gaze on Liam, my lover’s lips brushed the tender flesh of my neck. He kissed with surprising softness between brutal strokes of his cock that crushed my cervix with each inward drilling motion. His mouth traveled over my collarbone, then lower, until his lips clamped my nipples and he sucked hard enough to make me gasp. His arms locked, holding himself high as he braced to piston me perfectly. The bed groaned beneath us, cutlery still rattling faintly on the tray at the side, sheets smearing with sweat and cream.

When my lover squirted his load deep inside me, thick, hot, sudden, my husband leaned over the arm of his chair and pressed his mouth to mine. Our lips met and we kissed lovingly, tongues tangling, my body filled by another man while the kiss made it feel as though Liam were the one inside me. The kiss sealed it, two men, one giving me what my cunt needed, the other giving me what my heart required.

“I don’t just want the gangbang tomorrow, Liam.”

“Then what do you want?”

“I want us to leave here and find our feet as a cuckolding couple. I need strangers to fuck me while you watch… outdoors, in clubs, in strange places. Cuckolding, you must always feel raw in ways that surprise both of us. I never want our marriage to feel the same.”

“You mean boring?”

“Don’t you agree?”

“Yes. I want something new every time. A different lover or scenario every time you cuck me.”

Hands rolled me sideways, then onto my hands and knees. Bulls guiding me, my knees pushed wide until I was spread helplessly, my back arched, my creamy, dribbling slit pointed high. Fingers plunged into my gaping hole, scooping, draining, lifting the bull’s fresh cum out of me as though my cunt were a chalice that had to be emptied before it could be filled again.

My face was turned toward my husband, displaying the full range of emotions of a woman being well fucked by other men. Liam’s cock twitched inches from me, swollen, dripping, so close I could smell the salty tang. The bulls prepared me, my palms pressed flat to the mattress, my spine arched, my cunt finger-fucked as I waited for the next cock.

“How many orgasms have you had, Avery?”

“I lost count after the restaurant, sweetheart, three… four… I don’t know.”

“Do you feel empowered?”

“Fuck yes… I’m deeply satisfied.”

“Do you think you being fucked like this improves our relationship?”

“Do you?”

“Yes.”

“Only that matters, Liam.”

Another bull climbed onto the bed. He was bigger, longer, thicker, easily the most enormous cock to fuck me. My eyes widened when I craned my neck, looked back, and saw it, my mouth forming a silent gasp as he mounted me from behind, his cockhead easily finding my sloppy, ruined cunt. He drove forward in one brutal stroke, sawing my stretched hole wider, splitting me open all over again, the slap of his hips loud in the room.

I grinned at my husband, my face shining with sweat and smeared lipstick, my body a mess of seed and spit and love. His eyes burned as he watched me being split apart by a cock too big for him to ever compete with, and I saw something holy flicker across his face, a raw ecstasy, compersion burning hot. I was happy being fucked by an excellent bull, and Liam was happy watching me be fucked better than he could ever hope to.

I was folded down into the sheets, knees wide, hips raised high, my ass glistening with seed and spit as the second bull’s cock pumped deep inside me. My body rocked with each thrust, the bed groaning under his weight, the headboard rattling faintly against the wall. The anklet at my ankle chimed once as it tapped bone, the little plate flashing as though it were keeping score of how ruined I was becoming.

I never averted my eyes from Liam’s as each stroke of my lover’s cock dragged wet strings of sticky cum from my hole, the thick slap of his balls echoing sharply against my thighs. My body was messy already, yet more was demanded of it.

I held myself with one arm, reaching for my husband with the other as he stroked his cock, precum spilling over his fist. He grinned from ear to ear, his cheeks flushed, his jaw slack. I gasped loudly when my lover’s crown squashed my cervix, and my eyes widened until tears pricked.

“This feels so fucking good, Liam.”

“Are you full?”

“So full… of God.”

The bulls around us grinned, crowding in, their cocks swinging close, heavy and veined. Thick heads smeared precum onto my cheeks and lips, marking me, baptising me in their filth before they even entered. The air thickened with their musk, a sour-sweet brew of sweat, deodorant, faint tobacco, and the stronger animal stench of men ready to fuck a married slut bareback.

My husband sat close, my fingers still knotted with his, his face almost level with mine. He inhaled every time the bull pulled back, as though he could breathe in my ruin and feed on it while another man drove his hips forward and filled me with cock. Liam’s cock twitched in his fist, precum stringing across his knuckles, his thighs damp with sweat.

The bull reaming me from behind roared as he came, his cock jerking, hot jets of semen splashing deep inside me. When I glanced back, I saw cum bubbling around his shaft, spilling back out to drip down my ass and thighs. He pulled free, and immediately another hand was on me, rough fingers prying me wider, scooping and stirring as if harvesting the mess for my husband.

A man fed Liam his fingers, coated in the creamy mess from my gaping, throbbing hole. My husband sucked them hard, his sparkling eyes locked on mine, his throat working as he swallowed the taste of my ruin.

“Open her more. Let her drain before you fuck her.”

“Make room for the rest of us.”

Hands spread me until my lips peeled aside, stretched, raw, my cunt drooling seed down into someone’s palms, through their fingers, and onto the sheets. The mattress was slick beneath me, my thighs painted with cream, my skin tacky with sweat, my anklet chiming faintly as my legs were pulled wider still.

The third bull mounted me without hesitation while another fed my husband more of the cummy mess scooped from my cunt. His cock slid into the same stretched hole the second bull left ruined less than a minute ago, filling me instantly with another thickness, making the room echo with the squelch of fresh seed sloshing inside me. The sound was wet, obscene, each thrust stirring the cocktail left behind by the first two.

I clawed at the mattress, my nails ripping faint trails in the linen, my head twisting to stare at Liam. His face was bright crimson, his lips parted, sweat running down his chest, his eyes locked to the point where another man’s cock vanished into his wife’s hole.

I reached out, trembling, and touched his wrist.

“Hold me, honey. Feel how deep they go.”

My husband slid closer, pressed his palm flat to my stomach just below my navel. His fingers shook as he felt the bull’s cock slam inside, the blunt head punching against his hand through the thin wall of my flesh.

I smiled proudly at him, as though he felt our baby kick inside. Liam looked shocked.

“Fuck that’s deep. Do I-”

“No honey… not even close… I’m sorry.”

“We’ve been through this, Avery… no apologies.”

“He’s inside me all the way.”

“I can feel it, darling. You’re stretched wide. So wide and deep.”

“I’m your wife, Liam. Your Hotwife. This is for us.”

The bull’s thrusts grew savage, his groans rising as he hammered me into the mattress, sweat dripping down onto my back. His breath was sour and hot, his cock a piston driving me flat. When he came, it was another flood, semen spilling so deep it forced the earlier loads higher, thick rivers running free from my hole to soak the sheets.

I collapsed forward, arms trembling, body shaking, juices pouring. My cunt gaped wide, raw and dripping, twitching for more.

“Get underneath me, Liam… let someone throw a towel over your cock so it can’t touch me.”

“Oh, fuck yes.”

The bulls lifted me long enough to allow Liam to crawl underneath. I dribbled cum all over him until my swollen, raw lips rested on his, and he sucked greedily. Someone tossed a towel over my husband’s cock, muffling it, wrapping it in denial, and then, with his eyes inches from my dribbling hole, I was ready to show my husband how I needed to be fucked.

The next bull kneeled behind me, his cock thicker than a wrist, precum pouring from the slit in long strings. He slapped it against my ass, leaving wet smears on my skin, then pressed the swollen head into my ruined hole.

The stretch was brutal, splitting me open again, pain and bliss fused in one searing line. I screamed into my husband’s towel, my whole body trembling as my bull worked inside me, stretching my hole inch by inch. My husband grabbed my hand tight, his face wet with cum, his cock swelling against the towel, dark stains spreading as his seed leaked out.

“You’re perfect, Avery.”

“I’m ruined for you, husband. Ruined, dripping, filled.”

“That’s why I love you. That’s why we’re here.”

“How do I look?”

“Stretched wide. You’re hugging his cock like you’ll never let go.”

“Maybe I won’t.”

“Maybe we won’t.”

“Yes, Liam.”

The bull bottomed out, his cock sunk to the hilt, his balls slapping hard against me. The room filled with applause and growls, the air rank with cum and sweat, the chant of bulls rising like a hymn. My body shook, my cunt stretched around the biggest cock yet, every nerve ending aflame, the anklet at my ankle flashing in the low light as though blessing the act.

I smiled through the tears, through the mess, through the roar of the crowd, and clung tighter to Liam’s hand.

“Watch me, husband. Watch me be fucked for you.”

The fourth bull slammed his cock deep inside me with relentless force. Each thrust jarred the bedframe, rattling the headboard against the wall. My cunt gaped wide, stretched beyond recognition, every stroke forcing more semen to spill in hot floods down my thighs. My husband’s face beneath me was soaked, the air heavy with the rank stench of sweat, seed, and female musk, a fog of filth clinging to the walls.

Hands pulled at me, guiding my hips, gripping my hair, spreading me further. The bulls circled close, their cocks swinging heavy, thick heads leaking precum that dripped onto my back, my shoulders, my ass, smearing me in their scent before they even entered.

My husband’s feet were on the floor, his cock twitching underneath the towel, his body trembling. His eyes were locked to the sight of my hole being pounded raw, his lips parted as he cleaned whatever he wanted, his breath ragged.

“Take her deeper. Fill her more.”

“She can stretch further. Someone fuck her mouth.”

“She’s ours tonight.”

My bulls spoke around me like priests at liturgy, their words low, guttural, charged with hunger. My cunt answered each one, clenching, pulsing, leaking mess that ran in strings down my thighs. The anklet at my ankle chimed faintly against bone, the little plate glinting, a metronome of ruin.

My fifth bull mounted the bed, then me, and another stood in front, his cock finding my mouth before I could breathe. The blunt head pressed past my lips, and my tongue was crushed flat, my throat filled, spit pouring down my chin. His taste was acrid, salty, hot with precum, dripping straight into my stomach, burning my throat on the way.

I gagged, drool spilling onto the sheets, running into my cleavage, coating my breasts with spit and seed. The others cheered, jerking their cocks, aiming for my face, my tits, my gaping cunt. They went through me so fast I couldn’t keep count, and I wondered how many shots inside me each would take. My husband’s lips clenched tightly around my quivering clit, and he sucked hard, moaning, sending me orgasmic as cocks squirted their loads down my throat and deep inside my creamy hole.

The sixth bull climbed behind, pushing the fifth aside. His black cock glistened, pulsing with veins. He pressed in hard, breaching my stretched hole again, splitting me wider, slamming until my vision blurred with tears. My body shook uncontrollably, orgasm tearing through me, my cunt fluttering helplessly around his thickness.

My husband groaned underneath me, his cock erupting into the towel, semen spurting and staining the fabric. Another Bull fucked my mouth and I gripped his shaft tightly between my lips, dragging my tongue across his banjo string, sucking hard.

When I came up for breath, I shouted at my husband.

“More, Liam. Tell me more.”

“You’re perfect, Avery. Ruined, dripping, used. There’s cum everywhere.”

“These guys have fucked me raw.”

“My Hotwife.”

“My cuck!”

The bulls roared as they came in waves, each fucking me within seconds of the last finishing. Hot jets spurted into my cunt, then they were pumped out, while more seed spilled into my mouth, and other dribbles smeared across my skin. Cum filled me, flooded me, coated me until I glistened white, my body painted, soaked, dripping wet and well fucked. My cunt overflowed, thick streams spilling down to the sheets, pooling beneath me. My mouth gagged and drooled as I swallowed spurt after spurt, my lips shiny, my face streaked, my chest glazed.

When the last man pulled free, my body collapsed into the mess, the mattress sticky, the sheets ruined. My cunt gaped wide open, twitching, frothing with semen. My husband leaned in, his tongue already working, his mouth pressed to my hole, gulping, licking, cleaning me as the bulls laughed and grinned.

“She is drained.”

The words closed around me like a blessed prayer. My anklet flashed against the light, the little plate tapping bone, chiming a metallic hymn to what I was now.

I smiled through exhaustion, sweat, and cum dripping down my face, my body trembling, my heart full. I reached for my husband, pulled him close, kissed him with my messy mouth, and let him drink the taste of my ruin.

“I’m happy, Liam.”

“You’re perfect, Avery.”

And the room, filled with the smell of sex and the sound of breathing, fell into silence around us. As my husband and I kissed, the bulls dressed in silence, each slipping out of the room until only we were left.

My husband glanced around and saw nobody around, then he looked at me, shocked.

“What now, Avery?”

“I want you to fuck me, darling. Squirt your semen inside me and go to war with the others.”


Chapter Fifteen

◆◆◆

“It was the best holiday ever, Holly.”

“You seem different.”

“I am.”

Holly’s eyes fixed on me, sharp and knowing, like she could peel me open layer by layer until nothing was left but the raw core of my truth. Her gaze made my skin prickle, made heat crawl up my chest. I felt both terrified and elated, as though she’d already seen through every excuse and every mask.

The coffee shop steamed with noise. Cups clinked, milk frothers shrieked, plates rattled against each other. The smell of roasted beans wrapped itself around me, heavy and relentless, undercut by the sweet warmth of buttered pastries. My chest was tight. My thighs tingled with restless arousal. All I wanted was to blurt the secret to my best friend — to confess that I’d cuckolded my husband. The truth swelled inside me like pressure building in a dam about to break.

Liam had already told his best friend, Keith. He’d expected mockery, humiliation, cruel laughter. Instead, he had been met with quiet understanding, even respect. Ethical non-monogamy was on the rise, Keith said, and when describing their chat, my husband even suggested to me that I take his friend as a bull. That knowledge lingered in my mind like a flame. I wanted the same. Someone to know. Someone to see me for what I was.

I’d worn the anklet deliberately. The thin gold chain hugged my ankle, the little charm tapping my bone with each step, a signal I wanted seen. It marked me as a hotwife. It shouted out my new identity with every faint chime.

But the coffee shop was rammed. Too many ears, too many eyes, and any one of them might turn and condemn me.

Holly leaned forward, her smile sharpening into something wicked. Her eyes glittered like she’d been waiting for this moment.

“I know what a hotwife anklet is, Avery. I know you cucked Liam on that holiday.”

The words hit me harder than any confession I could have prepared. My breath caught, strangled in my throat. My eyes flew wide. Heat flooded my face so fiercely that it felt like everyone in the café must be staring at me. Panic jolted through me, and I scanned the room, terrified that strangers would swivel in their seats, mutter slurs, point at me, call me slut, or call me whore. My anklet burned like a shackle around my leg. But nobody noticed. To the world, we were just two women gossiping over cappuccinos.

Holly leaned back in her chair, stretching with feline ease. Her mouth curled into a smile that dripped with satisfaction.

“Good for you… and Liam… that is, if he was a willing cuck. Was he?”

“Oh, God, yes. My husband wasn’t just willing… he was thrilled and encouraging.”

Her eyes glimmered, and I saw excitement mixed with hunger — something darker, coiling under the surface of her smile. She flicked her fingers at a server, called for the bill, then slipped her things into her bag with neat, deliberate calm. My pulse thundered, hot and erratic.

“Was your bull a good lover?”

Her question cracked the dam between us. My stomach twisted. I lifted my cup to my lips to stall, coffee scalding my tongue. I stared into the liquid as if I might see their faces there — the men who had pushed deep, stretched me, filled me with their cocks before decanting their seed inside me.

“There were many bulls… not just one.”

“Good girl. How many, Avery?”

“At least a dozen guys fucked me over the week, and they all went more than once. No condoms.”

“They fucked you raw?”

“Yes.”

“Did they cum inside you?”

“Yes.”

Holly grinned, her eyes darting around the café as if she might choose another witness on the spot. Then she thought better of it and leaned in closer.

“We can’t talk here, Avery. Let’s go to my house. It’s just around the corner.”

“Okay.”

We left together. Words died between us. Holly’s heels clicked against sidewalk slabs with crisp authority, while my anklet chimed faintly in the cool air, each note a humiliating song of confession. She made a phone call as we walked, her voice low, drowned in the hiss of passing traffic. I strained to catch it, but the sounds blurred, indistinct. I only knew it mattered by the sleazy expression she wore after disconnecting the call.

Her house breathed calm—the smell of clean linen mingled with the faint tang of corked wine. On the counter stood a bottle already uncorked, four glasses waiting like empty mouths ready to swallow secrets.

I pointed at them, my hand trembling.

“Four?”

“I phoned your husband on the way home.”

“Why?”

“I asked him to join us.”

“But Liam is at work with your husband.”

“They are both coming here.”

“Jack and Liam together?”

“Yes.”

“Okay… I don’t understand, Holly.”

She laughed softly. The sound carried amusement and superiority, like I had missed something obvious, as if she were leading me by the hand into a world I had only dared to taste.

“Oh, come on. You’ve had a crush on my husband for years.”

Heat flared in my neck. Shame and desire tangled together until I couldn’t separate them. My throat closed with dryness. Holly poured two glasses and handed one to me. Her nails scraped lightly against my palm as she passed it over, a touch that made my belly flip.

The wine glowed amber in the light. I drained it in one swallow, desperate, reckless. It burned all the way down, filling my stomach with liquid fire. My heart galloped. I stared at her, waiting for her to laugh, to call me absurd, to let me step back from the brink.

Holly’s smile only sharpened. She lowered her gaze.

“Are you seriously suggesting I believe you innocently wore that anklet to meet me for coffee, Avery?”

“Fuck.”

“Precisely. You wanted to flaunt your hotwife status. To me. Maybe to Jack later when he walked in at his usual hour.”

The anklet pressed against my skin, heavier than gold, dragging like chains. I sipped the next glass more slowly, a citrus metallic tang biting my tongue. Holly’s eyes tracked me, studying, dissecting, owning.

“Did you tell Liam to bring Jack here to fuck me?”

“Nope. I merely suggested to your husband that he bring mine home, here, where you and I were already starting off the evening a little early. I mean… You intended to end up here, didn’t you, Avery?”

Her words pinned me, nailed me to my chair. Her eyes dared me to lie, to wriggle out, to deny. My mouth opened, then closed again, useless. Finally, I shook my head.

“You’re right… Sorry, Holly.”

“Don’t be sorry, honey. I want Jack to fuck you hard while your cuck watches.”

Her voice sank lower, steady as iron, merciless as judgment.

“You see, I am also a cuck, Avery.”

“Whoa… what now?”

I sat on a kitchen stool, my bare thighs pressed to the cool wood, nerves rattling through me like an electric current. My pulse thumped in my ears, each beat hot and insistent. My skin prickled, goosebumps raised across my arms even as heat rolled under my skin. Dampness spread in my panties, warm and undeniable, a physical betrayal of what I was feeling.

It was true. I had nursed the hope, the filthy little fantasy, that Jack might fuck me one day. But I had always imagined Holly would be right there in the bed with us, joining in. The way she had spoken moments earlier had ripped that assumption away. This wasn’t just a game for her. It was her daily ritual, her chosen life, her reality.

My best friend was a cuckquean.

We had been home a week. A whole week of tender lovemaking with Liam, which had been wonderful, but it hadn’t been enough. I craved more — the raw penetration, the deep stretch of a bull’s cock, the primal rutting that split me open and left me aching for hours. Hans wouldn’t arrive in the US for another week, and the waiting wound me tighter every day. I longed to impale myself on his thick, black shaft, to ride him until my legs gave out, to fuck him all night for every night he stayed with us.

“Do you like fucking black cock, Avery?”

“I fucking love it.”

“Me too… that’s why I married Jack.”

Holly set her glass down and turned, leaving me. Her footsteps echoed in the hallway. When she returned, she carried a bag that sagged heavily with secrets. She dumped it onto the counter, and masks spilled out like artifacts from a masquerade gone to ruin.

There were half masks, some painted, and some feathered, others made of leather or satin. Satin ribbons trailed like whispers of restraint. Sequins glittered in the kitchen light. The air carried the faint scent of perfume and sweat, like the ghosts of women who had moaned and been filled while wearing them.

“We’ll all wear these while my husband fucks you.”

“What for?”

“Anonymity. Jack is an OnlyFans Bull, honey, and I am his cuckquean. We invite girls here twice a week to our studio in the basement. My husband fucks the women, and I clean up the well-fucked pussy afterwards, creampie and all.”

“Jesus, Holly.”

“Please don’t judge me, darling.”

A flush of shame burned across her cheeks. I knew that feeling well, the heat of it, the sting. I smiled, trying to soften the moment.

“I won’t… I just never thought that… wow… OnlyFans?”

“Yes, going on two years now. My husband has fucked more than two hundred other women while I watched. Most were single, but of the married ones, he’s never fucked one in front of a cuck.”

“And you wear these?”

I picked up one of the masks. It was black and stiff, the velvet lining soft against my palm. The satin strap slithered through my fingers. I lifted it, pressed it to my face, and the world dimmed. I imagined how many women had worn this very mask, their mouths open in shame and ecstasy, cum dripping from their raw, used holes after Jack pounded them.

In my mind, I saw him as I had glimpsed him before — half-naked in the yard, sweat slicking his black skin, jeans hugging his thighs, cock bulging heavy in 501s. A fit, lithe man, his body strong, his presence commanding. He would make a fabulous lover for me when Hans was away - or maybe by helping Hans ream me good and proper.

When I lowered the mask, Holly was grinning warmly, almost tenderly, though her eyes were sharp with hunger. Her gaze swept me head to toe, pausing at my breasts, my stomach, then dropping to the anklet glittering at my ankle.

“Does Liam usually clean the Bull’s cum out of your pussy?”

“He loves doing it.”

“Will he mind sharing with me this time?”

The words slammed into me like a hand closing around my throat. My chest tightened. I sucked in a sharp breath. She had hinted earlier, speaking about licking creampies, but this was no hint at all. This was plain. My best friend’s mouth on my pussy, licking me clean after her husband fucked me. The thought made my cunt clench, wetness spreading hotter.

“I guess… You can ask him while I watch, cuck to cuck.”

“While you seduce my husband… here, in my kitchen?”

“Is that what you want me to do, Holly?”

“Yes… privately at first, like you really fancy him, then downstairs for the hardcore fucking.”

“I do really fancy your husband… not love, but I love black cock and… well, Jack is also a friend. I haven’t fucked a genuine friend while Liam watched yet… to say nothing of a Bull’s wife spectating too. This is a first.”

“If you and Jack want to be regular lovers, I won’t mind.”

“Liam wants me to take regular bulls and fuck them more than I do him.”

“Jack and I are the same. He does fuck me often, but not when a lover visits. I am limited to her wishes, and I love it.”

I gulped, glanced at my watch. An hour had passed in talk — cuckolding, sharing, swapping, the rituals of our taboo. Each word made me wetter. My pussy throbbed, aching to be stretched by black cock. My womb begged to be seeded, begging for another flavor of cum to marinate my walls.

“I’m ovulating, Holly.”

“That will make you messy.”

“Do you want to capture all this on an OnlyFans streaming video?”

“If you’ll do it, I can message Jack’s subscribers now. I can tell them to expect a live stream in an hour or two. My husband will need that long to shower and be ready.”

“Okay.”

The word tumbled from my lips like a confession, bare and unguarded — consent I could never take back. My cunt clenched hard at my own weakness, soaking my panties with slick.

Holly’s phone was already in her hand, nails tapping the screen quickly and mercilessly, sending out the message that would turn me into a broadcast.

“Jack has a hundred thousand subscribers.”

“Fucking what?”

“Stay the night and he’ll explain everything. Jack likes some of the girls so much that they become regulars for him. Some are married, others single, he fucks all of them as though it were our wedding night.”

“You want us to stay the night?”

“Yeah… Liam can have one spare room. I’ll take the other. I don’t fuck other cucks and I never ever fuck my husband when a hotwife is on the nest, so you’ll have all the black cock you want uninterrupted, unless you need me, or your cuck.”

“Really, Holly?”

“Compersion is my kink, honey. I love to watch my husband enjoy fucking other women, and I love when they dominate me… kindly. I never fuck Jack, but I am happy to help.”

“Help how?”

“Well… how does Liam help Bulls fuck you?”

“He kisses me… a lot. He holds my hands, encourages me to fuck my guys harder, longer, and he loves to stare into my eyes when they cum inside me.”

“And he cleans their cum out of you?”

“Yes.”

“Do you sit on his face and feed him the Bull’s seed?”

“Yes.”

Shame rolled through me like a fever, scalding and sweet. My cunt pulsed harder, sticky wetness gluing my panties to my swollen lips. Holly’s eyes glittered. She looked hungry, thrilled, aroused beyond hiding. My words were making her wetter. She leaned in close, grinning with the confidence of a woman who had staged this exact scene dozens of times. She wasn’t submissive now. She was the director, priming me, guiding me to fuck her husband on camera while she licked me clean.

“I usually do a 69 with my husband’s lovers when he fucks them doggy style. It means I get to suck on a swollen, tasty clit, and I mop up any stray dribbles when she squirts.”

“Jesus Christ. It is so comforting to talk to you like this.”

“Yeah… empowering, right?”

“Yes… exactly. We are considered freaks by many. I’ve felt like our cuckold lifestyle had to be kept a secret, and it’s really hurting me inside.”

Holly stepped in closer. Her warmth pressed against me as she wrapped her arms around my waist. She hugged me softly, lips brushing my shoulder, but her hands betrayed her. They slid lower, palms spreading across my ass, fingernails biting into the flesh, then squeezing. She pried my cheeks apart just enough to make me gasp. Not crude but suggestive — a lover’s prelude disguised as comfort.

“There is a lifestyle group you can join. Jack and I are members. We keep those hook-ups separate from OnlyFans. I often seduce girls for my husband to fuck. We visit fetish clubs, swingers bars, and so on. I’ll dance and kiss a girl for hours, then suggest she fucks my husband.”

“How the fuck do you suggest that?”

“I kiss them, start fingering the girl in a shadowy corner. Then I tell her how big my husband’s black cock is and how much I would love to clean his semen out of their sloppy, creamy holes after he fucks them.”

“And that works?”

“It’s working right now. I seduced you already, Avery. You can’t wait to fuck Jack.”

“That’s very true.”

“Do you fuck girls too?”

“Since Germany… yes, although I haven’t had a hook-up since our holiday.”

“Oh, you poor thing. You’ve only enjoyed cuck-cock?”

“Yes.”

“Is Liam’s cock an average size?”

“Yes.”

Holly’s grip on my ass tightened, her nails biting into the flesh. Her hips pressed close until I felt the heat of her mound nudging against me, almost grinding. Her breath tickled the side of my face. Then her lips brushed mine, tentative only for the briefest moment before hunger took over.

Her kiss wasn’t soft. It was messy, greedy, and wet with desire. Her tongue shoved against mine, tasting of white wine, sharp and sweet, mixed with the musk of her lips. She sucked at my mouth like she was already tasting my sins, drinking them down as if they belonged to her.

I moaned into the kiss, a low, guttural sound I couldn’t control. My lips parted wider, surrendering to her, letting her take what she wanted. Her teeth caught my bottom lip, scraped it until it stung, then she soothed it with another plunge of her tongue.

Holly’s hands clamped tighter on my ass, her fingers digging deep. She pulled my cheeks apart until I gasped, the stretch obscene, making the kiss filthier, more loaded, as though she meant to claim my cunt through my mouth.

I kissed her back, not gently, but matching her force. Our tongues wrestled, wet and raw. Spit strung between us when she pulled away for a second, only to crash back in with a fierceness that left my chin slick.

The kiss was sordid, brazen, dripping with lust and power, yet beneath it lay a sweetness — a familiarity, a connection that said she wanted me not only as her husband’s slut but also as her friend, her equal, someone who shared the same shame and compulsion.

When Holly finally drew back, my lips tingled. Spit smeared across my chin. Her eyes locked on mine, pupils blown wide, face shining with desire.

“You taste like you’ve been waiting to be ruined, Avery.”

“I have. I need Jack to fuck me hard.”

“All night?”

“God, yes, please.”

“Are you taking birth control?”

“Religiously.”

Her fingers slid around to my front. One palm lifted my skirt hem, dragging the fabric higher, slowly and teasingly. The other hand slipped beneath my top, nails scratching up my ribcage until I shivered. My breath caught. My nipples tightened, hard and aching under the lace of my bra. She stroked them one by one, pinching lightly, drawing a hiss from me.

“I want you to show me how you seduce Jack, Avery.”

My voice trembled, broken.

“How?”

“Start with me.”

“You’ve started this. Now warm me up for your husband to fuck.”

Her hands pushed my shirt higher, peeling it away slowly, baring me inch by inch. Cotton dragged over my skin until my bra was exposed, black lace stretched tight across my swollen breasts. She stared openly, unashamed. Her tongue darted across her lips as though she could already taste me.

“You’re so fucking beautiful, Avery.”

Her mouth found my collarbone. She sucked there, hard, drawing a mark that throbbed with pain and heat. At the same time, her fingers pinched my nipple through the lace, sharp and stinging. My thighs pressed together, trying to contain the ache in my cunt, but the friction only made me wetter, clenching on nothing, slick spreading through the cotton onto my thighs.

Her hand slid lower. She pushed into my panties and found my swollen nub instantly, rubbing it in tight circles. My body jolted. I gasped and grabbed the counter, clinging to it to keep from collapsing. Holly’s fingers dipped lower, stroking the seam of my lips, spreading my slick, teasing me until I moaned out loud.

The front door opened, and I heard voices. Shoes scuffed against the mat. Coats rustled onto hooks. Still, Holly fingered me, relentless, driving two fingers slowly down my slit, parting them, dipping inside my hole, curling until my pussy spasmed around her.

Jack and Liam stood in the kitchen doorway. Silent and watching, both with stunned expressions. I raised a finger to my lips and giggled, giddy and shameless. My hand pressed onto Holly’s head. I nodded, guiding her down.

“Our husbands are here, sweetheart. Be a good girl and lick my pussy so I am ready for your husband’s cock.”

“As you wish, Avery.”

Holly dropped to her knees. The mask of best friend slipped away, replaced with something darker, worshipful. Her hands found my skirt zipper. She dragged it down, the rasp loud in the hush of the room. Her knuckles brushed my soaked panties. She lifted them to her nose, then inhaled deeply. Her eyes fluttered closed, as though my scent alone intoxicated her.

“Your husband shares you, and mine lets me clean every drop after he fucks his lovers. That’s why this works. We’re both sluts, Avery, and we love our husbands for it.”

I pointed to a stool and smiled at Liam.

“Sit down, cuck. Jack’s going to fuck me all night once Holly warms me up. You’ll share the creampies with her.”

“Oh… thank God, honey. I was having withdrawal symptoms.”

“Me too. I can’t wait for Hans to arrive.”

Liam sat, trembling, his cock straining against his pants, precum already darkening the fabric. His face glowed with joy, his eyes glazed with devotion.

Holly hooked her fingers into my panties and dragged them down. They clung wet to my shaven, slick lips, sticking, then snapped free and fell to my thighs.

Her tongue pressed against the inside of my thigh, hot and slick. She licked upward, slowly, leaving a wet trail. Her tongue plowed higher and higher, until her mouth hovered right over my cunt. The heat of her breath made me moan.

“Kiss me there, Holly. Lick my shameless hole before your husband fucks it.”

Holly looked up, her eyes wide as saucers. She gulped and then grinned, looking relaxed and radiant. She looked like she had found her happy place, kneeling to prepare her husband’s lover to be fucked. She mouthed the words thank you, then buried her face between my legs.

The first lick was obscene. Her tongue was flat, wide, dragging the full length of my slit, from trembling, dripping hole to throbbing clit. Spit mixed instantly with my juices, her groan vibrating against me as though she’d been starving for this taste.

Her tongue circled my clit, then slid lower, dipping into me, greedy, relentless. She thrust into my pussy with her tongue, licking, swallowing, consuming every drop of my nectar while my heart pounded like a steam locomotive and my body trembled all over.

Jack poured wine. He handed me a refill, his eyes locked on mine as his wife’s head bobbed between my thighs, her tongue plowing my creamy slit. I took the glass, sipped slowly, staring at him. He grinned back at me, easy and boyish, promising me with that grin that he would fuck me well, fuck me like no one else had. He handed a glass to Liam, too, winked at him, the look of a bull secure in his place.

“You’ll have to share my cum from your wife’s hole.”

“She loves black cock, Jack.”

“Do you love black cock?”

“I’m not sure. I haven’t tried yet.”

“Have you cleaned up any of Avery’s bulls?”

“Not directly.”

“Well… if you ever want to try, just bring Avery around here and you can clean both of us.”

“Maybe.”

I clutched the counter, my knuckles white, my head thrown back. Holly devoured me like she would never stop eating my pussy. Each stroke of her tongue felt like betrayal and salvation all at once — my best friend’s mouth where only Liam and my bulls had ever been. Her devotion was shameless and filthy.

She moaned louder, grinding her face into my cunt. Her nose nudged hard against my clit, crushing pleasure deep inside me. Her tongue fucked me deeper, spearing into my tight hole, swallowing every drip of honeyed nectar that drained.

“Oh God, Holly… you’re going to make me cum.”

Holly pulled back just far enough for her lips to glisten in the light, wet with my juices.

“Cum for Jack… please. Cum while my husband’s cock is buried balls deep inside you and he’s seeding you.”

“Then lick me slower, honey.”

“I will.”

And then she dove back in, sealing her mouth over my clit, sucking hard enough to make my hips buck and my whole body shake.


Chapter Sixteen

◆◆◆

The kitchen reeked of wine and my leaking cunt, a thick perfume of sin that clung to airways and made me dizzy. My husband was drunk on it, his nostrils flaring on the combination of me and my lover’s salty precum.

Holly’s mouth had only just left my clit, which was still hot and swollen from her tongue, still buzzing from her lips sucking greedily until my thighs quivered and a trembling sent deep inside my pussy reverberated into ripples of pleasure that made me moan, growl, and groan for my lover’s black cock.

A satin mask dangled heavy in my hand, but it was useless now — there was nothing to hide from, no shame to disguise. My body didn’t crave mystery or secrecy; it craved cock and ruin.

I wanted people to see Liam and me being true to ourselves.

Jack stood by the kitchen island with his shirt open, sleeves rolled to his elbows, and his cock half hard, hanging from his briefs. His chest was stretched taut and lean, dark muscle drawn tight with the promise of fucking me. He looked at me like a man who had already claimed me — not tentative, not teasing, but certain he would give me everything I wanted and take even more.

“Are you ready for me to fuck you, Avery?”

“Yes.”

“Shall we go downstairs and introduce you and Liam to our cuckold community?”

“Wow… I hadn’t thought of it that way. How many people will watch you fucking me?”

“Tens of thousands. They’ll watch every second. And a lot of the hotwives will watch your cuck too — they’ll wank to him helping, loving, kneeling. He’s essential for the wives… whereas the cucks will love you both.”

“But Liam won’t be forced into anything, right?”

“Never. Nor will Holly. We can fuck like rabbits, or I can make love to you like we’re in the thick of an affair.”

“Role-playing, you mean?”

“Of course, Avery. That’s how this works. Every drop of seed I pump inside you earns us money, and in return, Holly and I will help you build your own studio, advertise you, make you a headline act.”

“Will you come to our home and fuck me on our streaming account?“

“Yes.”

“Do any couples fully reveal themselves?”

“Yes. We don’t, and I recommend you start anonymously, then, if revealing is what you both want - go for it.”

“Jesus. It’s sex work, though, Jack?”

“That all depends on how you want to frame it, honey.”

I stared at my husband. Liam had already slipped into that basement studio in his head, already imagined himself wanking off to every brutal stroke of Jack’s thick black cock burying itself in my cunt. His lips trembled with devotion, his trousers strained, his eyes gleamed with love.

Jack stepped in and held my hands, his glistening cock rising to the occasion, pressing its precum-soaked crown between my swollen lips. His kiss seared like butter hitting a hot skillet, and his tongue sought mine, not as a fuck buddy, but as something more.

I melted into my black lover, enjoying his open, molten eyes that seemed to hold on to me, absorb me, radiate me back.

Holly, my best friend, looked just as fevered, eager to watch her husband pump the cunt she’d just licked until it dripped down my thighs. The decision was mine.

“I don’t want cuckolding Liam ever to feel unnatural, Jack. It’s our lifestyle now.”

“Pour yourself into the moment. Let me rim you, tongue you, make love properly, fuck you senseless, tear you open with worship.”

“I want that, but not love.”

“I love Holly and nobody else, but when we play, passion matters. Care, consideration, respect — for each other, for our cucks. Love of a sort is unavoidable.”

“Okay. Let’s go.”

My heart pounded, my eyes smoldered, and my cunt pleaded to be filled with cock. Jack extended his hand, and I took it, heat sparking up my arm. My lover led me forward while our cucks followed behind like faithful shadows. Each step down the stairs felt shaky, but it wasn’t the wood; it was my knees, weak from desire, still trembling from Holly’s mouth on me.

The gold anklet at my ankle chimed with every step, a metronome of shame and thrill, heavy as a brand.

When I saw the basement, I gasped.

It was enormous. A cavern of depravity hidden beneath suburban calm. Three full sets sprawled across the concrete: one styled as a luxury hotel suite with silk sheets and gilt mirrors; another like a dining room and kitchen, polished wood waiting to be soaked with seed; and in the far corner, an altar, and pews, a stage dressed like a church, waiting for brides to be fucked into holy ruin.

The fourth space was stripped bare, lined with a vast collection of cameras, rigs, mixers, and cables coiled like black snakes across the floor. The air smelled of leather, metal, hot bulbs, the faint musk of sweat, and semen burned into fabric.

Jack pointed to the altar.

“We’ve hosted pre-wedding ceremonies down here. Some brides come to cuckold the groom before he ever kisses her in church. She stands where you’re standing now, dripping with my seed, and then they walk upstairs to a chapel to say ‘I do.’”

“You are fucking joking?”

“Not even slightly. On that dining table, I’ve fucked hotwives while their husbands watched: birthdays, anniversaries, sacred days turned into sacred filth. Their cucks watched - mine too.”

Liam pressed closer to me, his hand finding mine. His palm was damp, trembling, but his eyes shone with the kind of devotion that made my chest ache. He leaned his forehead to my temple and whispered where only I could hear.

“I want this for us, Avery. I want you to be flooded, filled, and made into everything you need to be. And I want to clean every drop of seed from you after.”

“Should we have an OnlyFans?”

“One hundred percent. I want people to see the real me. I don’t want to hide.”

“I think we must cover up at first and see how it goes.”

“It’s up to you. Imagine you being fucked by five or six guys on our wedding anniversary.”

“I’d like that too.”

My heart cracked with love. I turned my head and kissed my husband, long and deep, tasting devotion on his lips. Liam was my anchor even as I surrendered to the storm. Jack watched us with satisfaction, his cock heavy, the length slapping his thighs enticingly.

Holly brushed against my other side, her nails skating my hip, her smile wicked but her eyes kind.

“You see, honey. This is how it works. Love at home. Filth in here. And both can be true.”

The anklet chimed again as I stepped deeper into the basement, my cunt already dribbling slick down my thigh, ready for the altar, ready for the hotel bed, ready for the cameras to witness me ruined and adored at the same time.

Our cucks undressed me slowly, reverently, peeling away fabric as though each strap and button was another vow broken for them to witness. Holly slipped a mask over my eyes, satin soft, not heavy but enough to hide me, just enough to make me anonymous for strangers who would never see my face but would learn the shape of my cunt and watch it spill the seed of infidelity across my husband’s tongue.

When they led me into the bedroom set, the bed loomed vast, wide, and white, the place where my marriage vows would be sullied in front of cameras.

This felt different from the spa and the hotel in Germany. This was home. Three streets from where I lived with Liam. A ten-minute drive from my parents’ home. My old school was just around the corner. My first boyfriend’s house was even closer than that. I thought of Greg’s clumsy teenage fingers in the dark, the awkward fumbling under denim skirts, and I wondered if now, all these years later, my first boyfriend might one day fuck me on a streaming show while the man who married me watched.

When my cuck retreated to his chair, the immense bed between us, Jack came forward with slow, claiming strides. His hands locked around my hips, thumbs pressing into the bruise-soft flesh where Hans had held me a week ago. His chest smelled faintly of cheap cologne, but under it lay something primal, the raw animal tang that makes heads lift and mouths and pussies water.

Jack’s fingers brushed my slit, teasing the slick folds. He pushed my lips apart and drove two thick fingers down into my hole, my cunt spasming around the sudden stretch. I stared at him, trembling.

“Are we on-air?”

“Yes. Everything here is automated.”

“We’re being watched?”

“Cuck guys all around the world are wanking their cocks while ogling you. We are being streamed into fetish club bars, too.”

“Oh, God… good.”

I shivered. My pussy dribbled honey down my thighs, shameless nectar gleaming under the studio lights. I thought of the men behind those screens, stroking themselves, spurting into tissues, wasted orgasms spent while a gorgeous black bull fucked me on their behalf. Heat crawled up my chest, shame, and pride in equal measure.

I pointed at the bed, my legs trembling vigorously.

“I need your tongue inside me, Jack. You said you’d lick me.”

“I’ll lick everything, Avery.”

“Make good on that promise. I feel tense, raw. I came here under false pretenses, and I’m glad Holly called me out.”

“Did you come here to be fucked by black cock?”

“Yes. But I want what you offered too. Reverence. A break from marriage. Total immersion. But still no love. I only love my husband.”

“You can have all of me, darling, and your cuck can cum as much as he likes from now till morning.”

“We sleep here? With cameras on?”

“Yes… I’ll fuck you all night, Avery. We have two cucks to clean up, and we must feed them.”

We were role-playing, but it felt too real to dismiss. I caught the eye of my cuckold husband, and the cuckquean already spread wide in her chair. Holly lounged with her legs draped over both armrests, her slit glistening as she stroked a humming vibrator up and down. She wasn’t looking at her husband. The cuckquean was staring at me.

My husband sat stiff in his chair, his pants kicked off, hiding behind his mask that only made his eyes brighter, his chest rising and falling too fast, his heart pounding. His cock was hard and beautiful in his fist, average in size but perfect for me, glowing with devotion as he stroked himself while watching me surrender to a fabulous lover.

Jack lay me back on the bed, spreading my knees wide open. Above me, a camera pointed down, its red light burning, capturing every inch of me. Eight cameras in total, each with its own angle, each drinking us in. Two of them were fixed six inches from our cucks’ chairs, close enough to catch every bead of precum, every tear, every twitch of worship as they watched.

I groaned. The thought of those close-up lenses fixed on Liam’s cock, his hand, his eyes — the idea of strangers wanking to my husband watching me be fucked — sent another gush of slick over my thighs.

Jack bowed his head, nostrils flaring. He sniffed at my slit, grinning, then lowered his tongue.

The first lick flattened against my asshole, hot and wet, circling my whorl, teasing the ridges still tender from the Germans who had split me open a week ago. He licked like a boy with an ice cream cone, slow, indulgent, shameless, wriggling over my back passage before gliding higher to my drenched cunt. His tongue slid the length of my slit, smearing spit and slick together, until he found my clit and flicked it hard enough to make me jolt.

He sealed his lips around my swollen nub, sucked with tight pressure, and hummed low in his throat. Vibration shot through me, my body jerking as if he had plugged me into the mains. My breasts rose, nipples straining against the cool air, my belly rippled with tension.

Jack gripped my ankles and spread them wide apart as he plowed his tongue up and down my slit from puckered hole to clit, time after time, devouring and worshiping me like a lover who knew how much I needed him.

I turned my head to Liam, smiling widely, waving to him through the blur of lust. My gesture was for him, but also for the thousands watching. I wanted them to see what devotion looked like. I wanted them to see my husband’s eyes wet with love as he fisted his cock, watching his wife get tongued by a bull.

His lips moved silently. I read the words even across the distance. I love you.

My heart clenched, tears stung, but my pussy clenched harder, fluttering around Jack’s tongue. I waved again, a bride greeting her beloved, while strangers at home wanked their cocks to the ruin and romance of us.

Jack lifted his head, his lips slick with my juices, his chin wet with spit and my sticky nectar. He grinned like a wolf and pulled me onto my knees, turning me until I was face-down on the bed. His hands clamped my hips, spreading me wide while I scrambled to push myself into a doggy position.

My slut’s anklet chimed faintly as Jack shoved his cock against my cunt and pushed hard, splitting me open in one brutal thrust. I screamed into the sheets, the sound muffled, my body jolting forward as his balls slapped against my clit.

My husband groaned from the chair, a broken noise of lust and devotion. I glanced quickly, my face filled with passion and pleasure at being impaled on a perfect cock. He looked as happy as I felt with a long, thick cock stretching the cunt my husband would never fully own or fuck properly.

But that didn’t matter. As long as my husband loved me and other men fucked me hard, our marriage was perfect.

“Oh God, Avery… you’re perfect.”

I looked back over my shoulder, my hair falling wild across my face, eyes finding my lover’s. Then, after I bathed in that approximation of love, I glanced back at my husband, where real love resided. I licked my lips and grinned as I milked my lover’s cock

“I’m taking this cock for you, Liam. For us.”

“I am so fucking relieved.”

“Me too… I needed this… I felt…”

“Irritable?”

“I’m sorry.”

“You need more regular bulls, Avery. You can’t wait for Hans.”

“I know.”

Jack rammed his cock balls deep inside me again, his thick shaft stretching me until my walls clamped down. I moaned, closed my eyes, and imagined what the black cock filling me looked like - meat filling and stretching a sheath that wanted him more than my husband, even if my heart and head would never agree.

My lover dragged his cock halfway out even as I gripped to hold it inside, then he slammed home, faster, harder, the bed creaking under us, his balls slapping my anus. Each thrust forced a gush of slick juice from my cunt, wet slaps echoing through the room, amplified by the microphones.

Holly moaned softly, her vibrator pressed hard to her clit as she watched her husband hammer me open. She was in a state of ecstasy, her eyes locked on mine as she begged me to take what belonged to her. I nodded, acknowledging her need and my willingness to comply.

Then I stared at my cuck, who wanked furiously in one fist, the other hand holding a wad of tissues. I grinned eagerly and encouragingly at him, enjoying him, enjoying me being fucked.

Jack leaned forward, his chest hot on my back, wiry hairs tingling across my skin, his cock jackhammering into my hole. He bent to my ear, his breath scorching my cheek.

“Your cunt swallows me, Avery. It’s mine.”

“Fill me. Make my cuck watch you breed me.”

“I’d love to breed you.”

“We can’t.”

“We can pretend.”

“Yes… I want it… I want you… now.”

But I love my husband.

He pounded my throbbing cunt harder, rutting me like an animal. My pussy spasmed around him, desperate for his seed, my body shaking under the pressure. Cum already dribbled from my cunt, anything my husband decanted in there flushed out by the thick piston of a fine bull.

I turned my head toward Liam, watching his fist blur over his cock. His eyes locked on mine, pupils blown wide, his love shining even as he stroked himself raw.

“I love you, honey. I love you while he ruins me.”

“I love you more, Avery. Always.”

Jack shoved his cock deep inside me, buried to the hilt, then pulled me onto my back. He flipped me effortlessly, my legs splayed wide, the anklet glinting under the hot lights.

He pushed back inside me in missionary, the camera above capturing his cock spearing me with perfect clarity. He held my thighs open, grinding deep, his cock-head battering my cervix until tears of joy leaked down my cheeks.

I arched into him, my nails clawing his back, my cunt clutching him like it could never let go.

“Breed me, Jack. Fuck me like your wife. Cum inside me while my husband watches.”

My lover drove his cock harder, his pelvis grinding against my swollen mound, sweat dripping from his chest onto my skin. My body bucked with each thrust, the slap of flesh filling the studio.

Liam moaned, his body trembling in his chair as his legs locked out and he reached the vinegar stroke.

“I can see you taking him, Avery. Oh, fuck, you’re so beautiful.”

“He’s so fucking big.”

“I wish Hans were here too.”

“So do I, darling.”

My heart swelled, love pouring from me for the man offering me up and watching even as I was fucked raw by his competitor. I reached for him with one hand, and he leaned forward as far as he could, our fingers stretching across the gulf, almost touching.

Jack glanced at my husband and fucked me harder. He thrust his cock deeper inside, compressing my cervix until it ached joyously, a punishing rhythm that made my cunt gush. My womb begged, clenching, ready for his seed.

I writhed under my lover, then shoved at his chest.

“Let me ride you. I need to own this, too.”

“Okay.”

Jack rolled onto his back, his cock standing slick and thick, shining with my juices. I climbed onto him, straddling his hips, lowering myself down until the blunt head forced my cunt open again.

With my eyes fixed on my husband’s, I sank down my bull’s shaft slowly, taking it inch by inch, until his cock was buried to the root, my pussy stretched around him, stuffed full. My thighs quivered, the anklet chimed wildly as I ground down.

“Look at me, Liam. Watch me take my lover. This is for you.”

“Because I can’t.”

“You’re letting me have what I need - that matters.”

“I’m watching, honey. I’ll drink him out of you after.”

My cunt fluttered at his promise, the words alone making dribbling slick run down Jack’s shaft. I began to ride, bouncing up and down on his cock, my heavy breasts swaying, my hair wild, my clit dragging on his pelvis with every slide down.

Holly moved suddenly, kneeling on the floor at the end of the bed behind me. Her hands spread my ass, nails digging into the flesh, prying my anus open. I gasped, my body tensing.

Her tongue pressed to my asshole, hot and slick. She licked slowly at first, then harder, circling, probing, smearing spit across the whorl. My body shook, every nerve ending alight, my cunt tightening around Jack’s cock as his wife rimmed me and my husband watched, in stunned silence.

“Oh fuck, Holly… lick me. Lick my ass while I ride your husband.”

She moaned against me, her tongue spearing my puckered hole, licking me deeper, the obscene sounds of her mouth filling the studio. Jack groaned, his cock swelling inside me as my cunt clamped down harder, milking him.

The cameras caught everything: my thighs spread wide, cunt dripping onto Jack’s cock, Holly’s face buried in my ass licking inside my back passage, Liam stroking his cuck-cock furiously as tears streaked down his cheeks.

I bounced harder, sweat flying, my breasts jiggling, moans ripping from my throat. Jack’s cock throbbed, his balls tightening. Holly’s tongue licked my rim raw, spit dripping down to my cunt where it mingled with Jack’s cock and my juices.

My lover stared at me with much more than lust in his bulging eyes, and I smiled and nodded.

“I’m going to cum inside you, Avery.”

“Do it. Fill me in front of them all. Make my cuck watch you breed me.”

My body convulsed, an intense orgasm tearing through me, my pussy clamping down, milking the thick black cock serving all my needs. Jack roared, his hips slamming up, cock pulsing hot seed into my throbbing cunt. I screamed, my body shuddering, cum spilling around his shaft, dripping down his balls.

Holly moaned into my ass, licking inside me harder, then going to my pussy, swallowing the overflow. Liam sobbed in his chair, his cock spurting across his belly as he watched me being filled by another man whose seed would swim through my womb, hunting down the protected egg.

I collapsed forward onto Jack’s chest, panting, sweat and cum dripping. His cock still twitched inside me, seed leaking out around the shaft. Holly licked it all, her tongue greedy, obscene.

I stared at my husband and grinned lovingly

“I’m ruined, Liam. Ruined for you, but still yours.”

“I love you, Avery. Always.”


Chapter Seventeen

◆◆◆

The bedroom set hummed with leftover heat, the air was sweet with sweat, latex, and the ripe, thick semen leaking from my stretched cunt. The overhead camera blinked red, steady, and patient, drinking me in while my thighs quivered and my belly fluttered with sharp little aftershocks that made my hole clench helplessly around the emptiness Jack’s cock had left.

Jack’s role play was flawless. He made me feel like we were in an affair every time he fucked me. His kisses burned, his cock strokes deep and stretching carried weight, his eyes melted into mine with more than performance. He played the part like a theater, but it felt authentic enough to break me.

I sprawled on the white sheets that weren’t white anymore. Pearly streaks painted my thighs, each line a trail of his seed. My anklet tapped bone like a bell in a cathedral built for sin, and I felt holy in a way I only ever felt like this, with my husband close watching me being fucked and my bull’s semen filling me.

“Come here and share me, Liam.”

“Are you sure?”

“I want your tongue in me while I suck Jack’s cock. You’ll lick out what Holly left for you.”

“He’s in to you, Avery.”

I beckoned Liam closer, worried about what he might be thinking. He leaned in so I could whisper.

“I feel nothing but excitement and the novelty of fucking a lover.”

I stared fiercely into his eyes, and Liam smiled, nodding. Then he leaned back in, making sure the camera microphones couldn’t overhear us.

“I know that, Avery. I’m just saying… he’s giving more to the performance. I don’t mind if you let go. Being fucked by a bull is not love, but you aren’t giving Jack what you gave Hans.”

“It was different.”

“No audience?”

“Yes… I want to give more, for you, for me, especially because I love having a long, thick black cock inside me.”

“It’s a taboo - white girl, black lover.”

“I know.”

“The audience fucking loves it, Avery.”

“They love you, too, honey. A great cuck makes the show something more than a black guy fucking a white girl.”

“I know. I want this for us… the attic in our home is bigger than this basement.”

“We have jobs.”

“We can do this as well… until there is only this. We could travel to the most popular steaming bulls, join fetish clubs, and really explore this lifestyle.”

“Jack mentioned he knows a couple who want to swap with a guy and a girl who both have cucks. They are rich.”

“We’d be prostitutes, Avery.”

“I think we crossed the same moral line already.”

My husband pondered that for a moment while Holly continued licking and sucking her husband’s thick mess from my trembling hole. I kissed Liam for good measure. I wanted the lifestyle he mentioned, but it must be right in every regard for both of us. A wrong step, and our marriage was ruined.

“I want this to be our lifestyle and business, Avery. But I don’t want to hide behind masks. I don’t feel the shame that others wish upon me.”

“Nor should you.”

“Then let’s invest in the right equipment and do this our way.”

Liam’s grin was easy, smug, and confident. He shifted back, and Holly moved, giving my husband space to take his rightful place at my cunt. I was overflowing. Holly hadn’t let Jack near her pussy all week. She’d been saving him, saving this, and now the cum ran thick out of me because she had wanted me to be full for her and my cuck.

Liam shuffled into place, his mask hiding everything but devotion burning bright in his eyes. He crawled to the edge of the mattress, breath trembling, gaze fixed on my bull. Something passed between them that needed no words — recognition, respect, acknowledgment of roles. My bull and cuck were perfectly aligned.

Holly slid in beside Liam, comfortably naked so close to him, her hair wild, eyes bright, her compersion gleaming like an aura. It was clear that she and my husband were alike in every possible cuck regard, but one would be accepted far more easily in a crowd, revered even, while the other only partially accepted.

She touched my knee and paused, asking permission without words.

“Can I help your husband?”

“How?”

Holly hooked two fingers into me and parted my swollen lips with obscene care, prising my cunt wide for the cameras. Jack pulled one on an adjustable camera arm fixed to a wall so it dipped just above my husband’s head, getting a close-up of my cuck cleaning his ruined wife’s well fucked hole.

Everyone saw a thick, glossy pool of Jack’s seed gathered at my pulsating pink entrance as it shimmered under the studio lights. On screen, the chat ticker detonated — crowns, keys, peaches, droplets storming the screen in a blur of cash donations. The red light burned hotter. I tilted my hips, spread my knees wider apart, ritually giving my bull’s cum to my cuck. I tensed my muscles, pushing hard, my body betraying me with another gush of filthy cum toward the open air.

Holly cupped the back of Liam’s head and guided him down. His tongue flattened, his mouth opened, his eyes went glassy as he caught the first ribbon of cream that slid out of me. I watched the same view our audience would see as my husband’s tongue and lips slurped, his throat worked, soft choked noises in his chest as he swallowed my lover’s gift. Holly steadied Liam with her fingers running through his hair, then she leaned lower and licked the overflow that spilled into my anal whorl, slurping greedily before Liam could reach it.

My husband looked up, grinning in utter joy.

“Kiss me, Liam.”

“I’d love to.”

He lifted his head, shuffled across, and our mouths met. I tasted my bull’s cum on his lips, hot, slick, and sweet. It spread between us, and when we broke apart, a string of white clung to my lip before dropping to my breast.

I bore down, and another spill leaked from my gaping cunt. Holly kissed me next, her mouth sealing to my slit, her tongue scooping deep inside my still gaping hole, her lips reverent at the chalice her husband had filled. She pulled back with a thread of semen glistening from her lips to mine, then turned and pushed it into Liam as a kiss, the two of them passing Jack’s taste back and forth while I trembled and shook.

Jack was shocked.

“That’s a first time for Holly.”

“I think watching the cuck’s kiss using our mess as lubricant is cute.”

“I love it too.”

“Does anyone ever fuck Holly?”

“Not yet… but I hope she might one day.”

“Maybe the cucks can play more. We should leave it up to them.”

Liam detached his mouth from Holly’s and kissed me again, his lips glossy with our filth, his tongue sliding into mine, compersion and ruin welded together. The monitor flared. Tip counters spun, new subscriptions stacked like a flood. The money pulsed through the room like a second heartbeat, every dollar tied to my ruined cunt.

I looked at Jack. His cock was thick, dark, and hard again, hanging heavy, pulsing with more promise.

“Finish me, Jack. Give me what my sweet husband cannot.”

“And what is that?”

“Long, thick, and black.”

“It will be my pleasure.”

I turned my head, checking my cuck. Making sure he was not broken. Ensuring his heart remained steady, even as his role pushed him lower. He smiled, mask hiding nothing from me. He loved it, understood what others misread. His humiliation was worship. His joy was compersion. He was exactly where he belonged and wanted to be.

My husband surprised me when he slid his arms around me and lifted me from the bed, turning to face the main camera. He held my legs wide open, offering me like a chalice, my thighs spread, my throbbing cunt dripping. Jack’s seed spilled in long strings, glistening down my swollen lips, filmed close, magnified for every watcher. The macro cam zoomed tight, catching the pores of my waxed mound, the tiny shadows where hair once grew, the gape of my cunt still raw from my bull’s cock fucking it, his slick nectar seeping out. The sight almost tipped me into another orgasm.

Jack and Holly’s subscriber count surged wildly, dozens of names rolling in, hooked on the sight of a husband offering his ruined wife to the world.

Liam turned sideways and presented me like an offering — a ritual — a cuck’s rite. His arms trembled, but his devotion did not falter.

“I’ll hold her for you to fuck, Jack. Take my wife… please. Fill her with your massive cock again.”

Jack stepped forward, his grin sharp as a blade, his cock jutting, eyes gleaming.

“Look at this cuck.

He stared at the camera, his voice a growl meant for them and me, meant for Liam, meant for every lens.

“Look how he offers his wife to be seeded again. This is service and devotion.”

“I want this. Avery begged you to give her what I can’t.”

“And what’s that, cuck?”

“A great, thick, black cock, and the patience to worship her.”

Jack stroked his shaft once, smearing precum across the swollen head. He stepped closer until his crown brushed my leaking hole, his voice steady, commanding, merciless.

“Then hold her open, cuck. Hold Avery steady. Watch while I give her what only a bull can.”

I gulped as I watched my lover smear the mess leaking from my hole over his bulging cock head. Veins along his shaft pumped like swollen tributaries leaking into a bloated estuary. I shimmered in my husband’s arms, feeling his breath hot against my ear, his joyous whimpering driving me on.

I craned my neck sideways and stared deeply into Liam’s eyes.

“Fuck me hard, Jack, cum inside me then make your cuckquean eat me out again.”

“Jesus… you are good at this.”

I kissed my husband as Jack’s thick, long cock slid balls deep inside my sloppy pussy. I felt relaxed inside, tingles of lust shimmering along the slick sheath that my lover’s cock pressed hard against. I was well cleaned, but also already well fucked and still sticky inside.

“This is what your husband will feel later, Avery.”

“He might not touch the sides.”

“I hope not. Cuck’s love that feeling of sloppy seconds. I have numbing spray you can work into your husband’s cock. If you spray more inside a condom and peel that onto his cock, he will last for ages.”

“Oh god, yes.”

Even though inside, my pussy was slack and relaxed, Liam didn’t last long fucking me, no matter how many bulls went before him. Jack’s revelation would give us more playtime, more ritual, more for an audience to get their teeth into.

My husband held me steadily as my lover tilted his torso back, tensed his legs, and drove his cock hard and deep inside me. Holly leaned in and kissed me, her lips searing against mine like a scorching morning sun clearing the mountaintops. Her tongue tangled with mine, a hot, tasty mess of my slick hormones and her husband’s sticky seed, while Jack tended to business, drilling his cock deep inside me, stretching the shuddering walls like an earthquake releasing tension.

When he squirted his load deep inside me, I saw Jack’s tiredness. He’d done all the hard work - I was a taker and realized I needed to ride more of the men myself in the future.

I also needed more than one bull in a session. Hans and Jack must fuck me together. My lover leaned in, panting, his forehead tapping gently against mine, his eyes burning as his cock twitched and decanted every drop of creamy mess deep inside me.

“I have another black bull - one I hope will be a regular lover. He’s a German guy, called Hans.”

“Do you want us to fuck you together?”

“Yes… soon. When Liam and I rig up our account.”

“What a way to start, Avery. Two mighty black bulls breeding one wife.”

“That’s what I thought too.”

My husband’s arms locked me upright, his chest solid against my back, his skin hot and damp, salt sweat smearing against my shoulder blades. His breath stuttered over my ear, sweet with wine and sharp with need. His heart hammered into my spine like it wanted to fuck me through him.

Holly crouched low, her face deep buried between my thighs, her mouth glued to my ruined slit. The heat of her lips scorched me, her tongue writhing through the churn of seed that spilled out of me in thick, molten ropes. She licked greedily, swallowing, then moaning as if my bull’s cum were honey meant for her tongue alone.

After my husband released me to the bed, and Jack recovered, he hammered his cock deep into me, doggy style, his thighs slapping my ass with wet cracks. My knees slipped on the sheets, slick with sweat and cream, my feet braced wide, anklet clinking sharp notes that cut through the heavy groan of flesh. Every thrust drove more of him inside, my hole stretched to the limit, raw edges weeping slick around his cock.

The air stank of sex, spit, and musk, the hot-wire tang of lighting rigs, and the copper edge of blood where Jack’s girth tore me micro-fine inside. Steam rose off us. Sweat dripped onto the sheets, onto the camera lens mounted inches from my slit.

Holly’s nails carved crescents into my thighs, prising my cunt wider. Her nose pressed to my swollen clit, smearing it wet each time Jack’s cock dragged through me, dumping a fresh load. Her tongue lapped in rhythm with him, slurping, obscene, sucking up the flood of his seed that gushed from my cunt and smeared across her face.

My husband sat in the corner, wanking furiously, his cock head ruddy and sore from over-exertion.

When the men recovered again, Jack stood me up, spread me wide and bent me over. I gripped my husband around his waist and groaned low, a sound that vibrated through my bones. My lover slammed one last thrust, his cock buried inside me to the root. His balls slapped my clit, his shaft throbbed, thick seed erupting into me in hot, burning spurts. My body seized, walls fluttering, clamping, milking, even as the overflow ran free.

The floor-cam caught the gush — cum boiling out around his shaft, dripping in long, sticky ropes down my thighs. My husband’s cock jerked, spurting prematurely without touch, a thin jet of his arcing across my belly. His shaft twitched, betraying him to every lens.

I turned my face up, grinning at my cuck. My hand wrapped his cock, slick and tight, and I started milking him with slow, deliberate strokes. His eyes swam with tears and devotion. His shaft pulsed against my fist, every vein bulging, his crown glossy and leaking like it couldn’t wait.

“I want you to have a proper orgasm, Liam.”

“It already started. Are we doing the numbing spray thing?”

“Do you want to?”

“Yes… and I want to fuck you with a condom on.”

“You’ll feel very little when you fuck me.”

“I want the ache.”

“Okay. I’ll get us what we need.”

The chat feed detonated — crowns, droplets, peach storms pouring in, names scrolling like a hymnbook for our ruin. Comments scrawled across the screen, worshipful and filthy, cheering the cuck who took his role with pride.

I jerked my husband’s cock harder, my thumb circling the sticky tip, pressing into the ridge, dragging slick around the crown until he gasped, his face twisted, muscles rigid. His shaft twitched violently, cock spurting weak, white ropes into the tissue Holly held just under the head.

“Give them all of it, Liam.”

“Oh god, this is so fucking good.”

“Go on, honey. Empty your load.”

My husband’s knees buckled, his thighs trembling. I squeezed his cock and ran my thumb along his bulging urethra until the last drop of semen oozed, until his face twisted with both pain and release. His cock shuddered, empty, twitching into the crumpled paper in Holly’s fist. She tossed it into the bin, the wet slap loud in the hush.

Then her mouth was back on me. Holly crawled between my thighs, her lips smearing spit and seed, tongue plunging into my gaping cunt, swallowing her husband’s cum straight from me. Her nose nudged my clit, rubbing hard, her groans vibrating against my soaked walls.

Jack stood tall at the foot of the bed, his cock glistening, dripping. His chest heaved, sweat gleaming dark over muscle. He lifted a hand and waved lazily to the nearest lens.

“Thank you for watching. Avery and Liam’s own channel soon. You’ll taste her there, too.”

The cameras clicked off, one by one. Red lights died. The hum quieted. Darkness rolled in, but the room still stank of sex, musk, and ruin, thick enough to taste.

Holly eased me down onto the sheets. Liam turned with me, his lips scattering kisses over my temple, my cheek, my jaw, while Jack’s cuck licked my ruined cunt. My husband’s arm curled around my waist, trembling with devotion. Holly’s tongue swept me gently now, lapping, cleaning, worshipping the last of her husband’s load.

Liam stared deeply into my eyes, love radiating from him like a sun.

“I want no barriers except to preserve our love and marriage, Avery.”

“I want the same.”

“I love the condom and numbing cream idea. I want denial, but not a cage.”

“You shall have whatever you want, sweet husband.”

“Holly has bedrooms ready. One for me. One for her. Both beside the master. Are we staying? Are you fucking Jack all night?”

“Yes, sweetheart… I must.”

“We must, Avery.”

“Yes… We do.”

His palm cupped my cheek as I spoke. Holly kissed the inside of my thigh, cum on her lips, devotion in her eyes. Jack loomed above us, his cock still semi-hard, dripping, almost ready, at least to be sucked.

The sheets were soaked. The lights buzzed faintly. My cunt gaped wide, raw, wet, still pleading to be filled again. My anklet rang once, sharp as a bell in a chapel of filth.

We were not done.


Chapter Eighteen

◆◆◆

Alone in his bed, Jack made love to me several times but never once fucked me the way I wanted, the way he had at first. Once my husband and Holly were gone from the master bedroom and the cameras had died, his deep affection for me ran wild, showing in his expression and in words that leaned towards us having an affair.

With his cock buried deep inside me, he whispered about how this was “furthering the kink,” but the softness in his eyes felt nothing like kink. It felt like a trespass, an attempt to cross the line from a bull’s role into romance, and it soured the entire night for me.

Jack troubled me so much that when he finally slept, I snuck out of his bed and padded down the hallway to my husband’s bedroom. The carpet felt cold under my bare feet, the scent of another man still clinging to my skin, filling me with shame. My pussy still gaped, raw and leaking Jack’s seed, my thighs damp with the mess he had left inside me. I slipped in beside Liam, and he woke immediately, eyes adjusting to the dark, seeing my tears before I could hide them.

“What’s wrong, Avery?”

“Jack caught feelings for me.”

“Oh, dear.”

My husband wrapped his arms tighter around me, pulling close the body that had been exhausted by another man. His chest was warm, his arms firm, and I saw no jealousy in his eyes. He radiated love and calm, and that made me even sadder, as though Jack had stolen something pure from us.

“I’m sorry, Liam.”

“Why are you apologizing? Did you fall in love with Jack?”

“Not even slightly. He fucked me so nicely in front of the cameras… but when you left us alone in his bed, it felt like he was making love — I switched off.”

“Then it’s on him. He spoiled the night.”

“I feel so bad… for you and Holly. It almost felt like we were cheating.”

“He might be cheating. You weren’t. Look, honey… Jack and Holly’s emotional situations are not our business. You need regular, ethical bulls to please you, and it’s clear he can’t be that.”

“What do we do?”

“Leave in the morning and thank Holly and Jack on the way out. There is no need for unpleasantness.”

“Should I tell her?”

“It’s none of our business.”

“Did I cause this?”

“No, Avery. Your presence in his bed caused this. Jack wants to be a bull; his wife wants to watch him fuck other women. There is a lack of honesty between them. You sensed something was wrong and ran to me… we are good.”

“Maybe I should abstain for a while.”

“Hans is here next week. You love fucking black guys, and I like him immensely. He understands how to be a bull. We don’t want male suitors for you that are in any way inclined to romance and love.”

I was surprised and pleased by my husband’s reaction. Amid the excitement of streaming our cuckolding session, I had risen to the performance, ascending to the sexual nirvana I couldn’t reach with my husband. But gradually, Jack made everything feel seedy, as if I were being drawn into a love affair I would never have had.

His pretenses made me feel angry, violated, and ashamed. I thought Jack and I were fucking, while all the time he had another agenda. My husband made me feel better, repairing me minute by minute, piecing my shattered heart back together.

As he stared lovingly at me, Liam brushed a damp lock from my face. His thumb lingered at my temple, steadying me. When he kissed me, I felt the altar nearby, our wedding day, the man I vowed to love forever, and had for every second since. Even as another man’s bull cock had slid into my trembling pussy, pleasuring me, nothing displaced Liam from my heart.

I gripped my husband’s cock, pleased it was stiff, proud that even after everything, he still wanted me, still rose for me.

“Would you like to reclaim me, Liam?”

“I’d love to. Are you sore?”

“Yes, but I would love you to fuck me and cum inside.”

“So would I. I want to feel you give yourself back to me.”

My husband kissed me passionately, rolling on top of me, spreading my legs wide while I guided his cock into my aching, cum-filled pussy. He chuckled when his cock squelched as it drove deep inside my slack, sloppy cunt, and the sound made my cheeks burn with humiliation and arousal at once.

“That feels so good, Avery.”

“Can you feel anything?”

“Your pussy feels warm, relaxed, and really, really good. I can feel Jack in there, but I’m deeper inside your heart. I’m the only one who belongs inside both places.”

“Wow… I never thought it would feel like that.”

“How does my cock feel?”

“Nice… not hurting, not stretching, but perfectly fitting. Yours feels like home.”

Liam placed his hands, palm down, on either side of my head, locking my shoulders in, caging me with his strength. When he began fucking me, the squelching sound was a symphony of my joy. Every stroke of my husband’s cock deep inside my sloppy cunt squeezed more of Jack’s semen out. The wet slop of my shame dribbled over my ass and thighs, soaking the sheets, and Liam groaned with each push, as though he was determined to empty me of every last trace.

It was a therapy of sorts. I was making love to the only man I loved, taking the cock that would one day fill me with seed and impregnate me. My thoughts of Jack dissolved; cuckolding was on the back burner, and for now, I locked my thighs around my husband’s hips and spurred my heels into his taut ass cheeks. I kissed Liam’s neck, then nibbled, then bit harder as my pussy throbbed, my entire body welcoming my most beloved home.

I tried harder to fuck Liam well than I ever had, like it was important for both of us. I clenched my pelvic floor tightly, squeezing around the smallest cock to fuck me in weeks, but it was the nicest, the most whole inside me, the most loved and enjoyed.

I came hard, squirting out Jack’s cum around my husband’s cock, enjoying the extra energy and sparkling eyes of a man deeply intent on worshipping me as part of his reclaiming of me. Liam reached deeper inside me than he ever had, his pubic bone grinding into mine, his wiry hairs brushing my throbbing clit as he powered my orgasm from one wave of utter pleasure to the next.

I lifted my hips, making it easier for my husband to reach deeper inside me and in that moment his cock filled me more than it ever had, he smiled down at me with triumph.

“I’m still cumming, Liam.”

“Going second is better — I love it.”

“You are fucking me harder.”

“Bulls spur me on. I love the competition. Now let me hear you give it all to me.”

“Keep fucking me, Liam. Don’t stop, don’t ever stop.”

His eyes told me what his body confirmed. My husband was fucking and loving Jack out of me, down to the last drop of semen in my cunt, while ridding my heart of the last sliver of hurt and guilt I felt. His cock drove me past shame and straight into absolution.

I screamed joyously, enjoying how hard, how vigorously, and how completely my husband fucked me. When his cock jerked inside me, I felt his warm, loving seed flood my throbbing cunt. He filled me to the brim, pumping me full until I could feel it mixing with what he had purged. My husband locked eyes with me, and I felt a surge of spirituality, as if he had infused me with what made me pure again, reassuring me that our vows were intact as far as he was concerned.

With his cock still buried inside me, my husband kissed me gently, bringing me down from an intense orgasm slowly, until I landed softly in his heart. His lips lingered, tender and wet, tasting of forgiveness.

“You didn’t cheat on me, Avery. You came home to me. That’s what love is.”

I let Liam’s words sink in, feeling my chest loosen. The sick, guilty weight I’d carried from Jack’s room began to drain out of me like water down a plughole. This was compersion in its truest form — not a game, but a shared sexual ethic. We played with bulls, not those Trojan Horses who would start with fucking, then love. We shared bodies, not hearts.

“We’ll tighten our rules, Avery. Ethical bulls only. No romance. No pretending. This is merely a lesson. Remember the streaming session and forget what followed.”

“I like that. It makes me feel safe.”

“Good. I like you safe. And you’re still mine, always.”

My husband kissed my forehead and held me until my tremors faded. The bed still smelled of sex and sweat, but in his arms the scent turned into something grounding, almost sacred. We lay there in silence, our breaths slowly matching, the night folding around us until I drifted somewhere between sleep and forgiveness.

Dawn leaked into the guest room in thin gold lines, warming the white duvet. I woke to the smell of coffee and bacon drifting up from the kitchen. My thighs were sticky with the mix of men who had fucked and filled me, but my heart felt lighter than it had hours earlier. Liam had slipped out of bed before me, leaving a faint warmth in the sheets.

When I padded downstairs, he was already at the table, two mugs of coffee poured, his hair still damp from a shower, shirt hanging loose over his shoulders. The light from the window caught the steam rising from the plates, and my heart swelled at the sight of my husband looking up at me with that same calm steadiness, as if nothing about me was ruined or diminished.

“Morning. I made you breakfast.”

“It’s not our house.”

“I don’t care. You’re my wife. This is still our morning.”

I sat opposite him, the plate warm under my fingers. We ate slowly, talking about nothing at first — the drive home, the groceries we needed, a text I received from my friend Hannah. The normality wrapped around me like a blanket. My body still hummed from everything it had endured, but across the table, my husband’s presence turned it into warmth instead of shame.

Then Liam reached across the table and took my hand, his thumb stroking my palm.

“Thank you for coming back to me last night.”

“I was so sure it was the right thing to do.”

“You came home. This was always going to happen.”

“I still feel like I failed you.”

“You didn’t. You sensed danger to our agreement, and you stopped. That’s strength, Avery.”

Tears pricked my eyes again, but this time they were soft, not jagged.

“I love you.”

“I love you too. And next time, we’ll choose better. We’ll build our play on honesty. That’s how we win.”

We cleared the dishes together. Liam wiped the table while I rinsed the plates. The smell of coffee and bacon lingered in the kitchen like a small domestic blessing. When we went upstairs, he loaded our car after I packed our overnight bags, folding my lingerie with slow, deliberate hands.

In the master suite, Holly stood at the door wearing a silk robe, dark circles under her eyes, but smiling faintly. Jack stayed asleep, or pretending to, out of sight, the rumble of his breathing loud in the quiet hallway.

While my husband sat in the car, I hugged Holly. Her perfume mingled with the stale scent of last night.

“Something went wrong, Avery.”

“Everything was great.”

“Jack went too far. You can tell me.”

“Yes.”

“He can’t help himself. It’s not love. He loves the chase, the theft of another woman’s heart from her husband.”

“Then it’s not cuckolding, Holly. It’s cheating most cruelly.”

“I know. He promised me the last time this happened was the last time ever.”

“When was that?”

“Six months ago. It doesn’t happen every time, but it does happen when he feels close to a woman.”

“I gave off no encouraging vibe.”

“I know. This is on Jack. He forgets the point of the game. He forgets that bulls don’t take hearts.”

We exchanged polite thank-yous and hugs that were brief but not cold. Her fingers squeezed mine once before letting go, and in that slight pressure, I felt another woman’s regret, her understanding that we were both cleaning up a mess Jack had made.

Then I left.

In the car, Liam reached over and stroked my thigh as he drove. The road unwound ahead of us, early sun catching on the windshield, making the glass flash gold. My bag sat in the footwell, still smelling faintly of our cuckolding night, but my pulse was steady.

I rested my head against the window, feeling tired but clean, a quiet glow where guilt had been. We were stronger. We had rules. We had love.


Chapter Nineteen

◆◆◆

The bedroom smelled of me and my husband—sweat, salt, and the faint musk of last night’s fucking, lingering on the sheets like a confession. Sunlight sliced through the blinds, catching the dust motes swirling above Liam’s bare chest, his skin still warm against my back. I woke that morning with his arms around me, his breath steady but heavy, carrying the weight of Jack’s betrayal.

That soft-eyed bastard had tried to steal me with whispers, his cum hot and wrong inside my cunt, but Liam’s kisses were firm and forgiving, and they stitched me back together. We fucked every day since, my husband’s cock sliding into my aching slit with a tenderness that soothed but didn’t satisfy. My body craved more: thicker, harder, blacker—something only a bull like Hans could give. Liam saw it in the way my thighs trembled when we spoke of him. My expression, my need, and desire to cuckold again almost seemed desperate at times. My husband’s smile remained soft and sure. He told me often he wanted to be cuckolded again soon.

When I rolled out of bed, I stared at him — a great lover, but not enough.

“What happened is not your fault, Avery.”

“Jack made it feel like it was.”

“You came back to me. That’s all that matters.”

“We move on, right?”

“Always. Hans is coming in a few days. Let’s finish the studio and make that time with him ours. Lunch out, you can fuck him in a field or a woodland, and I’ll clean you afterwards.”

“In public?”

“Not deliberately in front of other people, but if someone passes by… so what?”

Buying, installing, and testing audio-visual equipment for our streaming studio wasn’t easy. We wrestled with tripods, cursing when they tipped, and synced mics that caught every creak of our hardwood floors. My hands shook as I adjusted lenses, picturing Hans’s thick shaft filling the frame, my cunt stretched wide, Liam’s breath hitching in the corner as he wanked and watched.

I wasn’t sure how to deal with Holly after Jack’s fuck-up, so when her call came, her voice crackling through the phone like a spark in dry grass, my heart leapt.

“I called to say how sorry I am, Avery.”

“Apology accepted. I guess this happens when we bend rules and take chances with sex and emotions.”

Holly’s tone was soft but frayed, like silk worn thin. The shame of Jack’s gaze still burned my skin, his seed a ghost in my womb, but Holly’s words pulled me back.

“Jack went too far. He’s gone for a few days. Camping. He wants to get you out of his head.”

“Did I encourage him?”

My voice trembled, my nipples hardening under my thin tank top as I remembered Holly’s tongue lapping my slit, her smiling lips smeared with her husband’s load. I wanted her again, her mouth on me, Liam watching, his cock twitching in his hand as he wanked off to my private lesbian show.

“Jack says no. It was all on him. I don’t believe you did either. It was chemistry. He felt it, and you didn’t. He’ll be back, right as rain in a few days.”

“Good… I am sorry for you, too, Holly.”

“Don’t be. Jack loves me. It’s complicated.”

“I understand that completely, Holly.”

My cunt throbbed, a traitor to my words, slickness dampening my panties as I stood in our bedroom, the air thick with the scent of our morning fuck. I glanced at Liam, his eyes gleaming with permission, his hand grazing his shorts where his cock already stirred.

“I’d like us to be friends, Avery.”

“I’d like us to be more than that, but I can’t fuck Jack again—it’s risky.”

“What do you mean then?”

The question hung, heavy with possibility. My fingers twitched, aching to slide between my thighs, to rub the wet heat pooling there. Liam’s breath hitched, his hand now stroking his cock through the fabric, a damp patch spreading where his tip pressed.

“I’d like you and me to fuck while my husband watches. Does Jack permit that?”

“I don’t know. Once he’s back, we’re discussing rules. He broke ours, so a reset is necessary.”

“Let me know.”

“I want the same, Avery. I’d like us to be fuck buddies, but its a deviation from our rules too.”

“Okay… I won’t push.”

The matter was settled for now, and a silence stretched. I wasn’t sure what else to say. What does a girl say to her best friend in situations like this?

“I also called to ask if you need help setting up your OnlyFans studio and account.”

“Oh God, yes… please.”

“Jack and I will help to promote you both so it’s clear there are no hard feelings.”

“Thank you.”

Holly arrived hours later, her perfume—orange blossom and musk—cutting through the stale air of our home. The attic smelled of fresh paint and cedar, sharp with the tang of new cables snaking across bare floorboards. Dust motes danced in slants of sunlight piercing the skylight, catching on white sheets of the new bed—a stage waiting to be christened. My bare feet stuck to the wood, tacky with polish; the faint hum of a power strip buzzed like a pulse.

The room was a husk, half-finished, but it thrummed with promise—like the German spa had, steam and secrets and salt on skin. Holly’s eyes were shadowed, her smile tight, like a woman carrying a wound she wouldn’t name. I didn’t pry; unraveling her thread might fray my own with Liam.

She moved with precision, adjusting camera angles and syncing microphones, her fingers deft on the laptop as she set up our OnlyFans page. The screen glowed, casting a blue light across her face and highlighting the strain in her jaw. The attic transformed under her hands—a five-star hotel suite where I could play with my bulls was born from chaos.

Black velvet draped the walls, softening the edges, and the bed’s sheets gleamed like a promise of cum and sweat. The cameras caught every angle: one low, ready for my spread thighs; another high, for Liam’s trembling hand on his cock; a third for my face, wet with sweat and cum. My cunt ached as it begged to be fucked by a bull, slickness soaking my panties, the air thick with the scent of my arousal.

Holly glanced at the test footage, her lips curving.

“Are you unmasking, Avery?”

I turned to Liam, his eyes locked on mine, his cock stiffening in his pants, a damp patch spreading where his tip pressed against the fabric. We’d discussed it late into the night—masks or faces, shame or truth. His nod was firm, his grin a vow.

“We are unmasking from day one.”

“Good for you. I always wanted to, Jack didn’t.”

Her voice cracked, a hairline fracture of hurt. I wanted to ask if she was okay, if Jack’s absence was breaking her, but the words caught in my throat, tangled with my desire for her lips clenched around the solid base of my clit, her tongue buried between my folds, spearing inside my slick hole.

She handed me a small leather book, its pages heavy with ink and secrets. I opened it and gasped, my fingers trembling as I traced the profiles with photos glued inside: white and black cocks, long, thick and veined, bodies lean and muscled, faces masked or bare. Each entry listed kinks—anal, breeding, denial, Bi—health checks were added, stamina ratings, and preferences for masked or unmasked play.

“That’s every bull we know, local and national. They have all come to help Jack when the hotwife he bedded needed more than one cock. Each profile has images of their cocks, bodies, faces, and specifies their requirements.”

“Wow.”

“You’ll need a health check. I know a discreet doctor. He’s also a bull with a very long, thick cock.”

“What? A doctor who does female wellness checks then fucks the patient?”

My pussy clenched, a hot pulse of need flooding my thighs. The thought of a doctor’s cold, gloved fingers probing my slit, then his thick shaft splitting me open, Liam watching, his cock leaking in his hand—it sent shivers down my spine, my nipples scraping against my top, the fabric clinging to the sweat pooling between my breasts.

“Yup! He’ll even vacate the room after he cums inside you, leaving your legs strapped into the chair stirrups.”

“What for?”

Holly nodded at Liam, her eyes glinting with mischief. His breath hitched, his hand now rubbing his cock through his shorts, the damp patch growing darker, the air heavy with the musk of his arousal.

“Oh yes… of course. Would you like that, Liam?”

“I want you fucked raw, Avery. I want to clean you after, taste him on you.”

My womb tingled, a deep ache begging for Hans’s arrival. His thick black cock, heavy and veined, filled my dreams—stretching my cunt, flooding me with seed while Liam watched, his hand fisting his own shaft, his cum spurting in time with mine. I needed more than Liam’s tender fucking, needed the brutal stretch of a bull, the kind of ruin that left my thighs slick and my heart full.

Three days until Hans. He’d stay three nights, fucking me in our marital bed, in the shower, under the stars, my period’s red tide mixing with his cum on the last day. No cameras for him—my German lover wanted me private, raw, his cock owning my holes while Liam’s eyes worshipped us both. Our first OnlyFans stream would follow, free to all, unmasked, and our compersion would become a filthy gospel for the world.

I stood in the attic, the velvet walls swallowing the light, the bed’s sheets gleaming like a promise of cum and sweat. My cunt throbbed, my nipples scraped against my top, and the air tasted of salt and need. Holly’s gaze lingered on me, her lips wet, her own desire a mirror to mine. Liam’s hand brushed my hip, his cock hard, his love a steady flame.

This was us—open, raw, together. Hans would come, and we’d be whole.

Holly left. Liam and I agreed that he would refrain from fucking me, giving Hans a clean, tight hole to enjoy. Instead, I wanked and sucked my husband’s cock as frequently as he wished, always with my eye on the calendar, willing for my day to come.

My husband collected my lover from the airport, helping carry his luggage into our home. The two men moved most of Liam’s belongings out of our marital bedroom so it could become something else, a temporary nest for a man who was only focused on fucking me.

We ate dinner—takeout, but the whole event was a little lackluster because my entire body trembled with anticipation for what was to come. Hans sat at the head of our table, the chair that used to be Liam’s, his massive frame dwarfing the space.

He devoured his food with the same predatory hunger he always reserved for me, his hazel eyes locking onto mine across the plates of Chinese food. Liam hovered nearby, his face flushed with that mix of arousal and shame I knew so well. Every time Hans’s hand brushed my thigh under the table, sending jolts through my core, I clenched around nothing, my pussy already weeping in preparation for his thick, long, cock. The air hummed with unspoken promises, thick as the soy sauce lingering on our lips.

As soon as the last fork clattered down, Hans stood, his chair scraping back like a declaration of war.

“I think its time you handed your wife over to me, Liam.”

“She needs it. It’s been a week.”

“And she’s mine for the next three days?”

“We both agree. Sexually, I am on the sidelines. Avery and you are free to fuck all you like.”

“Enough games then.”

I smiled when Hans growled, his voice low and accented, thick with lust, echoing inside my womb. He rounded the table in two strides, scooping me up from my seat as if I weighed nothing—a bride on her wedding night, but one destined for ravishment amid broken vows.

My legs dangled helplessly, my sundress hiking up to expose my bare thighs, and I gasped, my arms wrapping instinctively around his broad neck. Hans’s muscles flexed under my thighs, hard and unyielding, and I could smell him already—musk and cologne and the faint tang of travel sweat that made my mouth water.

Liam watched from the dining room doorway, his cock visibly straining against his pants, but he said nothing. Hans shot him a glance over my shoulder, smirking.

“Follow us, cuck. Watch how a real man claims what’s yours.”

“I can’t wait.”

“You’ll clean the mess.”

“Always.”

“And then what?”

“I’ll sleep in the spare bedroom.”

“Your wife is free to join you… float between us. She needs your love.”

“And your cock.”

“Yes.”

Hans carried me up the stairs like a conqueror bearing spoils, his boots thumping heavily on each step. I buried my face in his chest, inhaling deeply, my heart pounding so hard it echoed in my ears. My cuck trailed behind, silent and obedient, his footsteps soft and hesitant—a loving shadow to Hans’s sexual dominance. Our marital bedroom waited at the top, transformed: Liam’s clothes and books cleared out, the king-sized bed now stripped to fresh white sheets, a bottle of lube for anal and a stack of towels on the nightstand like offerings at an altar.

This was Hans’s nest now. Our nest, for as long as he wanted it and me.

He kicked the door shut behind us—no, not shut. Ajar, just enough for Liam to slip in and take his place in the cuck’s corner armchair, the one we’d dragged in for exactly this purpose. Hans tossed me onto the bed with playful roughness, the mattress bouncing under me. I landed on my back, my legs splayed wide apart, my dress riding up to reveal I wore nothing underneath—just as he’d instructed during our endless sexts leading up to this. My pussy glistened in the lamplight, already slick and swollen, a traitor betraying how desperately I’d denied myself for him.

“Look at you, Avery. I have missed you.”

“We have missed you, too, honey.”

Hans rumbled, stripping off his shirt to reveal that chiseled torso, scarred from his military days and dusted with wiry black hair. He reached between my legs, parted my swollen, leaking cunt lips, and slid a finger inside, like a test.

“So fucking wet for me already. Liam’s kept you pure, ja? A tight little gift.”

“Taste me. For three nights, I have been pure, waiting for you.”

“Good girl.”

My bull swirled his finger around my sopping wet cunt, scooping out a finger loaded with my glistening shame. He sniffed, glanced, and smiled at Liam, then tasted me, his forehead rippling with deep satisfaction.

Liam nodded from the corner, his hand twitching toward his zipper but stopping—knowing the rules. He could watch, and he could stroke if Hans or I allowed it, but we three had agreed that tonight was about claiming.

Once he fully stripped off, Hans lunged onto the bed, pinning me down in missionary first, his weight crushing the air from my lungs in the best way. His mouth crashed into mine, tongue invading like he owned every inch of me, while his hands shoved my dress up and over my head.

Naked now, I arched against him, pressing my cunt up, willing his big, black cock to penetrate me, my nails raking his back. He rose and glanced down, encouraging me to look at what nestled between my legs, ready to fill me. God, that monster was as thick as my wrist and veined from tip to balls with bulging blue ropes. On his knees, he grinned at me and rubbed his fat cock head against my folds.

My cunt was drenched, my arousal coating his helmet in a slick sheen, and when he thrust inside me, it was a wet schlick, the sound obscene and echoing while my body celebrated and stretched.

I stared at my cuck, eyes bulging, enjoying his smile as my sexual needs were being fulfilled.

“Fuuuck!”

Hans grinned from ear to ear when I screamed, loud enough to rattle the windows, my voice breaking as his cock bottomed out balls deep inside me in one brutal stroke. He was huge, stretching me to my limits, my walls clenching greedily around him, milking the shaft that would fill me with bull cum for three days and nights.

The bed creaked under us as he pounded my cunt, his hips snapping with piston-like force. Slap-slap-slap-skin on skin, his thick cock slick and relentless, my juices squelching with every withdrawal and plunge. Sweat beaded on his chest, dripping sticky onto my breasts, mixing with the pre-cum leaking from his tip inside me. I was a mess already, my thighs quivering, my nipples aching to be sucked or tweaked, my cries filling the room:

“Hans! Oh God, yes, harder!”

My husband whimpered from the corner, palming himself through his pants, his face a mask of tortured ecstasy.

“Wank yourself off, honey.”

“But we agreed-”

“Don’t torture yourself, darling… wank now while my lover fucks me.”

“I want to.”

“Then do it! Please, Liam. I want you to enjoy being a cuck.”

“I fucking need it, Avery.”

“Let me watch you squirt into a wad of tissues the same time Hans fills me with seed.”

“God, yes.”

Hans flipped me like a ragdoll onto all fours, doggy-style, my ass high and creamy slit presented. I eyeballed Liam while he slipped off his pants and began wanking his cuck cock.

As he fucked me on the outward stroke, my bull slapped my cheeks—hard, leaving burning hot handprints—before slamming his cock back in until his crown rubbed my cervix, kissing.

I stretched wide, almost like my pussy muscle memory molded around my lover’s cock. He went deeper this time, hitting my cervix with each thrust, the angle making everything wetter, sloppier. My pussy gushed around him, arousal trickling down my thighs in sticky rivulets, and the sounds were filthy: wet squelches like fucking into a puddle, my moans turning to guttural screams.

“Fuck me harder and deeper… for me, and my cuck.”

“Ja, take it, you slut!”

Hans roared like a lion, gripping my hips so tightly with clawing fingers I’d bruise — but I didn’t care. Sweat poured off us, our bodies sticking and sliding, the air thick with the scent of sex—musky, salty, primal.

I came first, hard, clawing the sheets like my nails could tear through the linen. My frown and expression of joy was matched with my husband’s gleeful look. I dominated the moment with a wail that shook the walls, my orgasm squirting back onto Hans’s balls, running off them and down my thighs, drenching the sheets.

I stared at Liam, reached out with one hand that he grasped because I needed a connection.

“He’s claiming you, Avery.”

“My body, but not my heart.”

“Good.”

“Jack is gone now darling. Hans has fucked him out of me.”

I rose and fell on an ocean of pleasure, my body tensing, relaxing, my cunt massaging and milking, but my lover wasn’t done. Growling, he pulled his cock out—strings of my cream connecting us like sticky webs—and he hauled me up against the headboard for standing reverse cowgirl, my back to his chest, my legs spread wide for Liam’s view between them.

My bull impaled me again, one hand fisting my hair to yank my head back, the other reaching around and rubbing my clit in furious circles with an index finger. My husband had lost my body, that much was true, but my heart remained for the man watching me being fucked hard while he wanked himself off.

I rode Hans in reverse, grinding my cunt down as he thrust his cock up, our rhythm savage and uncoordinated in the best way. My screams, his grunts, the wet smack of his hips against my ass. Lube was now added from deep inside me, making everything glide impossibly smoother, my pussy squelching air and fluids with each bounce. I was sticky with the cum from my first orgasm bubbling out from the tight seal between us where his cock was impaled, coating his shaft and balls with a rich lather, our sweat gluing us together. I was flooding, a puddle forming on the bed below.

I craned my neck, kissed my lover hard while he gripped my waist, pulling my cunt on and off his giant cock. Then I stared into his eyes and teased him, and my cuck.

“I want more cock, harder, deeper. Fuck my husband out of me.”

“Fucking hell, Avery.”

Hans snarled into my ear, biting my neck.

“You’re mine. Say it!”

“Yours!”

I sobbed, another climax ripping through me, my body convulsing as I squirted again, soaking his thighs.

Finally, Hans spun me to face him in full nelson on the edge of the bed—my legs hooked over his arms, folded with my cunt exposed like a porn star. Liam had the perfect view of Hans’s cock splitting me open, disappearing into my wrecked, puffy hole.

My lover fucked me like a machine, brutal and deep, our bodies a symphony of slick slaps and sticky squelches. I was hoarse from screaming, tears streaming down my cheeks, but I begged for more of my lover’s cock. Hans roared his release, flooding me with hot, thick spurts—rope after rope of his cum painting my insides sticky-white. It overflowed immediately, gushing out wet and messy as he kept thrusting through it, churning everything into a frothy cream pie.

We collapsed in a heap, panting, his cock still twitching inside me. Cum leaked out in sticky dribbles, pooling on the sheets. Hans kissed me possessively, then glanced at Liam.

“Would you like to clean your wife up, cuck?”

“I would love to.”

“Do you remember in the spa, you were in a 69 while I fucked Avery.”

“Yes… of course.”

“Want to do that next?”

Liam nodded and crawled forward, his face buried between my thighs as Hans watched, smiling, no sign of indignity, just three people playing their part in each other’s sexual pleasure.

The night was young, and my body already ached for round two. Hans had only just arrived—and he intended to make every inch of this house echo with our sin.


Chapter Twenty

◆◆◆

The bedroom smelled of Hans’s musk and sweat, that sharp, primal edge of a man who’d fucked me raw for three nights straight. Moonlight sliced through the blinds, casting silver bars across the white sheets, crumpled from where he’d taken me hours earlier.

My body ached, thighs sticky with my lover’s seed, my cunt tender from taking his cock repeatedly, but still humming with need. The slut’s anklet on my leg tapped my bone, its gold plate glinting like a vow I’d never unmake.

Liam sat in the corner armchair, his eyes soft but bright, watching me sprawl across the bed. His shirt hung loose, a damp patch on his shorts where his cock strained, proof he was still mine, still burning for what we’d become.

I smiled at my husband.

“I love you, Liam.”

“I love you too.”

“Have we gone too far?”

“No. We still sleep together. I take you after Hans pleases you. I reclaim you, suck his cum out of you, and fuck you afterwards. I think we are in perfect balance.”

“We haven’t had a date night in ages.”

“We’ve been busy, sweetheart. Hans leaves in the morning, so you must make the best of him.”

“We need more bulls—regulars that can come, some for OnlyFans, others for us. There must be you and me.”

“We are cramming a lot in. It’s been six weeks.”

Hans rolled over and smiled, big spoon to my small one, looking over my shoulder at my husband, who grinned back.

“I have friends who can help you guys here… regulars.”

“How many?”

“At least a dozen, all professionals, bankers, lawyers, a pizza chain owner. They won’t be filmed, Avery.”

“OnlyFans is separate. I want it to be a lifestyle blog for us. I need a bull like you, one who will be kind to my cuck, fuck me well, show people that cuckolding is compersion.”

“I can’t help you with that, but for bull fun, I’ll leave a list of my friends behind.”

“How will I choose?”

“Fuck all twelve, then decide.”

I giggled and stared at my husband while my lover cuddled me, preparing me for another shot on the end of his cock. Hans planted soft kisses across my neck, while Liam grinned, nodding.

“Three every week, Avery. You’ll know in a month.”

“And OnlyFans?”

“You have Holly’s address book. Let’s do it once, maybe twice a week, and give up our jobs when the money is enough.”

“I’d like that… but cuckolding almost every day?”

“We’ll work it out.”

Hans rolled off the bed, then he stood at the foot, naked, his scarred chest heaving, his cock already thickening. He’d been in our home for three days, claiming every inch of me, turning our marital bed into his nest.

Tonight was his last night, and I wanted it to seal us—me, Liam, and the bull who’d reshaped our marriage. But I’d learned from Jack’s mistake. This wasn’t about Hans stealing me; it was about Liam and me, our love holding fast while another man filled my pussy and satisfied my body.

“Liam.”

“Yes, honey.”

“Come closer. I need you with me tonight.”

“What for?”

“Spitroast me. While Hans fucks my cunt, you fuck my mouth.”

“I can.”

“I want it. I want you.”

“Let Hans do the heavy lifting. I love it when he really gets you going, Avery… then I’ll join in. I want to watch you enjoying your bull fucking you.”

“At least hold my hand, kiss me, love me while Hans fucks me.”

“Of course.”

“And cum down my throat, Liam.”

“I will. With pleasure.”

Liam’s breath hitched. He stood, knees trembling, and he crossed to the bed where he kneeled close to me. His hand found mine, fingers lacing tight, his palm warm and damp. His eyes searched mine, love and compersion shining through the haze of lust. Hans watched, his grin sharp but respectful, understanding his role.

I stared at my husband while my bull seduced me, his tone warm and kind.

“It’s our last night, Avery. Sharing is good.”

“I want my husband involved for the last few hours we have together.”

“I do too.”

“He is still my beloved.”

“He’s your husband. Liam and I can fuck you together.”

Hans’s thick German accent echoed in my womb, his hazel eyes locked on me. My body craved him, a raw, pulsing need that clawed at my core, but my heart belonged to Liam alone.

The more I cuckolded my husband, the clearer it became—this lifestyle was ours, a shared fire that burned away our quarrels. We were at peace without any barrier to our love and enjoyment of one another. Since that first day I fucked a bull in the German spa, our marriage had grown stronger, our love deeper, our life incandescent.

I licked my lips, watching Hans bear down on me, his cock promising to fill my cunt again.

“How do you want it, Avery?”

I squeezed Liam’s hand, pulling him closer beside me. My free hand traced his jaw, feeling the faint stubble, grounding me in the man I loved. I never averted my eyes from my husband while I spoke to my bull — one man for love, the other for cock.

“I want you to fuck me hard, Hans. Like you have been. But I want Liam here, holding me, part of it. This is for us.”

“And then?”

“When you’ve warmed me up, I’ll roll over, get on my hands and knees. You fuck my slit hard, I’ll suck my cuck until I drain every drop of his seed.”

“Okay.”

“Then I will sleep with Liam.”

“As it should be.”

Hans nodded, his cock already free—thick, veined, glistening with precum. The sight made my pussy clench, slickness pooling between my thighs. Liam’s grip tightened, his cock twitching against his shorts, his breath quickening. My husband leaned in, his lips brushing my ear, whispering so only I could hear.

“I love you, Avery. Take what you need from Hans. I’m here, enjoying every moment.”

“I love you too. Always.”

“You don’t need to say it. Stop worrying about me, about us.”

“You will cum in my mouth?”

“I will… I promise.”

Hans climbed onto the bed, his weight sinking the mattress. He knelt between my legs, spreading them wide apart, his hands rough but careful cupping my knees. His tee that I wore all evening between the times he fucked me was gone, tossed aside earlier, leaving me naked, my ruined cunt glistening with his leaking cum in the moonlight. The air was thick with the scent of arousal—mine, Hans’s, Liam’s—all mingling with the faint lavender of the room’s polish.

Hans pressed his cockhead against my slit, smearing my slickness, teasing my swollen lips apart, forcing my entrance open. I gasped, my hips lifting instinctively, but I turned my head to Liam, locking eyes with him. His face was flushed, his lips parted, his love a steady flame. I reached for his other hand, holding both now, anchoring myself to him as Hans pushed his cock inside my pussy.

The stretch inside me was brutal, delicious, my lover’s thick cock splitting me open, filling me to the brim. I moaned, loud and raw, my body shuddering as Hans sank his veiny shaft balls-deep in one slow thrust.

I stared at my husband, saw love and acceptance in his eyes, his smile broadening as the wet squelch of my well fucked cunt echoed, obscene in the quiet room. Liam’s eyes widened, his cock jerking in his shorts, the damp patch spreading as he watched Hans claim me.

“Don’t cum yet, Liam.”

“I know… in your throat. Don’t worry. Is he deep inside you?”

“Fuck, Hans is so deep inside me.”

“I can see your stomach rippling.”

“He’s splitting me wide open, Liam.”

“Good.”

Hans held himself above me on powerful arms, rocking his pelvis into mine, his wiry pubes rasping roughly across my swollen, sticky clit, sending bursts of pure ecstasy through me like lightning bolts. I gasped, my voice breaking. But I turned to Liam, squeezing his hand even more tightly.

“Liam, you’re with me. This is us.”

“I’m here, darling. You’re so beautiful like this.”

“You’ll join in soon, right?”

“Of course.”

I pursed my lips and nodded. This was the first time the same bull had fucked me night after night, and I was over-processing the repercussions in light of what happened with Jack.

Last night, I’d slipped my wedding band off when my husband asked me to, placed it on my tongue, and knelt while Hans wanked his cock into my mouth, sullying my ring when he squirted thick ropes of seed over it.

I’d cleaned my ring, sucking off every drop, swallowing Hans while my husband watched, wanking himself. Then I slipped the ring back on my wedding finger, and took my husband’s seed down my throat as it exploded from the cock tightly wrapped and wanked by his fist. I felt like a whore, unsure whether I should have done as Liam asked. It was a cuckold rite of passage, a ritual he said, acknowledging my divine hotwife act by kissing and licking the still sticky ring on my finger.

Love burned in my husband’s eyes, which was all that mattered, and Jack’s ghost was exorcised.

Hans began to move faster, drilling me, his hips snapping, each thrust driving his cock deeper inside my throbbing cunt, stretching my soft tissue walls, battering my cervix with his bulging crown. The bed creaked, the headboard tapping against the wall, wood against wood, beating out a rhythm that matched the pulse in my clit. My moans turned to cries, my body rocking under Hans’s weight, but my eyes stayed on Liam, my hand gripping his, my heart tethered to him.

“Tell me you love me.”

“I love you, Avery. More than anything.”

“Thank you.”

“Do you need some assurance?”

“Yes. I’m sorry.”

My husband leaned in and kissed me, his tongue rolling softly past my lips, mine sizzling hotly. I sucked his bottom lip gently, nibbling the edges before letting go. I needed his eyes, his loving gaze, the smile that said: this is okay; this is more than okay.

Hans growled and knelt, his hands gripping my hips, bruising me as he pounded faster. My cunt closed and gushed around him, slickness spilling down my thighs, between my ass cheeks, dribbling through my anal whorl, soaking the sheets. The air stank of sex—musky, salty, raw. Liam’s lips found my temple, kissing it softly, his breath trembling as he whispered.

“You’re mine, even now. My wife, my hotwife, my true love.”

“Yes, Liam. Yours.”

“Even while he fucks you, sweetheart. I am still number one in your life.”

“Yes.”

“Is Hans filling your pussy?”

“Oh yes. God yes. I’m so fucking full of cock.”

My body arched, Hans’s cock driving deeper, a relentless piston stretching me to my limits. My clit throbbed, slickness coating his shaft, dripping to the sheets in obscene rivulets. The room pulsed with our heat, the air heavy with the musk of our joined bodies. But it wasn’t enough—not yet. I needed Liam, not just watching me fuck my lover, but inside me, part of me, and the act, our love woven into the filth. I glanced at him, my eyes pleading, my voice a raw whisper.

“Hans, pull out. I need both of you before I cum.”

Hans slowed, his cock sliding free with a wet, obscene pop, leaving my cunt gaping, dripping his cum from pervious fucking and my slickness. The sudden emptiness ached, my walls clenching around nothing, begging to be filled again. I whimpered like a desperate slut. My lover grinned, understanding, his hazel eyes gleaming with approval. Liam’s breath caught, his hands tightening on mine, his cock straining harder against his shorts.

I crawled across the bed, my body trembling, thighs slick with my own juices. The sheets clung to my knees, damp with sweat and cum, as I positioned myself on hands and knees, my ass high, back arched steeply, and my swollen, gaping cunt exposed, glistening in the moonlight. My anklet chimed, a soft metallic hymn to my surrender. I turned my head to Liam, my hair falling wild across my face, my eyes locked on his.

“Come here, please, cuck. I need your cock in my mouth.”

My husband stood, his shorts falling away, his cock springing free—smaller than Hans’s but perfect, familiar, mine. The purpleish head glistened with precum, a bead dripping to the floor as he crawled onto the bed, his body trembling with desire. Liam’s eyes burned with love, compersion, a hunger to be part of this ritual. He knelt before me, his cock inches from my lips, the musky scent of him filling my lungs.

Hans moved behind me, his hands gripping my ass cheeks, spreading them wide apart. His fingers dug into my flesh, bruising, possessive, but respectful of the boundaries we’d set. My pussy pulsed, slickness and semen dribbling down my thighs, pooling on the bed in a warm, wet puddle, as he pressed his cockhead against my entrance again. The blunt heat of my bull’s cock teased my swollen lips apart, smearing my juices, promising to split me open once more. I moaned, my breath hot against Liam’s cock, my lips brushing the tip, my tongue tasting his salt.

Hans thrust inside, his cock sinking balls-deep in one brutal stroke, stretching my cunt to its limits. My scream was muffled as I took Liam’s cock into my mouth, my lips sealing around the head, my tongue swirling over the ridge, worshipping him. The taste of him—sharp, familiar, home—grounded me even as Hans’s cock pounded my pussy, each thrust slamming my body forward, driving Liam deeper into my throat.

My husband groaned, his hands threading through my hair, gentle but desperate. His cock pulsed against my tongue, precum flooding and burning my mouth, mixing with my spit, dripping down my chin. Hans’s hands clamped tighter on my ass, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh, spreading me wider as he fucked me harder, his balls slapping my thighs and clit, sending sparks through my core. I spread my knees wider, pushed back harder when my lover slammed forward, desperate to make this the best fuck of all.

The room filled with sound—wet squelches, my muffled, choking moans, Liam’s ragged gasps, Hans’s low grunts—a symphony of filth and love.

I sucked Liam’s cock harder, my lips dragging tightly along his shaft, up and down, my tongue curling under the head, flashing across his banjo string, milking every drop of precum.

When he slammed his hips forward, my throat worked hard, swallowing Liam’s cock deep, my nose brushing his pubic hair, the scent of him intoxicating. Hans’s cock battered my cervix, each thrust forcing a gush of slickness from my cunt, dripping down my thighs, pooling on the sheets. My body rocked between them, a vessel for their pleasure, but my heart was tethered to Liam, his cock in my mouth a vow as sacred as the ring on my finger.

I dragged my lips off my husband’s cock for a beat, dragging in air while my lover fucked me hard. I stared at Liam, my eyes bulging, smiling, my face smeared with saliva and precum.

“You’re so beautiful, Avery.”

“I love you, Liam. So much.”

I pulled back, Liam’s cock slipping from my lips with a wet pop — spit and precum dangling in strings. I looked up at him, my eyes moist with tears of joy, my voice raw.

“Cum in my mouth, Liam. Please.”

My husband nodded, his face flushed, his cock twitching as I took him back in, sucking harder, my lips tight, my tongue relentless. Hans’s thrusts grew savage, his cock swelling inside me, stretching my walls until I thought I’d tear open. My clit throbbed, an immense orgasm building, a tidal wave ready to crash. The air was thick with the stench of sex—sweat, cum, my slickness, their musk—clinging to the walls, filling my lungs.

Liam’s cock pulsed, his groan breaking as he came, hot jets of cum flooding my mouth, coating my tongue, choking me as his sticky seed spilled down my throat, burning. I swallowed greedily, savoring the taste of him, my husband, my cuck, my love.

Hans roared behind me, his cock jerking, thick ropes of cum flooding my cunt, mixing with my juices, spilling out around his shaft in sticky rivulets. My orgasm tore through me, my body convulsing, my cunt clamping around Hans’s shaft, my mouth sealed around Liam’s crown, milking them both as I screamed their names when taking a breath.

“Liam! Hans!”

My body shook, wrecked, filled, and dripping. Hans slowed, his cock still twitching inside me, while Liam’s softened in my mouth, my lips kissing the tip, coaxing the last drops of seed out as I wanked his shaft. I collapsed forward, panting, cum leaking from my cunt and mouth, pooling on the sheets. Liam’s hands found mine again, pulling me close, his lips brushing my forehead, my cheeks, then my lips, tasting him on me.

“You’re perfect, Avery.”

“You’re mine, Liam.”

Hans watched, his grin soft, respectful. He nodded, a silent acknowledgment of our bond.

“You’re perfect together. This is what cuckolding is all about.”

I reached for Liam, pulling him down beside me, our bodies tangled, slick with sweat and cum. Hans dressed quietly, his boots heavy on the floor as he packed his bag.

“I’ll sleep in the spare bedroom, Avery.”

“Are you sure?”

“I leave in a few hours. You’ve got something special. Don’t let anyone fuck it up.”

“We won’t. Thank you, Hans.”

He nodded, then stepped out, leaving the door ajar. The house fell silent, the air still heavy with sex. Liam held me, his cock soft but warm against my thigh, his lips brushing my forehead.

“Let’s reclaim each other, Avery. Just us.”

“I need that.”

“Jack-”

“Is gone… I’m okay.”

My husband’s eyes lit up, soft and fierce. We kissed for half an hour, he cleaned my cum filled cunt, while I sucked his cock until he got hard again. Then, Liam slid inside my sloppy, relaxed hole, his cock smaller than Hans’s but perfect, familiar, home.

The stretch was gentle, soothing, his thrusts slow and loving. We moved together, our bodies tangled, our breaths syncing. My orgasm built quietly, a warm wave rather than a storm, and when I came, it was with his name on my lips again.

“Liam…”

He followed through, his cock pulsing, his cum mixing with Hans’s inside me, a soft claim that felt like ours. We lay there, panting, wrapped in each other, the anklet still tapping my ankle, a reminder of what we’d built.

The next morning, we drove Hans to the airport. I kissed him goodbye at the gate, his lips warm but brief, a bull’s farewell—hot, but not clinging. Liam shook his hand, their eyes meeting with respect, no jealousy, just friendship and acceptance of each other’s roles in my life and theirs.

Hans disappeared into the crowd, and I turned to Liam, slipping into his arms.

“Our first stream soon. No masks. Just us.”

Liam grinned, his hand sliding to my waist.

“Let’s show them what we are.”

That night, we set up the attic studio, the cameras gleaming, the bed pristine but waiting for ruin. We recorded a teaser—a montage rehearsal of our wedding day, my white dress fading into shots of my anklet, Liam’s hand on mine, my voiceover weaving our vows into something new:

“I take you, Liam, as my cuck, my love, forever. To fuck others, to be yours, to share this filth and joy.”

The footage cut to me on my knees, where I pretended a Bull’s cock would fuck my mouth, Liam’s eyes shining as he watched.

We uploaded it, unmasked and raw, to show what we planned — a reenactment of our wedding day. The views flooded in, thousands in hours, upvotes stacking like a hymn, subscriptions rising.

Comments poured: Perfect cuck. Hotwife goals. This is love. The ticker spun, crowns and peaches, a storm of approval.

I looked at Liam, his face glowing in the laptop’s light.

“We did it.”

“We’re just starting.”

“I know. Let’s find a bull.”

“Where is Holly’s book?”

“I have it. Why don’t I flick through it while you clean the last few drops of Hans’s and your cum out of me?”

Liam smiled and kissed me, his lips tasting of home.

The bed waited upstairs, our nest now, no bull needed tonight. We’d fuck, love, and dream of the next cock to stretch me, the next tongue to clean me, the next crowd to chant our truth. My anklet chimed, and Liam smiled.

“My Hotwife.”

“My Cuck.”

Ours was a marriage remade, filthy and holy, forever.


Chapter Twenty-One

◆◆◆

A new ritual sparked in our kitchen, the air heavy with the musk of sex and the faint tang of coffee left cold on the counter. We agreed to have a cuckold’s meeting to share perspectives on my lover’s recent visit.

I still ached inside, my body owned by Hans, even though he was well on his way back to Germany and wouldn’t return for weeks. But even as my womb bathed in my black lover’s seed, my heart belonged to the man staring intensely into my eyes.

“You want to talk, Liam?”

“Yes… openly.”

“What about?”

“What we both enjoyed. Where we might go next.”

“We must focus on our cuck wedding — find me a bull to replace you at the altar after we exchange vows. Our fans want to see me being taken, and I thought our wedding anniversary next week would be perfect.”

“I’d like a crowd to join us… Ideally, family.”

“They aren’t ready for this, Liam. We can’t do it.”

“I know, but I want others to know I am a cuck and unashamed of it.”

Liam’s lips crashed into mine, a hungry claim, his hands cradling my ass cheeks, which were still raw from Hans’s clawing marks, each ridge a brand of my bull’s fervor to ream me. His lips tasted fresh, firm, sticky with desire, his tongue flickering inside my mouth, exploring me with a heat that curled my toes.

The kitchen tiles felt cool under my bare feet, the air thick with our sweat and the lingering scent of Hans’s cum, a primal confession dripping from my core. My womb tingled, a deep ache for more, my pussy slick and sore, stretched wide by three days of relentless fucking. Liam’s breath was hot against my neck, his love a tether pulling me from the edge, grounding me in our twisted, fierce bond.

His eyes burned into mine, a smile soft with devotion.

“I want more, Avery.”

“How much more?”

“A wife-led marriage… cuckold-driven, you in charge, me following obediently.”

My heart raced and my breathing accelerated.

“I don’t know whether we need that.”

“I need it.”

My heart thudded, a drumbeat of doubt and desire. Liam’s plea for a wife-led marriage felt like a leap—me wielding every decision, financial, sexual, maybe even locking his cock in chastity.

I wasn’t sure I could wield that power, not when our current dance thrilled us both and seemed perfectly balanced. The kitchen’s heat pressed against my skin, the counter’s edge biting my back, a reminder of the raw nights I’d straddled Hans there, fucking him, Liam watching, his tongue eager to clean my creamy, ruined pussy.

I loved our cuck life balance, but his eyes were wide, pleading, and it stirred a hunger in me to push further, to claim him fully as my submissive. My mind drifted to stories I had read online by various Femdom couples. I didn’t want cruelty, not an ounce, but a few stories I recalled were obedience built on love, a mirror to our own unyielding bond, and I wondered if I could lead like some of those women, with love and lust, not steel and whips.

The rituals of cuckolding consumed me—Hans’s thick cock splitting me open, Liam’s tongue lapping the slick mess after he finished, his moans mingling with mine as he worshipped my splayed, aching lips. The thought sent a shiver through me, my pussy pulsing, dripping remnants of Hans’s cum into my panties, the gusset soaked and clinging.

“What do you mean exactly, Liam?”

“I want you to have full sexual freedom, fuck lovers when, where, and how you like. If a guy at the gym flirts with you, and you want to fuck him, just text—say you’re doing it, no permission asked.”

“Wow.”

“Tell me to be ready for cleanup.”

“Are you sure, Liam… I mean, is this a spur-of-the-moment thing?”

“I trust you. I want a fully satisfied wife.”

“I am happy.”

“Not entirely. Going without bull cock for a few days between Jack and Hans made you irritable and tense. Nothing I did was good enough. Let’s face it, you love long, wide cocks, and the excitement of other men fucking you.”

I sighed and nodded, staring demurely at the floor, considering what Liam had asked for. I wanted to be fucked more often, among other things that I hadn’t yet asked for, but I also wanted my husband’s cock — it was just a shame it couldn’t fill me enough.

“I especially love black cock fucking me, Liam.”

“I know, and I love cleaning up after them.”

“But I also enjoy you watching me being taken. Something about that excited, happy look you give me while another man takes care of your business thrills me.”

My breath hitched, my womb tingling, still full of Hans’s cum, six loads a day for three days, a creamy tide that left my pussy feeling raw but still aching for more. I craved a quickie—a hung bull, no strings, bending me over, stretching my cunt walls to their limit, his cock pulsing as I milked it, then a sticky filling — a warm creampie to carry home to Liam. The kitchen air thickened, sweat beading at my nape, the scent of my arousal sharp and primal.

Liam’s eyes burned, desire confirming we’d crossed into a new phase of our cuck lifestyle, his cock tenting his pants, a vow of submission.

I gulped, wrapped my arms around his neck, grinding my soaked, ruined pussy against his hardness, the friction sparking fire through my core. Our lips parted, my mind made up, love and lust a tangled vine.

“Anytime I want?”

“And any guy you choose, but no infidelity.”

“No love or romance. Not even affection, just raw, hard fucking — my sexual satisfaction.”

“A joy that I can’t provide.”

“Don’t say that, Liam.”

“You having fuck buddies improves our marriage. Also, I want a little more teasing… not outright humiliation, but more tension. Tell a friend, maybe talk to one on the phone while I clean your pussy after you’ve had a night out and both fucked other guys.”

“Okay… while we’re on the subject of what we want—I want us to start a family soon. That means for a few months, we abstain, or more importantly, I abstain from bulls, and only you get to fuck me. I won’t even contemplate my lover wearing condoms. The only man impregnating me is you.”

“Agreed.”

My heart swelled, Liam’s devotion a steady flame, his submission a gift I’d wield with love. I thought of the cuckold stories I’d read and saw our own love mirrored, fierce and unyielding. But another need burned deep inside me, raw and urgent, tied to the blog I’d read: men worshipping pussy, Liam’s tongue a balm to my sore, fucked hole.

“I need you to lick my pussy more often. When I’m raw and sore, it feels so good to be tongued. I love the sensation of leaking my lover’s cum down your throat.”

Liam blinked, his gaze dropping between my legs, desire flickering. I giggled, shrugging.

“Hans’s cum will be inside me for five days, darling. I want to be reclaimed more often. Not just after I’m fucked, but all the time, daily, until you suck every last drop of him out of me.”

“We should buy a queening stool online.”

“I’d rather we go to a sex shop. We need a girl attendant, and you can explain to her you’re my cuck and could she recommend anything for our lifestyle.”

“Wow!”

Liam’s cock twitched, tenting harder. I reached down, rubbing him through his pants, wanting him to cum, a sticky mess for me to claim.

“I want to peg you as well, honey. Tell the attendant that your hotwife wants to fuck your back passage. Discuss what cock size you’d like me to drill you with, length, width, color.”

“Color?”

“I like black, and I think whatever I drill your anus with should vibrate, but I’ll let you choose.”

“I’ve never—”

“You’ll need graduated training plugs to get you used to the stretch—open your pucker wide so I can fuck it. I suggest remote control vibrating ones so I can slide the plug inside you and give you thrills while we are out.”

“Wow.”

“Buy some artificial semen too, then you can feel what I do when a lover squirts inside my ass. A queening chair for you to lie under and clean my raw, slick, dripping hole is just the start.”

“Okay.”

“I need you to attend to me shortly, Liam. On the breakfast counter. Lick my hole, suck out the semen inside me, and wank yourself onto the floor.”

“As you wish.”

“I’ll be back in twenty minutes.”

“Where are you going?”

“To fuck Andrew.”

“Andrew… our neighbor Andrew?”

“Yeah. He’s not black, but he’s hung like a horse, and I know he fancies me. There won’t be the usual bull safeguards, but I can talk to him about that—for now, I need a cock bigger than yours and a pussy full of seed to dominate you with.”

“You’ll fuck him without me there watching?”

“Do you want me to fuck Andrew without you watching?”

“Yes… Oh yes… do you?”

“I do.”

I kissed Liam, my lips lingering, sticky with lust, and laughed at his shock, his eyes blazing with arousal and surrender. My pussy throbbed, raw from Hans’s three-day assault, the gusset of my panties drenched, clinging to swollen lips, cum seeping in a creamy tide.

The kitchen air hung heavy, thick with sweat, musk, and the tang of Hans’s seed, my womb pulsing with need—a brutal stretch to sate the ache. I strode out, the door slamming shut, my heels biting the pavement, the evening air sharp with rain and diesel, cooling my flushed skin. My heart pounded, Liam’s devotion a searing flame, urging me to claim this lifestyle for us, our love a twisted vine thriving in primal decay.

Andrew’s house loomed, its brick facade dark, shaded from the sun, a shadow of promise. My knock echoed, firm, unyielding, my pulse hammering as the door swung open. Andrew stood there, his frame broad, eyes glinting with a hunger I’d seen in stolen glances. His shirt clung to his chest, sweat beading at his temple, the air between us crackling with raw intent.

“I want you to fuck me, Andrew. Now.”

His grin flashed, predatory, a bull’s instinct sparking.

“Straight to the point, Avery.”

“No games. Just cock.”

“What about Liam?”

“Do you want to fuck me?”

“Fuck yeah!”

“Then you’ll be discreet.”

“I will. Are you cheating, though?”

“Nope. Liam is my cuck. He knows I am here and why.”

“Wow… good for you. Good for him, too.”

“If we reach a sensible agreement later… You can fuck me often.”

“I would love that, Avery.”

He stepped aside, gesturing me in, his gaze heavy, his wide, sparkling eyes stripping me bare. The foyer smelled of leather and musk, with a faint dampness lingering as he led me down a narrow staircase to a basement. The air was chilling, thick with the scent of iron and wax.

My breath hitched, my pussy pulsing, a slick tide soaking my panties as I saw it—a BDSM fuck bench — steel bars shaped into a horse I could ride as though flat out, almost in doggy style, my pussy pointing high, a bull fucking it from behind. It had cushioned pads for my torso, knees, and forearms — even a place to rest my neck where it could be clamped as though secured in stocks.

Black leather gleaming under dim red lights, the fuck bench’s securing straps dangling like promises of surrender, creaking softly in the damp air. The basement was a dungeon, its stone walls slick with moisture, the air thick with wax, musk, and the sharp tang of polished metal.

A gymnasium hobby horse loomed in the corner, its padded seat scarred, chains rattling like a lover’s whisper, ready to buck under a rider’s weight. Dildos lined a rack—silicone beasts, black and veined, some thick as fists, others curved, glistening with lube’s sheen. Strap-ons hung from the walls like trophies, their harnesses taut, waiting to claim.

Paddles and whips coiled on a steel table, their leather worn, handles stained with sweat, promising sharp stings. My womb ached, craving the stretch of a big cock and the owner’s sticky load, my skin flushed with the thought of Liam’s tongue cleaning me after.

I stared at Andrew in utter disbelief.

“I never knew… I would never have guessed.”

“I didn’t know you were a hotwife and Liam a cuck. Who really knows anyone, Avery?”

“I guess not.”

He smiled, enjoying the moment, my surprise, my sudden sexual accessibility for him. I could tell Andrew wanted me, his nostrils flaring, his eyes filled with lust.

“It’s not an affair, Andrew. I want to be clear — I love my husband.”

“I know what this is, and I’ll respect you and Liam. He can watch if he likes?”

“I’m flying solo — his request.”

“Does he clean up afterwards?”

“Every time.”

“I always knew he was a good guy.”

“But you didn’t know about us, did you?”

“There were signs since you returned from Germany — camera booms, lots of studio lighting. I noticed a black guy was visiting and staying over, too.”

“We dropped him at the airport a few hours ago.”

“Did he fuck you, Avery?”

“Yeah… a lot. I love black cock.”

“Did he wear a condom?”

“No… is that a problem?”

“Not at all. It means we won’t need lube.”

“I’m soaked, inside and inside my panties.”

“I can smell you… him too.”

I was all-in, no need for bashfulness, not if I wanted to get what I wanted — a regular lover right next door. Andrew was a bull who could visit me in a heartbeat, fuck me when Liam misbehaved or we quarreled, or fuck me when I had an itch deep inside my husband couldn’t reach.

And he was a bull — a safe fuck in a world of men looking to fall in love. I knew that would never happen to me, not just because I loved Liam so deeply, but it was plain to understand a simple fact about me — my life partner must be a cuck.

“I can give you black cock, Avery.”

“Wh-what? How?”

“I have friends. We gangbang hotwives down here regularly. Some of the bulls even fuck the cucks.”

“We’re not there yet.”

“Try pegging Liam first. I have a range of strap-on harnesses… borrow them for your home, or fuck your cuck here. I really don’t mind. I don’t judge. We must all learn to live with one another on this tiny, blue dot.”

Andrew’s eyes burned, his bull nature unveiled. He stripped naked first while I watched, my swollen lips unable to hold back the juices filling my panties. His cock was not the longest to fuck me—eight inches—but it was thick, the thickest I’d seen, never mind enjoyed, inside me, a blunt weapon with veins bulging, pumping blood, ready to ruin me for my husband’s love.

“On the bench, Avery. I won’t strap you in. The subs like it that way. Hotwives love the stability and penetration they get.”

“I’ll point my slit high so you can fuck it hard — fill me up.”

“Do you like a good stretch?”

“I fucking love it.”

“Then you should probably undress. Umm… am I cumming inside you?”

“Of course, and I take birth control.”

“Good”

I stripped off, my clothes pooling on the concrete floor, the cold biting my bare feet. I climbed onto the bench, doggy-style, my ass pointed high, my pussy dripping, the leather-covered cushions cool against my knees and forearms.

Andrew laid the straps across my wrists and ankles, not as restraints, but as a dressing for thrills. Even so, a thrill of surrender sparked through me, though I led this dance. His fingers grazed my thighs, rough, possessive, and I moaned, my core aching for his girth. His cock was as thick as my wrist, blue veins pulsing, a beast ready to ruin me.

I screamed, and my entire body gripped the fuck bench when Andrew slid his massive cock balls deep inside me. There was no warning, his thickness stretching my soft tissue walls to their limit, a raw burn that tore a cry from my throat. Hans’s cum made me easy to fuck, but the girth filling me was anything but easy to take.

And yet my body celebrated, tingling rapturously, begging for more width, even more depth. I gripped his shaft with all my might, enjoying Andrew’s passionate, earthly moan of delight.

My pussy clenched on and off as he pounded me, milking him, his cum flooding me in minutes, hot and thick, dripping down my thighs. He had his immense cock out, his breath ragged, then he took my phone and dialed Liam, his voice low.

“Come over to my house, please, Liam. I’ve made a mess of your wife. Clean her.”

Liam arrived, his steps hesitant on the stairs, his eyes wide with devotion when he saw me, strings of sticky cum leaking from my well fucked hole. He knelt behind me, his breath hot on my raw folds, his tongue lapping Andrew’s cum, slow, reverent, each swipe a vow of love.

My moans filled the basement, the air thick with sweat, cum, and leather, my body trembling under Liam’s worship. He puckered his lips, inserted them inside my pussy, made a seal, and sucked. I felt ropes of cum crawl from deep inside me, as the creamy mess spooled out.

My husband worshiped me as Andrew strolled around his dungeon, finding what he felt was the proper harness and cock appendage for me to fuck with — I assumed he would offer it to me for my husband’s first pegging.

With the thought of me fucking my husband like a dog, Andrew fucked me again, his thick cock splitting me open, each thrust balls deep inside me a hammer, his cum spilling anew. Liam cleaned me again, his tongue eager, spearing deep inside my sodden, gaping hole, his cock tenting, but not spilling onto the floor as he stroked himself, our bond sealed in filth.

“Don’t cum, Liam.”

“Why not?”

“Look what Andrew has for us.”

He glanced at Andrew, who stood smiling, a leather strap-on harness in one hand, a black five to six-inch dildo in the other.

“Start with a small size… graduate upwards.”

Three more times, Andrew took me, each round rawer, my pussy stretched beyond reason, cum dripping in thick, slick strings like a creamy waterfall. Liam knelt each time, his tongue a balm, his submission a fire that burned for me.

My heart swelled, his love unyielding, a steady flame in this primal chaos. Andrew unstrapped me, his grin wide as Liam cradled me, his arms warm, lifting me from the bench. We stumbled home, my legs weak, pussy ruined, cum leaking down my thighs, Liam’s touch a haven, his love a tether pulling me back.

I took the pegging gear from Andrew and thanked him as Liam lifted me into a loving cradle and took me home.


Chapter Twenty-Two

◆◆◆

The evening air hung heavy with the musk of Andrew’s basement, a damp shroud laced with the sharp tang of polished leather and the faint, acrid bite of wax dripping from unlit candles. My thighs trembled, slick with the aftermath of his relentless fucking, his cum leaking in thick, sticky ropes from my throbbing pussy, stretched wider than Hans’s brutal claim, a raw ache pulsing with every step.

When I kissed my husband, I tasted Andrew on his lips, tongue, and breath, and I loved it, lingering long so I could taste both men responsible for my happiness.

I stood at Andrew’s front door, its weathered oak frame creaking under my weight as I leaned against it, my breath shallow, chest heaving as the cool evening breeze kissed my flushed skin, carrying the scent of rain-soaked earth and diesel from the road beyond.

Andrew’s voice rumbled low, a bull’s growl, as he handed Liam a large box, its cardboard edges worn, an image emblazoned on the side—a woman suspended in a strappy, mesh swing, her legs splayed wide apart, as she dangled from a massive wooden beam, her cunt glistening under hot lights, a promise of ruin etched in every thread.

“String this up in your bedroom and leave it there.”

His words were a command, heavy with intent, his eyes glinting with a predator’s hunger as he turned to Liam, my cuck husband, whose hands trembled slightly, clutching the box like a sacred offering.

“If Avery needs a goodnight fuck, call me. I’ll oblige and leave—then you can clean her up.”

“Thanks, Andrew. How about this evening? I’ll have the swing assembled for you and my wife.”

“Yep… it won’t be me. I’ll send a friend.”

Andrew kissed me, grinning like the man who had enjoyed being inside me.

“If you and Liam quarrel, call me. You can teach him a lesson and have great make up sex after I ease your anger. Always feed your cuck, Avery.”

“I will.”

Liam’s gaze flickered to me, his lips curling with a delight that warmed my core, my pussy clenching around the flood of Andrew’s seed, trying to hold on as far as our front door. It was fruitless because a creamy tide seeped into my panties, soaking the cotton gusset, a filthy testament to my need.

“You and Avery will both sleep better if she’s fucked regularly.”

Andrew’s tone was casual, a bull asserting his role, his broad shoulders flexing under his shirt, sweat beading at his temple, the air thick with his musk.

“Kissing, loving, and cuddling is up to you. Stretching your wife inside and filling her with cum is my job.”

“That works for me.”

The ease with which Liam surrendered me was a thrill, a delicious submission that sent a shiver up my spine, my nipples hardening against my blouse, aching for his tongue to spear my dripping wet hole, and for Andrew’s cock to claim me later again.

I needed the sexual satisfaction Andrew gave me, a brutal stretch that erased Hans’s memory, but my sexual appetite had changed—becoming a hunger only black cock could fully sate. I leaned close to Liam, my breath hot against his ear, my voice a whisper laced with lust.

“Every night please, Liam. Just before we turn in. I need black cock too. Find me variety from Andrew’s list.”

My husband nodded, his smile widening, a cuck’s joy sparking in his eyes, turning his attention back to Andrew with a quiet determination.

“Avery wants to be fucked every night around ten. Can you find a little variety, please… of the black sort.”

“It will be my pleasure, Liam.”

The words hung in the air, a vow sealed in cum and consent, and on that happy note, we left Andrew’s house, the door clicking shut behind us, the evening swallowing us whole. The pavement bit my heels as we crossed to our home, my pussy leaking with every step, Andrew’s seed had long since soaked through my panties and was dribbling down my thighs, a warm, sticky trail marking my passage.

My heart pounded, a drumbeat of anticipation, my body felt alive with the thrill of Liam’s role in sourcing our pleasure, his devotion a flame that burned brighter with each bull who took me.

As soon as we stepped through our front door, the familiar scent of our home—wood polish, coffee, and the faint musk of our last fuck—wrapped around me, a cocoon of safety and sin.

I snatched the box from Liam’s hands, the cardboard scraping my palms, and I kissed him passionately, my lips crashing against his, tasting my lover’s cum, salt, and desire, my tongue plunging deep, claiming him even as I surrendered to others. My hands fumbled as I stooped, awkwardly peeling off my soaking wet panties, the fabric clinging to my swollen lips, drenched with Andrew’s cum, a creamy mess that clung to my fingers as I pulled them down.

I rubbed the cum-soaked gusset in Liam’s face, flattening the soiled cotton with two fingers, pressing it against his tongue as he opened his mouth wide, soaking up Andrew’s seed, his moans a low, hungry melody that vibrated through me. His eyes gleamed, devotion etched in every line, his lips working the fabric, sucking the sticky mess clean, a cuck’s worship that made my pussy throb, leaking more cum onto the floor.

“Lie down cuck.”

“No problem.”

Liam sank to the wooden parquet floor, its glossy surface gleaming with the faint sheen of our earlier lovemaking, the grain etched with scratches from our desperate nights. I stepped over him, my right foot crossing to the other side of his head, my thighs quivering, my gaping hole dripping Andrew’s semen in thick, glistening strands. I squatted quickly, my knees bending, the stretch pulling at my sore muscles, my pussy gushing as I lowered myself, my lover’s cum dribbling liberally, a warm flood splattering onto Liam’s face, coating his cheeks, his chin, and his eager tongue.

By the time my knees rested on the parquet, the wood cool, and slick against my skin, Liam’s tongue was already spearing my well-fucked pussy, plunging deep into my stretched, throbbing hole, lapping at the creamy mess Andrew had left. I rocked back and forth gently, my hips grinding, feeding him, his tongue lavishing my swollen lips, my aching entrance, his slurps, sucks, and swallows a sexual symphony that echoed through the room, a filthy hymn to our love. The scent of cum, sweat, and my arousal filled the air, thick and heady, my nipples hardening through my blouse, begging for his touch.

“When I go out with friends this Friday, I’ll get laid—send you texts and snaps, maybe video of me getting drilled by a casual lover.”

“Will you stay over?”

“No… not that… not yet. Maybe when we have grown accustomed to the lifestyle.”

“I want you to.”

“I know, but we must protect our marriage darling… let’s take baby steps. Feed now, enjoy your wife and reclaim me before Andrew comes later.”

My voice was a purr, laced with lust, my body trembling as Liam’s tongue worked, his hands gripping my thighs, pulling me closer, his devotion a fire that fueled my need.

“Where will you go on Friday night?”

“Freedom Club. Some of my friends are members—they cuck their husbands too. I already asked about membership. We’ll attend an audition. The owner will fuck me while you watch. I’ll be a Hotwife—you’ll be my Cuck. It will be glorious.”

The words spilled out, a promise of exposure that my husband desired, a community of hotwives, bulls, and cucks where we could be ourselves. It was precisely what Liam had asked for. My pussy clenched around Liam’s tongue, a gush of slick mixing with Andrew’s cum, dripping onto his face. The Freedom Club loomed, a shadow beyond the window.

“I can’t wait. You’ll choose lovers carefully. No guys who express feelings.”

“They’re out, Liam—you have my word. On the nights when I go alone, you’ll be here when I walk through the door. Just like this—eating the creampies from inside me, puckering your lips, sealing my gaping hole, sucking every drop out.”

“Yes, I will.”

My husband’s voice was muffled by my swollen, messy folds, his tongue buried deep between them, his devotion a vow that sent shivers through me, my nipples scraping my blouse, my pussy pulsing with the promise of more bulls, more cum, more love.

“Andrew will be here in a few hours.”

“He’s sending a friend.”

“Yes. I must shower.”

“I’ll make dinner.”

“Then we will make love after the bull leaves.”

The words were a seal, a bridge from filth to tenderness, my body rocking, Liam’s tongue worshipping, the floor slick with our sin, the night stretching ahead with the Freedom Club’s dark horizon, a stage where our truth would shine or shatter under our community’s gaze.

Our dining room glowed with the amber flicker of candles, their wax pooling in molten tears on the polished oak table, the air thick with the rich scent of roasted garlic, melted butter, and the faint musk of my arousal that clung to my skin like a second layer.

The meal had been a slow, sensual dance—steak seared rare, its juices pooling on my plate, potatoes mashed with cream, a glass of red wine staining my lips crimson—each bite a prelude to the night’s genuine hunger.

My bare feet brushed against Liam’s under the table, the warmth of his solid cock stirring beneath his trousers as I teased upward, my toes tracing the rigid length, a promise of filth to come. My pussy throbbed, still raw from Andrew’s earlier stretch, his cum leaking in a warm, sticky tide into my panties, a creamy, musky-scented reminder of his bull’s claim. I offered Liam a hand job at the dinner table, my fingers itching to wrap around his shaft, to stroke him until he spilled into my palm, but he declined, his voice a low rumble of restraint.

“I’d prefer to do it alone, squirting into a tissue while your bull squirts inside you.”

His words sent a shiver through me, my nipples hardening against my silk blouse, aching for his touch, for the taste of his cum mingling with Andrew’s seed. The idea of a domesticated husband chafed against my skin, a collar I wasn’t ready to wear, so I rose, my chair scraping the floor, and helped with the dishes, the warm water soothing my hands as I scrubbed plates, the suds glistening with grease and wine stains.

I handed Liam a cuck story I’d bought, its pages heavy with ink and taboo—cuck cruises, chastity cages glinting with promise, wedding anniversary celebrations drenched in bulls seed, creamy birthday treats where bulls ruled the bed—each idea a spark to ignite our next ritual.

While Liam lay on our bed reading, I showered, the steam curling around me like a lover’s embrace, the warm water cascading over my shoulders, trickling down my spine to pool at my feet. I squatted low, and held the spray gently against my pussy, washing away the day’s cum, straining to eject it.

I didn’t salve the ache inside me, which, coupled with the throbbing need, pulsed through my core. Liam’s appetite for cleaning semen from my cunt amazed me, his tongue a devoted slave to the briny, musky burn that many women choked on, a flavor I savored like ambrosia, a taste he worshipped with equal fervor. My fingers lingered, tracing my swollen lips, still gaping from Andrew’s girth, a slickness that begged for more, my womb tingling with the memory of Hans’s thick load.

I dried myself with a thick towel, the fabric rough against my tender skin, and styled my hair into a neat bun, the long hair-weaving needles glinting like daggers as I pinned it in place, the strands slightly damp and curling at my neck. Stepping out of the bathroom with the clock ticking toward ten, I froze, my breath catching in my throat.

The bedroom glowed with the soft light of a single lamp, casting shadows across the sex swing Liam had rigged—a masterpiece of mesh and straps dangling from a steel hook screwed into a wooden beam overhead, its panels stretched taut, creaking with the weight of sins to come. Beside it stood a naked black man, his muscles taut, his skin gleaming like polished ebony under the light, his cock huge, thick, and semi-hard, hanging heavy between his thighs, a beast ready to ruin me.

“I’m Lester. Andrew called and said you and your cuck needed help.”

His voice was deep, resonant, a bull’s growl that vibrated through my core, my pussy clenching, leaking Andrew’s cum in a fresh gush down my thighs.

“We do.”

“Call me help.”

“Hi help.”

I flicked Liam an appreciative glance for setting up our swing, my heart swelling with his devotion, and I kissed him, my lips lingering, tasting wine and love, before stepping into Lester’s arms. His skin was hot, smooth, his circumcised cock nestling perfectly between my aching lips, pressing against my clit through my thin robe, sending sparks through my body. I kissed him, deep and hungry, my tongue tangling with his, pointing to the bed where Liam moved and lay down naked, a stark contrast—five inches to Lester’s nine, a visual feast of sexual context that made my pussy throb, dripping slick onto the floor.

Lester shuffled me to the sex swing, his hands firm but gentle, helping me into it, the mesh panels stretching across my ass cheeks and the midsection of my back, biting into my flesh with a delicious sting. He secured my wrists to the cable attaching the swing to the beam, the steel hook groaning under my weight, then he spread my legs wide, wrapping webbing straps around my thighs, the leather cool and tight, holding me open, my pussy exposed, glistening with my own arousal. The air was thick with the scent of sweat, cum, and the faint tang of polished wood, my nipples hardening under my robe, begging to be freed.

Lester pointed between my legs, his grin sharp, commanding, nodding to Liam.

“Can you get Avery wet for me please, buddy.”

“Yeah… of course.”

Liam knelt before me, his breath hot against my thighs, his tongue carefully licking my lips, then plowing the aching slit between them, spearing deep inside my well-fucked pussy, lapping at the creamy mess Andrew had left.

Lester kissed me, his lips searing, his palms kneading my breasts through the robe before he tweaked my nipples, the fabric scraping my sensitive skin, drawing a moan from my throat. I glanced down, saw Lester’s giant, black cock pressing into the back of Liam’s head, and I lost myself, immersed in the moment, my pussy gushing, wet enough to fuck without my cuck’s help, a traitor pulsing with need.

I stared at my lover and grinned, my voice husky with lust.

“I didn’t need to be licked.”

“Nope, but your cuck needed to do it. If cucks don’t have a great time, there’ll be a scarcity of hotwives for guys like me.”

“We can’t have that.”

Liam moved aside, his lips glistening with my slick, his cock hard and leaking, and Lester stepped between my legs, but he wasn’t done instructing my cuck, his voice a low growl of dominance.

“Would you like to grip my cock and guide the crown inside your wife?”

Lester looked at Liam as if discussing a casual beer choice, his eyes glinting with a bull’s authority, but not forcing. I gasped, my breath hitching, my eyes wide, slack-jawed, my pussy clenching, almost cumming without touch, a thrill of compersion flooding me. Liam gulped, unable to speak, his hands trembling as he glanced down, gripping Lester’s cock, nodding. He stared at me, his eyes radiating true love, this ultimate sacrifice, the maximum compersion, a cuck’s commitment to his wife.

“Feed his cock inside me honey.”

“I will.”

“I love you.”

“I know Avery… I love you too.”

Lester said nothing, his silence a command, nor did he push his cock inside me. Liam pulled him into me, forcing Lester’s precum-coated crown up and down my slit, splaying my lips wide, the stretch a delicious burn as I tingled all over, moaning desperately for more. I looked back at Liam, our love a tether, his hand guiding my lover’s cock inside my aching hole, a ritual of devotion that made my heart swell.

Lester filled me, his cock reaching deeper inside me than Andrew’s, a slow, relentless invasion that tore a moan from my throat, my pussy stretching, accommodating his length and girth, a raw ache that teased my cervix when he was balls deep. I tossed my head back, staring up at the ceiling, its cracked plaster a canvas for my panting prayer to the goddess of hotwives and cucks, then I locked my fiery eyes on Lester, my body thrumming, quaking like a volcano on the verge.

Liam was back on the bed, lying down, wanking his cock with the same hand he’d used to feed Lester’s inside me, his fist a blur, his body arched until only the soles of his feet and the back of his head touched the sheets, a picture of devotion and lust. Lester gripped my ass cheeks in solid palms, his clawing fingers spreading wide, his confident smile, gorgeous face, and long, thick cock giving me precisely what I needed before bedtime. When he planted his crown balls deep, it crushed my cervix, adding a delicious ache that would haunt my dreams, my pussy pulsing around him.

My black lover fucked me hard, his hips snapping, each thrust slamming his cock deeper, the swing creaking under the force, the mesh biting my flesh, my screams echoing through the room. My husband wanked furiously, his whole body trembling, a symphony of flesh and desire. Lester hauled me on and off his cock like a wanking sleeve, thrusting his hips forward to slam the last few inches deep and hard, his balls slapping my ass, sending sparks through my core.

When I came, it was a messy flood—pee, sticky hormones, and male cum gushing out, a torrent that squelched as Lester pumped it from me, my body exploding, my screams so loud the neighbors must have heard, a raw, unashamed cry for a big black cock to fuck me. The swing rocked wildly, the straps creaking, my wrists straining against the cable, my thighs quivering as a flood soaked the floor, a puddle of sin beneath me.

Lester came inside me, his grip tightening on my head, forcing me to stare into his eyes, no love, just a bull’s rage flaming in his gaze as he filled me with cum, thick ropes painting my cervix, a hot flood that overflowed, dripping down my thighs. I heard Liam’s orgasm, his cries of joy piercing the haze, but I didn’t look away, locked on Lester’s triumph, my body shuddering with his release.

“Well done, Avery.”

“Thank you.”

I slumped in the swing, my lover’s twitching cock still impaled balls deep inside my aching hole, my pussy stretched, satisfied completely. I kissed Lester, my lips lingering, tasting salt and power, then I glanced at Liam, who grinned broadly, his cock softening, his face flushed with love.

“I’ll be back in a few days, Avery. Andrew is figuring out a roster.”

“Oh, that’s awesome.”

“Don’t worry. You and your cuck will be well looked after.”

“It’s his turn now.”

“Good girl. Always feed your cuck’s needs.”

Lester stepped back, his cock sliding free with a wet pop, cum gushing from my gaping cunt in thick, sticky ropes, pooling on the floor. Liam crawled to me, his tongue eager, lapping the overflow, his lips sealing my hole, sucking the creamy mess deep, a ritual of love that made my heart swell, my body trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure, the swing creaking softly, a dark horizon beyond the window where somewhere in the city, my next Bull’s shadow was already waiting.


Chapter Twenty-Three

◆◆◆

Our bedroom glowed with the soft amber of a single lamp, its light catching the sex swing’s mesh straps, which creaked faintly, a cuckold’s altar suspended from the ceiling’s wooden beam. Silence wrapped the room, broken only by Liam’s knees grinding into the polished oak floor, his breath hot and reverent against my thighs.

My pussy gaped, raw and swollen, Lester’s thick, black cock a fading echo that still resonated inside me, his semen dribbling in creamy ropes from my folds, pooling on my husband’s tongue in a sticky, musky testament to my ruin.

I reached down, raking fingers through Liam’s damp hair, his scalp warm under my touch, his devotion a pulse that steadied my trembling core. My thighs quivered, mild aftershocks of Lester’s brutal fucking sparking through my womb, my clit throbbing under the weight of his seed.

“That’s two bulls today, three if I count Hans from the night before he left.”

“Is it enough, Avery?”

“Of course. This time… my ovulation is the worst. I get tense, I am so turned on.”

“We need your lovers to match your natural rhythm.”

“Can you find me an app, darling… a cycle tracker. Planning cuckold sessions is essential.”

“Of course.”

I had my neighbor, Andrew, on hand for those moments when passions bloomed and either my husband or I needed an impromptu cuckold session. Our marriage was extending to include more lovers, more cuckolding moments that were carefully controlled, but only just.

Friday loomed in my mind—a night with friends at the Freedom Club, where I’d join their hotwife dance, cuckolding our men under neon lights. This time, I had no excuses, no retreat when a guy wanted to go beyond flirting. Cuckolding wasn’t perversion; it was compersion, a shared fire between Liam and me that burned brighter with each bull’s claim staked deep inside me.

Liam’s tongue worked slowly, meticulously, lapping every inch of my aching pussy, his lips sealing around my swollen folds, sucking gently to draw out Lester’s cum. The wet slurp echoed around our bedroom, obscene and sacred, mingling with the faint lavender scent of the room’s polish and the sharp musk of my arousal.

My husband’s breath fanned my clit, warm and teasing, catching dribbles of seed that leaked toward my anus, his tongue darting to claim them, soft and deliberate, a cuck’s worship that made my heart swell.

When Liam stood, I glanced down and saw his solid cock, twitching, eager to get inside me. I grinned and pulled gently on my bottom lip, my eyes wide and welcoming.

“May I go next?”

“You never have to ask, Liam. My body’s yours to love.”

“I like to ask.”

“I know.”

His lips crashed into mine, firm and hungry, tasting of Lester’s salty semen, my sweet slickness, and the faint tang of his own sweat. The kiss burned, a vow sealed in filth, his breath overwhelming, a reminder of the bull who’d stretched me wide.

My fingers found my husband’s cock, which was rock-hard and pulsing, its crown slick with precum, a bead dripping to the floor. I gripped his solid shaft, guiding its tip to part my aching lips, dragging it up and down my creamy slit, pressing the underside hard against my clit at the top of each pass until sparks burst behind my eyes.

Our gazes locked, his eyes sparkling with love, his face relaxed, confirming we danced within our sacred cuckold boundaries. My pussy throbbed, still raw from Lester’s girth, but eager for Liam’s familiar claim.

“Do you love going after my bulls?”

“I crave it, Avery. Your ruined pussy, their cum—it’s ours.”

“I love it too.”

I positioned his cock at my semen-soaked entrance, winking as he thrust forward, a lewd squelch filling the room as his shaft slid inside me, coated in Lester’s thick, creamy tide.

We glanced down, watching strings of white spill from my hole, glistening on his cock before dribbling to the floor in sticky ropes that puddled on the oak, gleaming under the lamp’s glow. The air thickened, heavy with musk, sweat, and the primal scent of our joined bodies, my anklet chiming softly, a bell tolling our ritual.

“Can you feel me inside, Liam?”

“You’re hot, sticky, and relaxed. So easy to fuck, so soft and loving.”

“I feel it too. A gentleness, easing me back from the storm.”

“I prefer this.”

“I know you do.”

Liam’s thrusts were slow, deliberate, his cock smaller than Lester’s but perfect, fitting my stretched walls like a key to a lock, perfect, but without pressure. Each stroke of my husband’s cock balls deep inside me, squeezed more of Lester’s cum from my pussy, the wet slop dripping down my thighs, soaking the swing’s mesh, which bit into my ass with a delicious sting.

I closed my eyes and pictured a lover fucking me, then my husband going straight afterwards. My nails raked Liam’s shoulders, leaving faint red trails, my breath hitching as his pubic bone grazed my clit, sending jolts of pleasure through my core.

Friday’s Freedom Club flashed in my mind again as I looked forward to a new phase—neon lights, masked bulls, my friends’ husbands watching as strangers fucked their wives, their cocks tenting with compersion. I’d join them, my pussy spread wide for a new bull, but this first time Liam’s eyes would be on me through a streaming connection.

I imagined him at home, his hand stroking his cock, our love blazing while I danced through a crowd of sinners. My womb clenched, a hot pulse of need, my slickness mixing with Lester’s seed, coating Liam’s shaft in a frothy sheen.

“Fuck me deeper, Liam. Claim me.”

“I’m yours, Avery. Always.”

“Do you know that I’ll be fucked well and by several guys on Friday — at the club?”

“I know. I can’t wait.”

“Because it’s my first time, I’ll be on the stage, on a bed, fucked by as many bulls as I want. They have webcams you can access online. A bull will take my phone, circle me while I fuck my lover, giving you a special, personal POV.”

“Oh my… Avery… we need to start our OnlyFans soon.”

“I know… on our wedding anniversary. Three bulls to fuck me — you watch.”

“Let’s do it.”

My husband was invigorated, and his hips snapped faster as the swing rocked, its straps creaking under my weight. My pussy gripped as best it could, milking his cock, the wet squelch of our fucking a symphony that drowned the room’s silence. Sweat beaded on his chest, dripping onto my breasts, which ached under my blouse, nipples scraping the silk, begging for his mouth. I reached up, tweaking them hard, the sharp sting sparking fire through my core, my moans rising, raw and unashamed.

I eyeballed him carefully, encouragingly, desperately.

“Liam, I need you to cum inside me.”

“I will, sweetheart.”

His cock swelled, pulsing against my walls, his breath ragged as he drove deeper inside me, his crown unable to kiss my cervix with the solid insistence my lover’s could. The contrast—Lester’s brutal stretch, Liam’s tender claim—sent me spiraling, my orgasm building, a warm tide ready to crash. My thighs trembled, the swing swaying, my anklet chiming, the air thick with cum, sweat, and the musky scent of my pussy, still leaking Lester’s and Andrew’s seed.

Liam’s eyes burned into mine, love and submission a steady flame. His cock jerked, hot ropes of cum flooding my pussy, mixing with Lester’s, a creamy tide that overflowed, dripping down my thighs, pooling on the sheets below. I came with him, my body convulsing, a soft cry tearing from my throat as my pussy clamped around his cock, milking every drop, my clit throbbing under the weight of our shared release.

“You’re mine, Liam.”

“And you’re my hotwife.”

We collapsed together, the swing creaking to a stop, his cock still inside me, softening in my slick, ruined hole. My husband’s arms wrapped around me, warm and steady, his lips brushing my forehead, tasting salt and love. The room smelled of us—cum, musk, and the faint lavender of home, a sanctuary rebuilt in our filth.

Friday loomed, a neon horizon where I’d fuck strangers under the Freedom Club’s lights, Liam’s eyes on me from our bedroom, his cock leaking as he watched. Our love would burn brighter, a cuckold’s vow sealed in cum and compersion, our marriage a twisted, holy flame.


Chapter Twenty-Four

◆◆◆

“You and Liam are a means to the Bull’s end as much as he is to yours. Don’t ever think otherwise.”

I blinked and giggled at Tabitha’s candor. The coffee shop hummed with the low grind of espresso machines, the clatter of porcelain cups, a faint hiss of milk steaming into froth, and the sharp, bitter scent of dark roast beans curling through the air like a lover’s breath.

Steam fogged the wide front windows, streaked with condensation that dripped in slow, lazy trails, blurring the outside world into smears of gray pavement and passing umbrellas. The wooden floorboards creaked under every shift of weight, sticky in places from spilled lattes and sugar granules ground into the grain.

Our table sat near the back, tucked beside a brick wall plastered with faded gig posters, the paper curling at the edges, yellowed with age and nicotine ghosts from years past when smoking indoors was still allowed. The air hung heavy with the mingled aromas of burned sugar, buttery pastries cooling on wire racks behind the counter, and the underlying musk of bodies pressed too close in the cramped space—sweat, perfume, and the faint metallic tang of rain-soaked coats dripping onto the mat by the door.

Tabitha leaned forward, her elbows planted firmly on the scarred oak tabletop, her manicured nails—painted a deep, glossy crimson—tapping a slow rhythm against the rim of her cup, the porcelain chipped along one edge from countless collisions.

Her wedding ring glinted under the pendant lights, a thick band of white gold etched with tiny diamonds that caught the glow and scattered it like sparks across the steam rising from her black coffee. She wore a tight, emerald-green blouse that hugged her full breasts, the fabric stretching taut across her nipples, which poked visibly through the silk, hardened from a chill seeping through the drafty windows or perhaps from the thrill of our conversation.

Her skirt rode high on her thighs, black leather that creaked softly when she shifted, the hem brushing the tops of her sheer stockings, the lace bands visible where her legs crossed, one heel dangling from her toe, swinging lazily like a pendulum, counting down to her next bull’s arrival.

I sat opposite her, my own chair groaning under me, the wooden slats digging into my back through my thin sweater, the wool itching against my skin, still flushed from the morning’s lingering ache from the night before.

Across the room sat Liam with Dale—another cuck: Tabitha’s, his face flushed pink, his glasses fogged from the steam. They huddled like co-conspirators at a small round table littered with crumpled napkins, half-empty mugs, and a plate of croissant flakes scattered like confetti from their animated gestures.

My husband’s eyes flicked to me every few seconds, dark and devoted, his lips curving into a subtle smile each time our gazes locked, his hand gesturing wildly as he spoke, no doubt spilling the filthy details of Lester’s bedtime stretch deep inside me, the swing’s creak, the gush of cum down his throat when he claimed me afterwards.

Dale nodded eagerly, his own wedding band a simpler silver loop, his shirt untucked and rumpled, a telltale bulge tenting his khakis, the fabric strained over his caged cock—I could guess from Tabitha’s earlier hints, the plastic sheath locking him denied, his balls swollen and aching for release that would only come after her bulls had filled her first.

“Ritual is crucial for all three parties—the bull, you, and your cuck.”

Tabitha’s voice cut through the ambient noise, low and husky, laced with the authority of a woman who had orchestrated hundreds of such scenes, her eyes locking onto mine, green and piercing, flecked with gold that sparkled under the lights.

“Never let up on that, Avery. Always insist on a reclaiming rite, or it starts to feel like you are drifting apart.”

“I know… yeah. I’ve experienced that. Liam loves to worship me after a bull fucks me. He licks me deeper and for longer after I’ve been fucked.”

“So does Dale. It’s essential and… honest. My husband almost tries to crawl inside me tongue first, like he wants to suck every drop of bull’s seed out.”

“I love it when Liam goes down on me after my bull leaves, Tabitha.”

My words came out breathy, my thighs clenching involuntarily under the table, the motion squeezing another thick rope of cum from my pussy, the warm slickness sliding down my perineum, coating my asshole in a slippery sheen that made me shift again, the chair’s wooden seat cool and unforgiving against my bare cheeks where my skirt had ridden up.

Lester had fucked me hard before bedtime, and even though I showered this morning, I was still a mess. With Freedom Club beckoning in the early evening, I needed to leave soon, get cleaned up, and be prepared for my interview with Caleb, the club’s owner.

The coffee in my cup trembled slightly in my grip, its surface rippling with my pulse, the steam carrying a faint, underlying whiff of my arousal up to my nostrils—pungent, fertile, a reminder of the two loads sloshing inside my womb, the owner’s cocks having stretched my pussy and battered my cervix with their weight.

Tabitha’s lips curled into a knowing smile, her tongue darting out to lick a stray drop of coffee from the corner of her mouth, the motion slow and deliberate, her teeth gleaming white against the crimson lipstick that matched her nails.

“Most people don’t understand that not all men can satisfy all women sexually… we have parameters and needs that men don’t.”

I nodded, glad we were getting into the emotional details I was still fathoming out.

“Liam gets that. He understands compersion and gets off on watching me reach a high he cannot give me. I need a longer, thicker cock than he has. I also love being fucked by black guys.”

“Me too, Avery. Dale likes to watch sometimes, but mostly he prefers being in the next room, or caged at the club.”

“Caged? You hinted at it.”

“Not the cock cage he’s wearing now. Freedom Club has a few rooms where cuckold husbands can be caged like Tigers while they watch their wives being fucked by one or more bulls on a bed nearby.”

“And they stay there?”

“Sometimes all night, while you go off with other guys, dance, have a drink, make out, or come back, fuck and sleep.”

“Holy shit… I had no idea Freedom Club had such fun.”

“Dale likes the bed being close to his cage so he can smell, hear, and watch every detail while I am fucking my bulls, but he doesn’t want to touch us… just reach and almost get there.”

“Fuck… you’re so… so good at this.”

“It took a while to get into a proper routine, Avery. Cuckolding isn’t for the faint-hearted, nor insecure guys, and without good communication, fucking forget it! Dale and I try to enjoy a significant and very kinky event twice a month at least, although my regular bulls fuck me three times a week at home.”

“Before bedtime?”

“Sometimes, but mostly it’s when Dale and I quarrel — which is far too often. I’m a bitch when I get my period. Having bull cock calms me down right away, but also, if my husband starts an argument, he loves to be punished afterwards—it’s one of our many kinks.”

“Wow!”

Tabitha’s eyebrow arched higher, her foot brushing mine under the table, the pointed toe of her stiletto grazing my calf, sending a shiver up my leg that settled hot and throbbing in my clit, still sensitive from the morning’s reclamation fuck by Liam.

“Have you been fucked during your period?”

“Never… not even by Liam.”

“You should try. Period sex is awesome. Let your husband go first… always… then enjoy a bull afterwards. Some don’t like sloppy seconds after the cuck, but I have a few on my list who don’t care.”

I leaned back against the chair, the wood creaking loudly, my sweater pulling tight across my breasts, my nipples hardening into stiff peaks that scraped the knit fabric, aching for a mouth or fingers to pinch them raw. I took another glance at Liam—he was laughing now, his hand clapping Dale’s shoulder, the sound carrying over the murmur of other patrons, a group of college students at the counter giggling over their phones, oblivious to the sleaze unfolding in our corner.

“Do you ever take a wrong turn, Tabitha?”

“We have done… but it’s mostly wild, errant bulls who catch feelings. I prefer the guys with no interest in loving anyone but themselves — and I don’t mean that in a derogatory way.”

“I understand. Some guys want to remain single.”

“I like those best of all.”

My pussy pulsed, the mixed cum inside me shifting with the motion of my ass cheeks on the solid wood chair, a fresh leak soaking into my already drenched panties, the cotton clinging like a second skin, outlining every swollen fold.

Tabitha’s voice dropped even lower, her eyes narrowing with that predatory gleam, her fingers tracing the rim of her cup in slow, hypnotic circles.

“What is it, Avery? Ask me anything you want.”

“Do you cage Dale all the time?”

“Fuck yes… he loves it. I let him rub his plastic-sheathed cock all over my cum-drenched cunt after the bull leaves.”

“Wow.”

“Listen… get today out of the way with Caleb, join the Freedom Club Alphas, and we can meet again to discuss your options if Liam really wants to be dominated.”

“I won’t humiliate him. Even if he asks.”

“No… me neither. I can have you and your cuck over for dinner one evening. I’ll invite a few bulls, make it an event. Our cucks can sit at the table and dine on us after the bulls fill us up.”

“Fuck!”

The word escaped me in a hiss, my hand flying to my mouth too late, my cheeks flushing hot as a barista glanced over, his apron stained with coffee grounds, his eyes lingering a beat too long on Tabitha’s cleavage before he turned away. The idea sank into me like a thick cock breaching my entrance—bulls at the table, their heavy balls slapping against our asses as they bent us over the dining chairs, cum flooding our pussies in hot, endless ropes while Liam and Dale watched, their cocks straining, then dropping to their knees to lap the overflow from our gaping holes, tongues delving deep into the creamy mess, sucking it down like nectar.

Tabitha chuckled softly, the sound rich and throaty, her foot pressing harder against my calf, the leather of her shoe warm from her skin.

“Cuckolding is a way of life tailored to each couple’s needs, Avery. It’s not just a lifestyle with a manual that you cherry-pick from. What works for one couple doesn’t for another. Be careful of those who say otherwise. You must plan everything meticulously, or you and the man you love might drift apart.”

“Have you ever wanted to leave Dale… for a bull?”

“Never, nor would I. I’m not looking for a better man. There isn’t one. I just want better sex than my husband can give me and to be fucked so hard and deep my head explodes when I cum.”

“Me too.”

“You’ll love fucking Caleb then.”

“Is he nice?”

“Not as a husband… fuck that. I’d probably slit his throat after a week, but as a bull and lover, Caleb is supreme. What I like most, aside from his enormous cock and staying power, is his compassion for cucks. If Liam wants to lick his balls or lie underneath you, licking the dribbles while he fucks you—it’s not a problem.”

“Liam is undecided on that.”

“Dale loves the occasional anal fucking from a bull.”

I gasped, the sound sharp in the humid air, my pussy clenching hard enough to force a bubble of cum to the surface, the slick pop audible only to me as it burst against my panties.

Tabitha’s openness was a floodgate to my arousal, her words painting vivid scenes—Dale on all fours, a bull’s thick shaft plunging into his ass, stretching his hole wide while she watched, her fingers buried in her own cunt.

“Does Dale clean your bull’s cock?”

“My husband’s tongue swirls around my lover’s veined cock coated in our cum every time. Again… It’s his thing, so I make sure he gets it. Always keep your cuck happy — I can’t say it too often.”

Tabitha leaned in closer, her breath warm against my ear, carrying the scent of coffee and mint gum, her blouse gaping slightly to reveal the lace edge of her bra, black and sheer, her nipples dark shadows beneath.

“Have you tried your cuck with any bull play?”

“I would love to watch Liam suck cock before and after I get fucked.”

“Have you told him?”

“Not yet. I’ve hinted that it would be okay if he wanted to suck a bull’s cock. I think he got close with Hans one night when we were in a 69 position and my lover fucked me from behind, but I didn’t want to push, and I couldn’t see. Hans wouldn’t tell either.”

“You must be honest with your cuck, Avery. Discuss it openly. You’ve already crossed the Rubicon. There is no point in holding back. Has he asked you to play with him anally?”

“Yes.”

“Consider pegging him then.”

“I will.”

The secret burned on my tongue—Andrew’s strap-on harness hidden in our bedroom drawer, the black dildo gleaming with lube residue from my solo practice sessions, imagining Liam’s moans as I thrust into him, his cock leaking onto the sheets while I described the bulls who’d ruined me that day. But I swallowed it down, the coffee bitter on my palate, the shop’s fluorescent lights buzzing overhead like insects drawn to our heat.

Loving Liam was most important. Everything else was experimental, negotiable. I pushed back my chair, the legs scraping harshly across the floor, drawing a few more glances, my thighs sticking to the wood where cum had seeped through my skirt, leaving a faint, glistening smear I’d have to hide on the way out.

“I have to go, Tabitha. Can’t keep Caleb waiting, and I need to bathe.”

“If you want to cuck the guys with me one night, let’s do it. We can fuck each other—our husbands can watch.”

“I’d love to.”

The promise hung between us, sleazy and electric. The idea of Tabitha’s pussy grinding against mine, our clits rubbing slick and raw, cum from our bulls mixing in a frothy mess between our folds while Liam and Dale stroked their denied cocks, eyes wide with compersion, the air thick with our moans and the wet slap of skin on skin.

I stood on shaky legs, the cum shifting inside me, a heavy weight sloshing toward my entrance, threatening to drip down my thighs in plain view as I waved goodbye, my heart pounding with the honest filth of it all, consensual and raw, our cuckold truth laid bare in the steam and scent of that cramped coffee shop.

At home, before I bathed, I sat on my husband’s mouth, feeding him a hot, creamy mess. Liam couldn’t get enough of me, or what was inside me, regardless of how it got there. Caleb told me not to abstain, to fuck as much as I needed before he took me.

As I stared down at my husband and smiled, his lips glossy with the mess from my pussy, his expression joyful, I knew we were doing the right thing.

“Are you happy, Liam?”

“Yes… very.”

“You’re going to watch Caleb ruin me all evening.”

“I know.”

“And that’s okay?”

“It’s perfect.”

“If you want to call a halt… say so, tonight, or any night. I don’t want to lose you, honey.”

“I promise you won’t, Avery. I love this way of life. I am truly happy being your cuck.”


Chapter Twenty-Five

◆◆◆

The heavy oak door of Freedom Club loomed before us ominously, like it was a gateway to a new life. Around the door handle, its dark grain was etched with faint scratches from countless keys and eager fingernails scraping. The brass handle felt cool and slightly tacky under my palm from the condensation of humid evening air that clung to everything like a lover’s sweat.

I trembled all over, glancing often at my cuck, enjoying his excitement.

Freedom Club was closed on Wednesdays; the sign on the front door confirming it was flipped to “Private Event,” written with a handwritten flourish in crimson ink that bled slightly at the edges, the paper curling from dampness seeping through cracks around the frame.

It was a day when the owners, Caleb and his wife Emma, would interview and induct new members into the fold. The significance of that fact settled in my gut like a warm, viscous pool of sexual anticipation mixed with the faint, lingering ache from needing a long, thick cock to throb deep inside my stretched pussy walls.

I was clean inside, having had my husband’s tongue, then a showerhead flush out most of the cum previous Bulls had decanted inside me. I felt fresh and ready to be fucked, but as I thought about Caleb taking me while my husband watched, every subtle shift of my hips caused a flutter of my pussy lips, a tickle inside me, and a slick, creamy flow of arousal leaked slowly into the gusset of my lace panties.

My panty fabric was already soaked and clinging to my swollen folds, the musky scent of my arousal rising faintly with the heat radiating from between my thighs. I was like a broodmare in season, desperate for a cock to breed me.

I’d heard whispers about the Freedom Club in steamy online Hotwife and Cuckold forums, and I’d read similar on blogs drenched in anonymous confessions. People said that the Alphas, who were the prime male and female members, had a strict entry criterion. The words describing their exploits glowed on my screen late at night while Liam slept beside me, his breath steady and warm against my shoulder.

Some posts detailed rejections for couples who wavered even slightly in their commitment, whether it was to swinging or cuckolding. Purity of kink, honesty in all things, and a professional approach to authentic lifestyle choices were expected and given by all members in return.

Some nights, the idea of Freedom Club drove me wild. While Liam slept, the air in our bedroom became thick with the scent of my arousal as I fingered my slick, ruined hole, using the remnants of Andrew’s bedtime creamy kiss inside me to lube my masturbation.

If my husband woke, I mounted his face, riding his lips until I came, imagining the club’s velvet ropes keeping my cuck at bay while the bulls permitted beyond it fucked me.

My husband would automatically be excluded from the Alpha’s membership tier due to his desire to be an absolute and authentic cuck. The lifestyle had enveloped him, giving Liam greater confidence and happiness than I’d ever noted in him.

That thought of my husband’s compersion for my pleasure sent a fresh pulse through my core, my solid, engorged clit twitching against damp cotton. The idea of him being denied fucking me while I was claimed made my nipples harden into stiff peaks that scraped painfully against the silk of my blouse, the fabric damp where sweat had beaded along my cleavage from the nervous heat building under my skin.

As a Beta male member, Liam could fuck other women if they invited him, the possibility flickering in my mind like a distant flame, but most ladies respected a cuck’s desire to be just that, and they wouldn’t try to entice him into bed. Like mine, their pussies were reserved for Alphas while a cuck like Liam watched his wife being satisfied, his tongue eager for the creamy aftermath of my delight, his treat was eating thick ropes of semen from my well-fucked cunt.

Caleb and Emma met us at the front door, a surprise to me because I assumed my Bull’s wife wouldn’t be involved in our interview and possible induction. Her presence added a layer of intimate scrutiny that made my pulse thunder in my ears, the blood rushing hot to my cheeks and pooling heavily in my womb.

Emma smiled sweetly, her lips full and painted a soft rose that glistened under the porch light. She kissed us both on the cheek, her breath warm and scented with vanilla and something sharper, like the faint tang of arousal lingering from her own morning rituals. Her cheek felt soft and slightly dewy against mine, leaving a faint trace of her lipstick that I could feel cooling on my skin.

Taking my husband’s hand in hers, Emma’s fingers slender and cool, her nails perfectly manicured in a French tip that grazed his palm, she led him inside. Her hips swayed in a tight pencil skirt that hugged the curve of her ass, the fabric whispering with each step. She had the demeanor of a beautiful attendant showing my husband around an art gallery, her voice a melodic lilt echoing faintly in the entryway as the door clicked shut behind us with a heavy, final thud that vibrated through the marble floor under my heels.

It seemed my husband was the main event.

“Would you like to see where many men will pleasure your wife, honey?”

“Yes, please.”

“If you have any questions as we go around, please ask. It saves everyone from embarrassment later.”

“I think I understand. I am truly a cuck.”

“Let’s find out how much of a cuck you are, shall we?”

Without speaking, her husband took my hand, his grip firm and possessive, his palm rough with calluses that scraped lightly against my skin, sending sparks up my arm. Then, as an odd pair of couples, we were shown around the club by Emma.

The air deeper inside was cooler and thicker, saturated with the honey-polished scent of leather upholstery and an underlying musk of bodies that had writhed in the shadows, their sweat and cum absorbed into a room that echoed every girl’s orgasm.

Emma’s heels clicked sharply on the polished hardwood as she pointed at the signed rooms and various open areas of the club. She described their uses with a casual authority that made my pussy clench, a fresh dribble of my arousal seeping out through drenched panties to coat my inner thighs in a warm, sticky trail that I was sure everyone could smell.

“Freedom Club is all about luxury, fetish, and kink, Liam. The stage is where Alpha Bulls will fuck Avery while you watch from the sofa. She might be taken on a bed, over a fuck-bench, freestanding, impaled on two cocks, or while dangling from a swing. Do you have one at home?”

Her voice was smooth and inviting, her eyes flicking to Liam with a warmth that put him at ease, her hand still holding his as she gestured toward a raised platform at the far end of the main lounge.

“We do… a Bull visits nightly before bedtime to satisfy my wife.”

“Then you cuddle Avery once he finishes inside her?”

“After I go down on her, yes.”

“And you do that every time another man fucks your wife?”

“Yes.”

“Do you ever feel jealous of Avery’s lovers?”

“Not even slightly.”

“Do you hold your wife’s hand while a bull fucks her? Maybe you like to stare at her, with both your eyes locked, her loving you while another man pleasures her.”

“Yes, and yes.”

Liam’s responses came steady and relaxed, his voice laced with pride, his free hand brushing against his thigh where his cock was already stirring, its outline visible through his trousers. I noticed a bead of precum darkening the fabric of his jeans as the words left his lips.

“You’re a wonderful cuckold. What do you enjoy when cleaning Avery’s ruined pussy after she’s been seeded?”

“I enjoy feeling my wife’s complete, relaxed happiness.”

“And the taste of the spoils the Bull leaves inside her — the creampie. How do you find it?”

“I love it.”

“Me too.”

Emma’s smile was encouraging, her thumb tracing a slow circle on the back of Liam’s hand, the motion reassuring rather than intimate. The lounge around us was vast and shadowed, chandeliers dripping with crystal that caught the low light and scattered it like stars across a small wooden parquet dancefloor and leather banquettes, each one scarred with faint indentations from bodies pressed deep. The air hummed with the faint buzz of hidden speakers playing a low, throbbing bass that vibrated through the floor and up into my core.

“Do you understand that when you enter this club, your rights of sexual access to Avery change considerably?”

“I do.”

“This is where you can be you, Liam.”

“I want that… for me and for Avery.”

My husband’s answers were immediate and unrehearsed, his eyes meeting Emma’s with assured and unwavering devotion. As I watched Liam’s face, the memory of his tongue plunging into my ruined pussy flashed in my mind, his wet sucks, and swallows echoed in my ears, as the briny taste of bull cum coated his throat while he worshipped me.

“We encourage all our cuck members to get involved in cleaning up the mess inside their wives, but you aren’t allowed to fuck her once you pass through the front door.”

“Is my cleaning up part of the show?”

“You can ask for privacy, but you’ll find only encouragement from members who love to watch a great cuckold couple. Nobody here will ever shame or humiliate you, unless you ask them nicely.”

“Avery takes care of my every need.”

“And you’ll never try to make love to her in this place?”

Emma’s tone was firm yet kind, her grip on Liam’s hand tightening slightly, a subtle squeeze that made his breath hitch, his chest rising and falling faster under his shirt, sweat beading at his temples in the warm, enclosed space.

I held my breath, knowing this question was crucial.

“I love my wife in different ways, Emma. She needs deep penetration, big, black cocks, and energetic lovers… things I can’t give her.”

She smiled, and I exhaled slowly. Emma looked at me, nodding as though she were deeply impressed. Then she looked at Liam.

“Then I believe you truly understand compersion.”

My husband’s answers had landed perfectly for Caleb; his nod was slow and approving, a pleased rumble in his throat as he squeezed my hand in return. His fingers felt warm and strong, the heat from him radiated up my arm and down through my core, settling heavily between my legs where my pussy pulsed, my arousal layering deeply against my swollen lips.

I realized that Emma taking the lead with my husband wasn’t about my interview to be fucked by Caleb. Her guidance of the process was a careful vetting of Liam’s understanding of cuckolding, his consent, while she made sure I wasn’t coercing him. It was a gentle version of the same thing that happened at the German Spa where our marriage was reborn.

The candlelit corridors we passed through had alcoves on either side every few meters. Each had curtains that could be closed, enough space inside, and a robust shelf where couples could fuck. Each nook was lined with mirrors that reflected our odd procession infinitely, my flushed face multiplied in them, and I saw my skirt cling to my thighs and ass, stressing my figure for the big-cocked bull who would fuck me.

At a door marked Private, Emma halted and stared into my husband’s eyes.

“My husband is going to fuck your wife beyond this door.”

“Okay.”

“Do you want to watch or wait at the bar?”

Liam glanced at me, and I nodded. When he looked back at Emma, she grinned.

“Well done, Liam… you asked your wife for permission, as every good cuck does.”

“Thank you.”

“I think you are ready for the next level.”

“I am.”

Emma glanced at her husband and nodded, a silent communication that passed like electricity, her hair swaying in loose waves that carried the scent of jasmine shampoo mixed with the faint, earthy musk of her own arousal.

Caleb turned to face me, his body close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his broad chest, his stare deep into my eyes as though he were studying me carefully, peeling back layers with his gaze. The intensity made my breath catch, my nipples tightening further against my blouse, the silk rasping over sensitive peaks with every shallow inhale.

“How long have you been cuckolding Liam, Avery?”

His voice was deep and resonant, vibrating through the air between us, tickling inside my womb. His breath felt warm against my face, carrying the faint scent of mint, his free hand brushing a stray hair from my cheek, the touch lingering, electric and exciting.

I trembled from head to foot, desperate for this gorgeous, big-cocked bull to fuck me.

“More than a month, probably closer to six weeks.”

“And how many bulls have serviced you in that time?”

“A dozen. I have lost count, to be honest.”

“And were there any missteps along the way?”

“One time only. It was a bull who caught feelings for me. We ended it and left immediately. He’s in the past.”

“Good. You cannot catch feelings for any Bull here.”

“I love my husband, Caleb… just him… always and exclusively. That’s the part of me Liam wants. He gives me to other lovers freely and with a good heart.”

“Are you taking birth control?”

“Absolutely.”

“Do you enjoy anal sex? Sorry, but I have to ask.”

“Yes, deeply, and I love double penetration too.”

“And what about period sex?”

“We’re trying that soon.”

“Talk to me about the last couple of weeks, please.”

My words tumbled out, my voice husky, my mind racing through the timeline and events. I recalled the first tentative texts to Hans before he flew in from Germany, the airport collection, and his wonderful three-night stay.

Then I described Andrew’s basement dungeon with its fuck-bench still imprinted on my knees in faint red marks. Finally, there was Lester’s swing creaking under his thrusts that buried his cock deep inside me. Each memory sent a fresh throb through my core, my panties now a sodden mess, the gusset must be translucent because it was very sticky.

I left out the matter that caused us to leave, scratching the one who caught feelings from me out of my memories.

Caleb’s questions probed me deeper, his eyes narrowing slightly as he interrogated me. But I just felt even more aroused as my desire for him ramped up. The hallway’s ambient light cast shadows across my prospective lover’s chiseled jaw, his stubble rough and dark. With each question, the air between us thickened with anticipation, and when he fell silent, I heard the faint drip of condensation from a nearby ice bucket on the bar echoing like a slow heartbeat.

“How many men will you fuck in one session, Avery?”

“I have no idea. I’ve never considered an upper limit.”

“Do you enjoy being gangbanged?”

“Yes, very much.”

“Shall we start you with six Alphas taking you on your inaugural night?”

“Yes, please. Can some of them be black?”

“Certainly. Three of each.”

The numbers felt both exhilarating and exposing, my pussy clenching at the admission of my slutty desire. A bubble of my arousal forced its way out to trickle into my panties, warm and viscous, soaking along my perineum, coating my asshole in a slippery sheen that made me shift my weight, the heels of my shoes digging into the wooden floor.

“Are you running an OnlyFans?”

Caleb’s tone sharpened just a fraction, his hand sliding from mine to rest lightly on my lower back, the pressure guiding me forward. His palm felt hot through the thin fabric of my skirt, his fingers splaying wide enough to brush the top of my ass crack.

I felt his cock probe me, and I ground into it. He felt long and hard, his tip almost parting my swollen lips.

“We will be running a streaming service, but that won’t affect anything here.”

My assurance came quickly, my skin prickling under his touch, the promise of my and Liam’s upcoming wedding anniversary filming with three bulls fucking me flickering in my thoughts. I imagined the cameras capturing every squelch and gush, and I shivered.

“Good. We generally don’t approve of OnlyFans, because this club is about lifestyle rather than social media stars. There is no filming in here.”

“Understood.”

“Then we can begin.”


Chapter Twenty-Six

◆◆◆

Emma led my husband through the door marked “Private,” her arm now linked through his, her body close enough that her breast brushed against his arm, the silk of her blouse whispering against his sleeve.

Caleb escorted me behind them, his hand never leaving my back, the heat of it, of him seeping through to my skin. We found ourselves inside the owner’s apartment, a luxury, massive, open-plan home with a log fire crackling at one end, flames licking hungrily at seasoned oak logs that popped and hissed, sending sparks dancing up the chimney and filling the air with the rich, smoky scent of burning wood mingled with the sharper tang of resin.

A sex swing dangled over a marble floor in the middle of a large open area, its mesh panels taut and black, straps thick and leather-bound, swaying gently from a reinforced beam overhead, the steel hook gleaming dully, the floor beneath polished to a mirror shine that reflected the fire’s glow in flickering oranges and reds, already marked with faint scuff marks from previous suspensions.

Caleb smiled at my wide eyes and the innocent look on my face.

“My wife loves taking Alpha males here before she joins me in bed.”

“And what about you?”

“I like my Alpha girls in bed.”

“I see.”

“Two at a time, one on my cock, the other riding my face.”

I blushed. Even though mine and Liam’s cuckold lifestyle had become seasoned and layered, the honest talk around it still shocked me. That scandalous sensation gave me a buzz every time, like I was doing something so extreme but loving every moment of it.

Caleb held my hand and pointed to a nest of fern green leather sofas arranged in a square with one open end.

“I like to fuck new Alpha females on the sofa while their husbands watch. Your cuck is important… his reaction makes all the difference.”

“Liam loves being a cuckold.”

“By that definition, he is willing to give you away?”

“Ask him yourself.”

Caleb didn’t need to ask my husband anything. Liam just nodded and smiled.

“I am happy being Avery’s cuckold.”

“And you won’t interfere when I fuck her?”

“As long as she consents.”

“Oh, she must… otherwise, this cannot happen.”

“I serve my wife at her pleasure.”

“And your pleasure?”

“Compersion. Need I say more?”

“No, Liam. That’s good enough for me. Believe it or not, I frequently enjoy watching my wife being fucked hard. It puts me in the mood to enjoy whichever member I have invited to my bed.”

“We think Freedom Club is a good fit for us.”

“I believe you will both be very happy here. Your wife… and you, will be treated with the utmost respect.”

“Thank you.”

“Do you consent to me taking your wife, Liam?”

“Of course.”

My breath hitched, my entire body filled with excitement, my hormones surging, tingling everywhere while my pussy throbbed for Caleb’s cock, for his seed, and for my husband’s eyes to feast on every moment. I loved being taken by a bull, not just for the sexual satisfaction, but because our marriage vows were rewritten, if not in canon, at least in our minds.

The room was candlelit, dozens of pillars in glass holders scattered across side tables and the mantel, their flames guttering in a draft from the fire. Wax pooled in molten tears that dripped slowly down the sides, looking like semen dribbling from a cock.

The air was faintly hazy with smoke, and it felt heavy from an exotic perfume of sandalwood incense burning in a brass holder. The aroma mingled with the festive spice of cinnamon and pine from a hidden diffuser, evoking Christmas in a den of sin.

Emma dimmed the lights, which were yellow rather than white, and the room glowed, built for seduction. Long shadows danced across the walls that were paneled in dark wood, the grain swirling like fingerprints in the low light. The ceiling was high and vaulted, with exposed beams that creaked faintly in the heat.

My pussy leaked thick, creamy arousal that soaked through my panties, exuding my scent along with all the complementary smells in the room. My thighs became sticky, but I didn’t care, because being a hot, horny mess was all part of my fun.

Emma led my husband to a sofa and whispered instructions, her lips brushing his ear, her breath hot and moist, her hand trailing down his arm to rest on his thigh.

“Undress, please, Liam. Our hotwives love to watch a cuck in full compersion.”

“I… err… oh my.”

“Please don’t be embarrassed. I love cuck husband’s. I think any man sweet and brave enough to let his wife fuck a better lover is worth his weight in gold.”

Her voice was a sultry murmur, her eyes locked on his, watching as he complied, his fingers fumbling with buttons, the fabric of his shirt parting to reveal his ripped chest. His cheeks flushed, and with heat rising rapidly, sweat beaded in the hollow of his throat.

My husband eyed Emma with a look of fear dancing in his eyes.

“Am I allowed to… You know?”

His question came hesitant, his pants sliding down his legs, the fabric pooling at his ankles, his average-sized, but beautiful cock springing free. Emma glanced down and then raised her eyebrows encouragingly when she looked back at Liam, who was already rock hard and leaking a thin strand of precum that dangled from the tip of his cock. It swayed with his movements.

“You can masturbate into tissues here. We have special cuck-only bins for disposal of those in the club areas. Avery can’t help you.”

“I understand that.”

“I’m sorry if we keep going over the same thing, honey. It’s so important to set standards and keep them.”

“You won’t have any problems with me, Emma.”

“I can see that. If you’d like to explore other kinks, I can help you.”

“Oh, really?”

“I spank many cucks… in this room, actually. Most are submissive to some degree, and they love a sound ass paddling.”

“I might try.”

The thought of Emma thrashing my husband appealed and made me feel jealous in equal measure. I thought of the strap-on cock Andrew loaned us, of the pegging I’d promised but not yet delivered, and I felt mildly guilty.

There was an awkward pause while Emma looked at me, studying my mood, evaluating as only a real dominatrix can. Thankfully, my husband broke the impasse.

“Umm, sorry, Emma. Tissues, please?”

Emma’s response was clear, her hand gesturing to a discreet basket lined with black plastic, tissues stacked neatly beside it. The air around me thickened with my husband’s arousal, the scent of his precum sharp and salty, mingling with the room’s heavier odors.

When my husband collected a wad of tissues and returned to Emma, she pointed at a sofa.

“You’ll sit right here, Liam — opposite Avery so you can watch every stroke of my husband fucking her.”

“But I can clean her?”

My husband’s voice steadied, his naked body settling onto the leather, the material cool against his bare ass and balls, sticking slightly where sweat had already begun to form.

“Yes… You can also touch her while my husband fucks her… or when any Bull does for that matter. You can kiss her on the lips, suck her nipples, and even tongue her clit while Caleb’s cock is inside her. You can suck my husband’s cock too if you wish, although not all Bulls will allow that.”

“That’s umm… that’s…”

Go on, darling, go for it.

“That’s interesting. Maybe soon.”

“Whatever pleases you, Liam.”

“Cleaning Avery does.”

“Okay, just a few more rules and opportunities for you to note, please.”

The permissions spilled from Emma’s lips like filthy promises, my pussy quivering just at the thought of Caleb filling me with his cock and seed before my husband licked and sucked it out. The images were vivid. I would ride Caleb’s shaft in reverse cowgirl, where he sat, Liam’s tongue flicking my clit. My lover’s thick shaft would piston in and out, our lathering cum frothing around the edges where my pink seal sucked my lover’s shaft tightly.

Then, after Caleb squirted his load deep inside me, I would slide off his cock, dripping semen onto Liam’s face in hot splatters.

“We do have a reclaiming room where you and Avery can go if she wishes to. There, you are free to do as you wish, but Club rules are that you’re not allowed to fuck Avery raw for five days prior to her taking bulls.”

The rule hung heavy, Emma’s eyes flicking to me, her smile knowing, the fire crackling louder as a log shifted, sending a shower of sparks.

“Wow.”

“Yep… best buy a good supply of condoms.”

“I shall.”

Liam’s exclamation was breathy, his hand already wrapping around his cock, stroking it slowly, the slick sound of skin on skin, faint but audible, his sharp, scented precum smearing along his shaft.

“We play cuckolding for keeps here. No love between the hotwife and the bull. No interference by a cuckold once his wife is handed to a superior lover.”

Emma’s tone was emphatic, her body language open, her legs crossed elegantly, the skirt riding up to reveal the lace tops of her stockings, garters taut against her pale thighs.

“That’s what we like.”

Liam’s agreement was fervent, his strokes quickening, his eyes locked on me, devotion burning bright.

“Good.”

Our game could begin. My husband’s clothes were folded neatly on the armrest, his cock throbbing in his fist, veins pulsing, the head glistening with fresh precum that dripped onto his thigh in a clear strand.

Emma held his tissues, the paper crinkling softly. She sat nearby, but not close enough to touch him, her posture relaxed, thighs parted slightly, the scent of her own arousal faint but detectable in the warm air.

She looked serene, far more than I anticipated she might be when not swinging—I imagined there must be a tiny element of a cuckquean in her, her eyes lingering on Liam’s cock with a subtle hunger, her chest rising and falling steadily, nipples visible through her blouse as faint, dark shadows.

Emma’s eyes were dark with anticipation, the candle flames reflecting in twin flickers as she rose gracefully from the sofa, the leather sighing beneath her. The room pulsed with heat—the crackle of the fire, the heavy sandalwood incense curling in lazy spirals, the faint cinnamon spice teasing the air like a forbidden promise.

My heart thundered, a frantic drumbeat echoing in my ears, my pussy clenching with a slick, aching need that sent fresh arousal dripping down my inner thighs, warm and viscous, soaking the lace of my panties until the fabric clung transparently to my swollen folds.

I stood slowly, my fingers trembling with excitement as they found the hem of my blouse, the silk cool and slippery against my heated skin. I peeled it upward in a deliberate tease, the fabric whispering over my ribs, catching briefly on the swell of my breasts before lifting free, my nipples hardening instantly in the warm, hazy air, tight peaks begging for touch. The blouse fluttered to the marble floor, landing in a soft puddle that reflected the fire’s glow in shimmering silvers.

My skirt followed, the zipper rasping down with a slow, seductive hiss, the material sliding over my hips and pooling at my feet, leaving me in nothing but sheer black lace panties already darkened with my juices, the crotch a sodden ruin that outlined every curve of my labia.

Emma turned me to face her husband. While planting soft kisses across my neck, she reached around and spread my pussy lips wide apart with an index finger and thumb from one hand, sinking two digits inside my sticky, throbbing hole with the other.

“I love when you fuck a beautiful woman, Caleb.”

“I know, darling.”

“She feels tight.”

“She’s dripping wet.”

Caleb watched his wife swirl her fingers around inside me. When she scooped out my heavy cream and devoured it, I gasped.

When she walked back to my cuck, Caleb’s eyes devoured me, a slow smile curving his lips as he unbuttoned his shirt, the fabric parting to reveal hard planes of his chest, muscles rippling under tanned skin dusted with dark hair that trailed downward in a tempting line.

His pants dropped next, the belt buckle clinking softly, the zipper’s teeth parting with a low growl, his cock springing free—thick, long, and veined, the crown flushed deep red and glistening with a bead of precum that trembled before dripping in a slow strand to the floor.

He kicked off his shoes, the leather uppers thudding dully against my cuck’s sofa. Then he stood, naked and unashamed, his arousal a towering promise that made my mouth water and my pussy throb harder, slickness dribbling from my hole zigzagging in a warm trail down my thigh.

I sank to my knees on the cool marble, the stone biting into my skin with a delicious chill that contrasted the fire’s heat. My thighs parted wide as I settled my weight back on my heels. My juices leaked freely now, a steady drip that pooled beneath me on the marble in a glistening puddle, the musky scent of my arousal rising sharp and intoxicating, mingling with the smoky wood and sandalwood to create a heady fog.

I leaned forward, my hands gripping Caleb’s thighs, fingers digging into firm muscle slick with a faint sheen of sweat. I licked the underside of his cock in one long, worshipful stroke—from the heavy weight of his balls, where the skin was taut and wrinkled, up the throbbing vein that pulsed like a heartbeat, to the slick crown where I swirled my tongue around the rim, tasting the salty tang of his precum that coated my lips in a glossy sheen.

My husband gasped when I took Caleb’s cock into my mouth, my lips stretching wide around his girth, the heat of him searing my tongue as I sucked gently, reverently. I hollowed my cheeks to draw out more of my lover’s creamy essence, my throat relaxing to take him deeper until the bulge pressed against my tonsils.

My marriage existed outside the cuckolding bubble. What mattered most now was Caleb, and I worshiped him with slow bobs of my head, my tongue tracing every ridge and vein along his cock, my saliva mixing with his precum in wet, slurping sounds that echoed off the paneled walls.

My pussy clenched emptily, hungrily, slick, sticky juices dribbling faster now, the puddle spreading beneath me in a warm, sticky mirror of my devotion.

As I sucked Caleb, he groaned, his hand tangling in my hair, fingers gripping without force, guiding me as I lavished his cock with adoration—kissing the crown, licking the slit where fresh precum welled in pearly beads, sucking the head until it popped free with a wet smack, strings of saliva stretching between us before breaking.

I heard my cuck moaning, listened to the slick sound of his wanking stroke as his fist slid up and down his cock. My thighs trembled, spread obscenely wide, and I arched my back, hoping my husband could see my slit dripping for another man, hear the slurping and choking sound a massive cock made when face fucking me, and enjoy every moment with me.

The cool air kissed my dripping hole, arousal leaking in thick rivulets that cooled on my skin. The scent was overwhelming, a primal call that made Liam’s breath hitch across the room.

I stood on shaky legs, my knees slick with my own juices. Caleb sat on the sofa, its leather creaking under his weight, his cock standing proud and slick with my spit. I turned, stared at my husband, who looked overjoyed when I straddled my lover, my thighs parting over his.

The heat of Caleb’s crown warmed my swollen cunt lips. My eyes were locked with Liam’s, his hand stroking his cock in frantic pulls, tissues crumpled in his fist, his gaze burning with compersion and need.

Slowly and deliberately, I reached between my legs, gripped my bull’s cock, and lowered myself. My brow knitted, and I gasped, my eyes wide when Caleb’s thick crown parted my folds with a wet, sucking sound. His cock stretched me inch by rapturous inch until I sank fully down his gnarly, thick shaft until it was buried to the hilt in my throbbing pussy.

“Are you full, Avery?”

“So fucking full… so fucking happy right now.”

“Good.”

The fullness of Caleb’s throbbing cock inside me was a searing bliss that made me gasp, my walls clenching around him like a velvet vice.

My lover’s hands gripped my hips, his clawing fingers digging into soft flesh as he lifted me, and my pussy slid up his cock beautifully.

Liam stared, grinning broadly, his face contorted in joy and compersion.

“Your wife is cucking you beautifully, Liam.”

“Avery always does.”

“Don’t cum yet, honey… save your semen so you can squirt on the floor underneath your wife while kneeling there and sucking her clit.”

“Oh God, yes.”

My bull lowered me until his cock was balls deep inside my throbbing hole. Then he fucked me hard, thrusting his hips upward in powerful beats. I moaned and rolled my head, swirling my hair wildly, the slap of skin on skin echoing wetly, his cock pistoning deep. Froth built where we joined, my cream coating his shaft in glossy streaks, each descent pushing a new thick ring of mess into his pubic bush.

I rode Caleb harder, my breasts bouncing, my nipples hard and aching, my eyes never leaving Liam’s as pleasure coiled tight in my core.

I beckoned my husband with a curl of my finger, my voice a husky moan

“Come here, my love.”

“Is it time, Avery?”

“I’m almost there. Caleb is so fucking good at riding a girl.”

My husband kneeled before us, his cock throbbing in his hand as he wanked it. He stared at my pussy, his eyes wide as it filled and emptied of Caleb’s cock.

“Suck my clit, please, cuck.”

“Oh, my!”

My husband leaned in, his tongue tracing a hot line around my nipple. He sucked the stiff peak into his mouth, teeth grazing gently, then, while my bull fucked me ferociously, he licked down my sweat-slick abdomen to my clit, swollen and pulsing.

Liam’s licks were fervent, his tongue circling my nub as Caleb pounded his cock balls deep inside me, the dual sensations building a firestorm. I looked down, my breath catching at the sight—Liam’s tongue flicking my clit, but also lapping the creamy froth from Caleb’s shaft as it plunged in and out of my hole.

My husband was finally sucking my juices mingled with Caleb’s precum from the veined length drilling me, his moans vibrating against us both.

The room spun—fire crackling, incense thick, our scents a symphony of sin. Caleb’s thrusts grew erratic, his cock swelling inside me, pressing my tender side walls as I clenched and milked him.

Liam’s tongue worked faster, his hand pumping his own cock in desperate strokes.

I came first, my pussy convulsing around Caleb, a hot gush of slickness flooding out, squirting over Liam’s chin as I screamed, the pleasure shattering me. Caleb followed, roaring as he erupted, his cock pulsing through me, thick ropes of cum flooding my depths, splashing hot and deep.

Liam squirted last, his load splattering the marble in pearly arcs, his cries muffled against my clit as he sucked me so hard my orgasm stretched.

I stood slowly, sliding off Caleb’s cock with a wet pop, his cum dripping from my stretched hole in thick, creamy strands that trailed down my thighs.

I cupped Liam’s chin, guiding him up, and stared deeply into his eyes as I fed him the creampie—his tongue delving into my pussy, lapping greedily at the mingled seed, swallowing every drop as our eyes locked, love and lust sealing us in the fire’s glow.

The room faded, the crackle of logs a distant hymn to our unity.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

◆◆◆

On his knees, my husband’s lips kissed the swollen, tender folds of my pussy with a reverence that made my thighs tremble anew. My slick, puffy flesh still throbbed from Caleb’s brutal stretching inside me, every vein-ridged inch of his cock etched into my walls like a brand that refused to fade.

I had been reshaped.

My husband’s tongue traced the seam where my lips met, lapping gently at creamy rivulets that continued to seep from my gaping hole. When he smiled up at me, thick strands of Caleb’s cum stretched between his mouth and my cunt in glistening, silvery threads that snapped wetly against his chin with every slow, worshipful suck.

Liam sealed his lips around my entrance, puckering tightly until the soft, wet flesh of my pussy molded to the perfect circle of his mouth. He drew back with a powerful, deliberate pull that made an obscene, squealing suction echo through the candlelit room, the sound raw and filthy, like thick honey being dragged through a narrow straw.

I felt the vacuum pull deep inside my womb, and knew a sudden rush of warm, viscous cum surged toward his throat in a single, heavy rope. When he swallowed, my husband’s throat bulged visibly beneath the skin of his neck. The motion was slow and deliberate, like he wanted to make me proud. His Adam’s apple bobbed again and again until every last drop of Caleb had been claimed from inside me.

My torso arched backward, my spine bowing against the lingering pulses of the orgasm Caleb had torn from me. I had one thigh flung high over Liam’s shoulder so my foot dangled behind his back, the sole of it slick from mixed fluids that had dripped down my leg in a warm, sticky trail.

My calf pressed against the sweat-damp cotton of my husband’s shirt, the fabric clinging to his skin where droplets of my squirt had soaked through, leaving dark, translucent patches that smelled sharply of my arousal and the faint chlorine tang of the apartment’s private air.

Another thick pulse oozed from my cunt as Liam’s tongue speared inside me, curling to scoop out and suck clear the deeper reservoir of seed that coated my cervix, its texture silky and warm, tasting of salt and musk and the raw, animal heat of the bull who had flooded me only minutes ago.

I watched, transfixed, as my husband’s cheeks hollowed with each pull that drew a creamy mess from inside me, coating his teeth in a glossy sheen. Tiny bubbles formed at the corners of Liam’s mouth before they burst and slid down his chin in slow, pearly droplets that splattered onto the marble floor beneath us.

Caleb lay sprawled across the sofa, his chest heaving, his spent cock still thick and glistening with my juices. His foreskin was half-retracted over a purple, flushed crown where a final bead of cum trembled before it rolled down the shaft and pooled in the crease of his thigh.

The scent of my bull and husband’s releases hung heavy in the air, mingling with the smoky cedar of candles and the sweeter bite of my own squirt drying in crusty streaks across the leather cushions.

Emma stepped close, her bare feet whispering over the marble, the soft pad of each step leaving faint, damp prints that gleamed under the flickering light.

She cupped my face in both hands, her palms warm and slightly tacky with the residue of her own arousal, and kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding against mine with a slow, deliberate sweep that tasted of vanilla lip gloss and the faint, metallic tang of the bulls who probably fucked her earlier.

Her lips were soft, swollen, the kiss hungry yet tender, sending tremors of liquid heat curling through my belly and straight to my clit, the nub still throbbing against the air where Liam’s breath fanned it in hot, reverent puffs.

“I want you one day, Emma. I want to taste you the way my husband tastes me after every bull.”

“You will. We can play together now that both of you are members of the Freedom Club. Official Alphas and Beta. Welcome to the rest of your lives.”

“We are in?”

“Oh, yes… undoubtedly. Caleb has never bred a new hotwife so thoroughly on her first night. And Liam… your cuck is exquisite.”

“Do you have any advice?”

Emma’s fingers trailed down my neck, tracing the faint red marks her husband’s teeth had left. Her touch felt feather-light yet possessive, sending fresh sparks of joy through my nipples where they scraped against the inside of my silk blouse.

She glanced at Liam, still kneeling between my thighs, his tongue buried deep inside me, his cheeks bulging with another mouthful of cum he refused to swallow until I gave the word.

Emma’s eyes softened, a flicker of genuine reverence crossing her face as she watched him gulp it down at my nod, the thick rope sliding visibly down his throat.

“A good cuck is worth his weight in gold, Avery. Don’t ever lose yours. Alpha women will die to have a man like Liam.”

“Really?”

“Oh yes. A guy who encourages his wife to enjoy sex to the highest possible level, watches you fucking lovers with joy in his eyes, and cleans your sleazy, well-fucked hole afterwards like it’s the holiest sacrament he’ll ever perform? That’s rarer than any ten-inch cock. Honor him. Indulge him. Give him whatever he craves, because he gives you everything.”

“I hadn’t considered that?”

“Because you’ve never had to compete for him. Trust me, once word gets out in the club that Liam exists, hotwives will be begging to borrow him just to feel worshipped the way he worships you. Protect what you have. Feed his compersion the way he feeds on your creampies.”

“Yeah… now you mention it.”

“You’re a lucky girl. Honor and indulge your cuck in anything he wants. Anything. Because he indulges you in everything.”

I looked down at Liam, his face buried between my thighs, lips shiny with Caleb’s cum, his eyes locked on mine with pure, unshakable love.

My heart swelled so fiercely it hurt, a rush of gratitude and possession flooding through me as another thick pulse of seed leaked from my cunt straight onto his waiting tongue.

“Many women want a cuck husband, Avery. Most settle for swinging, but then, souls drift apart.”

“Liam and I are aligned.”

“You are. Keep it that way.”

My husband heard every word, swallowing noisily, reverently, never breaking eye contact. I knew in that moment I would never let another woman taste what was mine.

The drive home was silent at first, the city lights streaking across the windshield in blurred ribbons of red and gold, the leather seat beneath me squelching softly with every shift of my hips.

Caleb’s cum continued to leak from my gaping hole in steady, warm pulses, the puddle beneath my ass spreading wider until it soaked through my skirt and into the seat itself, the fabric growing cold and tacky against my skin.

The air in the car was thick with the scent of sex: sharp salt, musky bull cum, the sweeter tang of my own squirt drying in crusty streaks across my inner thighs, the faint metallic bite of Liam’s precum where it had leaked into his pants since we left Freedom Club.

“Will you fuck me when we reach home, please, Liam?”

“Maybe.”

“Oh… why maybe?”

“I heard what Emma said, and you’ve taken it too much to heart. You do satisfy me, you always have. I want to be a cuck.”

“I know, but…”

“Don’t worry about me and other Alpha women.”

“You are gorgeous, built like an Olympian god… I… maybe I’ve gone too far.”

“Nah… I want this, Avery. If we’re going to make love, let’s do it after Andrew visits tonight.”

I leaned across the console at the red light, the gear-shift knob pressing cold and hard into my hip, and kissed him.

My husband’s lips were still swollen, still glossy with the creamy mess he had sucked from my cunt, the taste exploding across my tongue as I licked into his mouth: salty bull seed, my own slick, the faint bitterness of his own denied release.

Liam moaned into the kiss, soft and needy, his tongue sweeping against mine to share the flavor, pushing the last traces of Caleb’s load back and forth between us until I swallowed it down with a greedy gulp.

“I can taste Caleb on your lips, on your tongue, in every corner of your mouth where you swallowed him straight from my ruined cunt.”

“I like it too. I want this taste in my throat every night when I fall asleep next to you.”

“Did you lick his cock while you sucked my clit, honey? Did you taste the exact spot where he stretched me open, where his veins dragged across my walls and painted me with his seed?”

“Yes.”

His cheeks flushed crimson under the traffic light’s red glow, the heat radiating against my palm as I cupped his jaw, feeling the tiny tremor in his muscles, the way his breath hitched when he admitted it.

“I will give all of this up with one word from you, Liam.”

“No, honey. I can’t live a lie. I love being a cuck… watching you enjoy such ecstasy that I can’t provide.”

“And yet, you are providing it.”

I didn’t push further. I didn’t need to. The confession hung between us like the scent of cum that filled the car, thick and cloying, impossible to ignore. My husband was giving me the best sex I could ever have. Every need I had was fulfilled, but I hadn’t considered Emma’s warning before she gave it.

“I want to make you happy, Liam.”

“You are.”

“You must tell me in every moment of need, and I will fulfill it. I will do anything for you.”

“Keep us on this journey, Avery. That’s all I ask.”

I slid my hand down his chest, my fingers tracing the damp patches on his shirt where my squirt had soaked through as he swallowed it. The fabric clung to his skin in dark, translucent streaks that smelled of my arousal and the faint tang of Caleb’s seed.

“You swallowed his cum from my cunt like it was the only thing keeping you alive, Liam.”

“It’s my kink, darling. I don’t feel ashamed.”

“Nor should you. You knelt in that apartment, with your face buried between my thighs while his seed dripped straight from my ruined hole into your mouth, and you moaned like it was the best thing you’d ever tasted.”

“Because it was. Because it came from you being fucked exactly how you deserve, stretched and filled and bred until you couldn’t think. I felt every pulse of his cock through your body when you came, Avery. I felt him flood you, and I swallowed it all like it was my purpose.”

“You are my purpose, Liam. You’re the only man who will ever own my heart, even while a hundred bulls can own my cunt. Emma was right. A good cuck is worth his weight in gold, and you’re priceless.”

“I don’t want to be anything else. I want to feel every inch of cock that stretches you, taste every load that fills you, watch every bull ruin the pussy I’ll never be big enough to satisfy, but that doesn’t matter. I want to be on my knees every night with another man’s cum drying on my tongue while you fall asleep glowing from being fucked raw.”

I squeezed my husband’s hand hard, feeling the tremor in his grip, the way his breath stuttered when I pressed my cum-soaked thigh against his.

The light turned green, but neither of us moved.

The city blurred around us, headlights streaking across the windshield like tears of joy, the scent of sex and cum and leather filling every breath.

My thighs stuck together with cooling seed, my panties a sodden ruin that squelched softly every time I shifted, the leather seat beneath me now slick with the overflow that had leaked from my cunt the entire drive home.

And in that moment, my life was suspended between the club’s neon glow and the promise of our bed. I had never loved my cuck more.


Chapter Twenty-Eight

◆◆◆

The garage door rumbled shut behind us with a metallic groan that vibrated through the chassis, the echo swallowed by the thick, humid air trapped inside our car.

The scent of my shame was obscene—salty bull cum, my own sharp squirt, the faint copper tang of Liam’s denied precum soaked into my panties and our leather seats. Beneath my ass, the fabric felt cold, like a tacky swamp that clung to my bare thighs where my skirt had ridden up.

Several of Caleb’s loads sloshed inside my womb, almost like I could hear them. With every breath, a warm, viscous tide pressed against my cervix, threatening to spill in a fresh gush down my pussy and into my gusset if I shifted too suddenly.

My panties—black lace, once delicate—were a sodden ruin, the gusset translucent and heavy, glued to my swollen folds by layers of dried and fresh seed, the elastic waistband cutting into my hips where it had twisted during the drive.

The last time Caleb fucked me was after I dressed to leave. Emma had slid my panties aside for her husband to penetrate me, then, when he was done squirting his load inside me, she pulled them back over my swollen, cum soaked lips, patting my throbbing clit for good measure.

Liam’s hand still rested in mine across the console, his thumb tracing slow, deliberate circles over the thin skin between my thumb and forefinger, the pad of his thumb slick with the residue of his own precum that had leaked through his trousers.

His pulse thudded against my palm, fast and steady, the rhythm matching the dull throb in my stretched cunt.

Neither of us moved to open the car doors.

The windows were fogged opaque, condensation streaking in slow rivulets that caught the amber glow of the garage bulb, turning the glass into a smeared canvas of our breath and the heat radiating from our bodies.

Outside, the evening crickets chirred in a distant, indifferent chorus, their sound barely muffled by the sealed car. Our only world now was the reek of sex and the wet squelch of Caleb’s cum shifting inside me.

“It’s an amazing feeling, Avery.”

“What’s that, darling?”

“To be married to a woman, hold her, love her, knowing that another man’s cock has shaped her inside.”

“I’m full of Caleb’s cum too, honey.”

“I love the way that makes me feel.”

I turned my head, the motion slow, my hair sticking to the sweat at my nape, and I met Liam’s eyes.

They were dark, his pupils blown wide, the whites faintly bloodshot from the strain of watching Caleb breed me at the bar. During our induction in the private apartment, my husband swallowed the overflow that had dripped down my thighs in thick, creamy ropes, but the last time he couldn’t, but would have loved to, while the crowd murmured approval.

“I had a great time today, Liam.”

“Me too. It wasn’t what I expected, but what great fun. I especially loved when Caleb took you one last time at the bar, your cheek pressed to the ebony wood, Emma’s hand on your neck, your cunt squelching around his cock while the Alphas watched and handed me their cards.”

“It was wonderful. Emma holding me down for her husband to use me was so fucking sexy, the way her fingers dug into my skin, the way Caleb’s balls slapped my clit with every thrust, the way my squirt soaked the floor in a puddle that reflected the neon lights.”

“Yeah, but I wanted to clean your pussy right there, on my knees in front of everyone, my tongue dragging through the mess while they watched.”

“In front of everyone?”

“Yes. I want the world to know that I am a proud cuck, that I live for the taste of another man’s cum dripping from my wife’s ruined hole.”

“We’ll do it inside, honey. You lie down on the floor, and I’ll feed you every drop Caleb left in me. Then I’ll make dinner while you invite Andrew over for bedtime, his thick cock can stretch me again while you watch from the chair.”

“You want more cock tonight?”

“Don’t you?”

“Yes. I want you to fuck as much as possible, every night, every hole, until you’re glowing and I’m drowning in the overflow.”

“I’m sure we’ll slow down eventually, but not yet. I’m loving this journey. I can’t live without the way my cunt aches constantly, the way your tongue feels like home after every bull fucks me.”

“Me too, but don’t forget the strap-on Andrew gave you to fuck me with.”

He was talking about the harness and black silicone cock loaned to me. It was still in the box, waiting for me to split my husband open, fucking him while describing how a bull had ruined me.

I smiled, my eyes widening, the thought of pegging Liam sending a fresh pulse of slickness from my cunt into my panties. The motion forced a thick bubble of Caleb’s cum to the surface, the warm pop audible in the quiet car as it burst against my ruined panties.

Then came the smell, Caleb, all him, all Alpha male, while my Beta cuck held my hand gently.

The strap-on harness lay in the bedroom drawer, its dildo attachment gleaming with lube residue from my solo practice. I closed my eyes and imagined Liam’s moans as I thrust into him. It made my clit throb against the soaked lace.

“We still have our OnlyFans inaugural event, honey. We keep putting it off—that’s on me.”

“I have all these cards from today, Avery.”

Liam fanned out at least a dozen calling cards, the thick white stock crisp between his fingers. Each was embossed with a name and number in raised black ink, the edges already softened by the sweat of the Alphas who had pressed them into his palm while Caleb’s cock pistoned inside me.

“Do you know which of the guys are black?”

“Yes.”

“Maybe we can entertain a few of them for dinner on your birthday? Perhaps that’s our first time streaming on OnlyFans, three black cocks taking turns fucking me while you watch, and the camera catches every squelch and spurt?”

“Perfect.”

The gap inside me that Caleb had filled ached with a hollow, hungry throb. The walls of my cunt fluttered around the absence of cock, the sensation sharp and insistent, a reminder that I was becoming highly sexualized—physically, emotionally, mentally—in a way most would brand nymphomania.

My clit pulsed against the sodden lace, the friction rasping and sending sparks up my spine. My nipples scraped the silk of my blouse, stiff and aching for teeth, and I panted, remembering what an incredible lover Caleb had been.

I turned and stared at my husband, feeling mildly concerned.

“My sex drive is getting out of control, Liam. I think it’s only fair to tell you that.”

“Good. Life, love, and romance work better with lots of sex. Our marriage is so much happier with your cunt constantly full and leaking, with my tongue coated in bull cum every night.”

“Are you sure? Are you getting what you want?”

“I am more fulfilled now than when I was exclusively responsible for your sexual satisfaction, when I watch you come apart on a cock I’ll never match, when I swallow the proof of your pleasure.”

I gasped and grinned, reaching out and cupping my husband’s cheek in one palm, the skin hot and slightly tacky with dried squirt, his faint stubble rasping against my fingers.

Yes, we were a cuckolding couple, but since that first time a lover fucked me in front of Liam in a German spa, everything had shifted, and now we rose to a new level again.

Now I had regular bulls—Andrew with his basement dungeon and evening visits, Lester filling in some evenings fucking me on our swing. His nine-inch black cock was bliss, and now, an endless roster of Alpha male lovers from Freedom Club waited to ruin me.

The thought of so many men fucking me night after night sent a fresh gush of Caleb’s cum seeping from my hole. The warm slickness coated my inner thighs in a sticky trail that cooled rapidly in the garage air, exuding pure lust.

“Membership at Freedom Club will shape and redefine what our sexual relationship will become, Liam.”

“Nothing about that will ever lead to divorce, if that’s what’s worrying you.”

“It does.”

“Then don’t let it.”

Liam reached across the console and kissed me gently, lovingly, his lips swollen and glossy with the residue of Caleb’s cum he had licked from my folds in the club’s reclaiming room before I was fucked one last time at the bar.

I smelled Caleb on my husband’s breath, tasted the salty, musky tang of bull seed on his tongue, the flavor thick and cloying, coating the back of my throat as I swallowed it down.

My husband could have rinsed his mouth, but he hadn’t.

His inner cuck had taken over completely, and the realization made my cunt clench hard enough to force another thick rope of cum into my panties, the fabric squelching audibly.

Some wives would scorn their cuck husband once he submitted this deeply. They would trade him for a bull who they imagined could love them, but not me.

I needed Liam—needed his devotion, his tongue, his compersion—more now than ever.

I needed a cuck husband.

The front door clicked shut behind us with a soft, final snick, the sound swallowed by the thick carpet in the entryway, the fibers damp beneath my bare feet where I had kicked off my heels the moment we stepped inside.

The house smelled of us—wood polish, coffee grounds, and the sharp, unmistakable reek of sex that had seeped into every surface, every cushion, every breath we took.

Caleb’s cum had leaked steadily during the drive, the puddle beneath my ass on the car seat now a cold, tacky swamp that clung to my skirt, the fabric heavy and sodden, the stain spreading in a dark, glistening bloom.

I pointed to the floor.

“Make yourself comfortable, honey.”

“Shall I strip naked?”

“Up to you. I don’t mind if you wank while I feed you.”

“I will… but please don’t help me. I crave denial.”

“As you wish, Liam.”

I wriggled out of my panties in one fluid motion, the lace peeling away from my skin with a wet, sucking sound. I glanced down and saw the gusset was a translucent sheet of cum and slick that stretched in sticky threads before snapping free, landing on the sodden cotton.

Cool air kissed my bare cunt sharply, my swollen folds glistening under the foyer light. Caleb’s seed still oozed in slow, creamy rivulets that traced warm paths down my inner thighs, pooling in the hollows behind my knees.

I stepped over the ruined lace panties, leaving them in a sodden heap on the tile, the fabric already cooling into a stiff, crusted relic of our shame.

Liam dropped to the floor without a word, the parquet cool and slick beneath his back where previous loads had dried in faint, ghostly streaks.

He lay flat, his cock jutting upward, rigid and leaking, a bead of precum trembling at the slit before it rolled down the shaft in a slow, clear strand that caught the light like a spider’s thread.

My husband’s eyes locked on my well fucked cunt, his pupils blown wide, his breath already coming in shallow, hungry pants.

I straddled his face, my thighs trembling as I slowly and carefully lowered myself. The muscles in my legs burned from the strain of the day, the stretch pulling at the raw, abraded skin where Caleb’s hips had slammed into mine.

My cunt hovered an inch above Liam’s mouth, the heat of his breath fanning my swollen clit, the nub throbbing in time with my pulse.

Caleb’s cum dripped in a thick, deliberate rope, the warm strand stretching from my gaping hole to land with a wet splat across Liam’s lips, coating his tongue in a glossy sheen before he swallowed it down with a low, reverent moan.

I fished my phone from my skirt pocket, the screen smeared with dried squirt, and I dialed my sister, the ringtone shrill in the quiet house.

Liam’s tongue speared upward the moment the call connected on speaker, dragging through my folds in one long, worshipful stroke, the flat of it scooping a fresh wave of cum that he sucked into his mouth with a wet, greedy slurp.

“Hey, Claire. Yeah, we’re home. Just walked in.”

“How did it go?”

“Our inauguration?”

“Yeah! What else?”

Liam’s lips sealed around my aching pussy entrance, puckering tight until the soft, puffy flesh of my cunt molded to the perfect circle of his mouth.

He drew back with a powerful suction that made an obscene, squealing pop echo through the foyer, the vacuum pulling a heavy rope of Caleb’s seed from deep inside my womb in a single, warm surge.

I felt my lover’s cum slide over my cervix, thick and viscous, before it flooded down my pussy into my husband’s throat in a slow, deliberate gulp. His Adam’s apple bobbed visibly beneath the skin of his neck when he swallowed.

“Freedom Club was insane. They fucked me on the bar, Claire. Caleb, the owner—his cock is massive. He bent me over, Emma held my face down, and he pounded me while Liam watched and collected numbers from the bulls who want to breed me next.”

“So that’s it then. You guys are a cuckold couple?”

“You must try it, Claire.”

“I want to… so much, but Steve…”

“Find the right moment. Let him catch you watching cuckold porn, then cuck his cock.”

“I try hard, honey. He loves licking me… I mean real worship, so maybe that’s a sign.”

Liam’s tongue curled inside me, scooping deeper, his tongue tip brushing the tender walls where Caleb’s cock had stretched me. The sensation felt sharp and electric, sending a fresh gush of slickness that mixed with cum and dripped in a frothy mess onto his chin.

His hands gripped my thighs, fingers digging into the soft flesh, pulling me down harder, his nose buried in my clit, the pressure perfect, relentless.

“What did I just hear, Avery?”

“We just got home… “

“Is Liam being a cuck right now?”

“Yeah, he’s cleaning me. On the floor, his tongue is deep inside my cunt. He’s sucking Caleb’s load straight from my hole while I talk to you. Can you hear him slurping?”

“Yes. I want to fuck Caleb, too. Can you imagine if he’d do us both? Remember that time we fucked my boyfriend Karl together?”

“I do

Claire’s laugh crackled through the speaker, tinny and distant. The sound was muffled by the wet, rhythmic smacks of Liam’s mouth working my cunt, the squelch of cum and slick filling the foyer like a filthy symphony.

I rocked my hips, grinding down, feeding my husband, my free hand tangling in his hair, the strands damp with sweat and the residue of my squirt from earlier.

Another thick pulse oozed from my cunt, its warm slickness coating his tongue in a layer, the scent rising thick and heady, mingling with the faint lavender of the entryway candle that had burned low, its wax pooled in a molten tear on the console table.

“Send me pics next time. I want to see Liam’s face buried in your mess. It “might help my case with Steve.”

“Will do. Gotta go—Andrew’s coming over to fuck me again before bed. Talk soon.”

I ended the call, the phone slipping from my fingers to clatter on the tile, the screen cracking faintly where it landed in a puddle of cum that had dripped from my thighs.

Liam’s tongue never stopped, lapping, sucking, swallowing, his moans vibrating against my clit, the sound raw and desperate, his cock jerking untouched, leaking a steady stream of precum that pooled on his stomach in a clear, sticky puddle.

I ground down harder, my cunt clenching around his tongue, the stretch pulling at the raw, abraded walls, the pleasure sharp and unrelenting, building in a hot, coiling wave that threatened to crash.

Our dining room glowed under the low amber flicker of beeswax candles, their flames trembling in glass holders that sweated faint trails of condensation down the sides. The wax pooled in molten tears that hardened into creamy ridges along the oak table’s scarred surface.

My husband was in our driveway talking to Andrew, making arrangements for my goodnight fuck.

The air hung thick with roasted garlic, cracked pepper, and the rich, buttery scent of seared ribeye, still sizzling faintly on the platter, its juices pooling in a dark, glistening lake that reflected the candlelight in crimson streaks.

Mashed potatoes steamed in a porcelain bowl, the surface glossy with heavy cream and flecks of chives, the scent earthy and warm, mingling with the sharp tang of red wine as it breathed in crystal glasses, the liquid staining the rims in sticky rings that caught the light like fresh blood.

I moved barefoot across the cool hardwood, the grain etched with faint scratches from nights of desperate fucking, my soles sticking slightly around the front door where droplets of Caleb that spilled from my husband’s mouth had dried in ghostly streaks.

My skirt clung to my thighs, the fabric damp and heavy with the overflow from Caleb’s bar breeding, the stain spreading in a dark, tacky bloom that cooled against my skin with every step.

My husband pleaded with me not to shower yet because he wanted me to smell like a wife who’d been bred by a bull.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

◆◆◆

At my insistence, Liam sat at the head of the table, his shirt unbuttoned to reveal the faint red marks my nails had left during our induction. His cock tented his trousers, the outline rigid and leaking, a dark wet spot blooming at the tip where precum had soaked through.

I set the dinner platter down with a soft clink, the meat still twitching faintly from being seared hard, juices seeping into the wood grain, the scent rising sharp and primal.

Liam’s eyes tracked the motion, pupils blown wide, his tongue darting out to wet his lips, the faint taste of Caleb still coating his mouth from the foyer feeding.

I leaned over him, my breasts brushing his shoulder through the silk blouse, nipples scraping the fabric, stiff and aching, the motion forcing a fresh pulse of cum from my cunt, the warm slickness sliding down my inner thigh in a slow, deliberate trail that cooled rapidly in the air.

I carved the steak with slow, deliberate strokes, the knife rasping through the seared crust, juices spurting in thin arcs that splattered the white plate in crimson flecks.

Liam’s breath hitched, his hand sliding beneath the table to palm his stiff cock through his trousers, the motion slow and reverent, his eyes locked on the meat as if it were my cunt being sliced open.

I speared a piece with the fork, the tines piercing the flesh with a wet squelch, and held it to his lips. The juices dripped in a slow, viscous strand that landed on his chin, coating the stubble in a glossy sheen.

My husband opened his mouth, his tongue curling around the fork, sucking the meat in with a low, hungry moan, the sound vibrating through the room, mingling with the faint crackle of the candles.

I fed him another piece, then another, my free hand sliding down to cup his cock through the fabric, feeling the heat, the throb, the wet spot spreading beneath my palm.

His hips bucked faintly, the motion grinding his shaft against my fingers, the friction sending a fresh bead of precum oozing through the cloth.

I straddled his lap, the chair creaking beneath us, my skirt riding up to bunch at my waist, the bare lips of my drenched cunt brushing the rough wool of his trousers, the texture rasping against my swollen clit.

“This meat smells of Caleb.”

“He’s still leaking from my pussy, honey. That incredible man filled me four times. You’ll still be licking his cum out tomorrow morning.”

“Along with Andrew’s?”

“Yes, darling.”

Caleb’s cum had leaked steadily during dinner, the puddle beneath my ass on the chair now a cold, tacky swamp that squelched softly with every shift.

I ground down, smearing the mess across my husband’s lap, the warmth of his cock pressing against my entrance through the fabric, the barrier maddening, the friction perfect.

Liam’s hands gripped my hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh, pulling me down harder, his mouth finding my neck, his teeth grazing the skin where Caleb’s stubble had left faint red marks.

I reached between us, unzipping his trousers with a slow, deliberate rasp, his cock springing free, rigid and leaking, the crown flushed deep red, a bead of precum trembling at the slit before it rolled down the shaft in a slow, clear strand.

“Would you like very sloppy seconds?”

“What about Andrew?”

“He won’t notice. You won’t challenge his cock thickness or length.”

“Good.”

I guided my husband’s cock to my aching entrance, the tip parting my folds with a wet, sucking sound. As I expected, the stretch inside me was minimal after Caleb’s girth, but it was perfect, familiar, and home.

I sank slowly, taking my husband’s small cock inch by inch, my cunt clenching around him, the walls fluttering with the memory of bigger cocks. The sensation felt sharp and sweet.

I kissed my husband, and cum from the foyer feeding coated my throat, Caleb’s taste sharp and salty on my lips and tongue. It mingled with the wine as I kissed him, deep and hungry, our mouths sharing the flavor of bull seed and steak juices.

My husband’s hips thrust upward, slow and deliberate, the motion forcing a fresh gush of Caleb’s cum from my cunt. I glanced down as I rose and saw the warm slickness coating Liam’s shaft in a glossy sheen, dripping down his balls in thick, creamy ropes.

The doorbell rang, a sharp, insistent chime that cut through the wet slap of our fucking, the sound echoing off the paneled walls.

“It’s Andrew.”

“Your time’s up, darling.”

“I’m glad.”

“Do you need a moment to clean your cock?”

“No. I’ll use Caleb and your juices to lube for my wanking.”

I rose slowly, Liam’s cock sliding free with a wet pop, cum and slick stretching in sticky threads from my hole to his crown before snapping and splattering across his thighs in pearly arcs.

I adjusted my skirt, the fabric clinging to my skin, the stain now a dark, glistening map of the night’s sins.

Liam stood, tucking himself away with trembling fingers, the wet spot on his trousers spreading wider, the scent of sex rising sharp and heady. My husband was soaked in my lover’s semen, and that drove me wild beyond belief.

I opened the front door, the evening air cool and sharp against my flushed skin, carrying the faint scent of rain and diesel from the street beyond.

Andrew stood on the porch, his frame broad and looming, shirt unbuttoned to reveal the dark hair curling across his chest. I glanced down and saw his cock already tenting his jeans, the outline thick and insistent.

His eyes raked over me hungrily, his pupils blown wide, nostrils flaring as he inhaled the reek of cum and squirt that clung to my skin like a second layer.

“Did Caleb fuck you hard, sweetheart?”

“Many times.”

“I heard all about it. You have a fan club.”

“The more the merrier.”

Andrew stepped inside our home without another word, the door clicking shut behind him. The sound was swallowed, the air thickening with the scent of fresh bull, sweat, and the promise of ruin.

Liam stood behind me, his hand brushing my lower back, the touch warm and steady. His cock was still hard and leaking, the wet spot on his trousers a dark, glistening testament to his compersion.

Andrew’s grin was predatory, his voice a low growl that vibrated through my core.

“Ready for round two for today, Avery?”

I nodded, my cunt clenching hard enough to force another thick rope of Caleb’s cum down my thigh, its warm slickness cooling rapidly in the air.

Liam’s hand tightened on my back, his breath hot against my ear, the scent of steak and bull cum mingling on his tongue. Andrew stared at my husband and smiled.

“You should back away now, buddy… leave Avery to me.”

“Yes… she needs you.”

“You can watch and play after we’re done.”

“Thank you, Andrew.”

Andrew’s fingers found the hem of my skirt, lifting it slowly, the fabric peeling away from my skin with a wet, sucking sound, revealing the mess beneath—my cunt gaping, swollen, glistening with layers of seed, the lips puffy and raw.

“You’ve been used and ruined. Caleb did well.”

“Very… should I shower?”

“No need. A quick cleanup by your cuck and we’re ready.”

“Here. On the dining table?”

“Yes.”

Andrew cupped the back of my husband’s head and forced him gently to his knees. The motion fluid, Liam’s mouth finding my clit in one long, worshipful stroke, the flat of his tongue dragging through the mess, scooping a fresh wave of cum that he sucked into his mouth with a wet, greedy slurp.

Andrew undressed, then watched, his cock jerking untouched, leaking a steady stream of precum that pooled on the floor in a clear, sticky puddle.

The dining room faded into a blur as my husband licked my throbbing pussy, preparing me for a lover to fuck. In a silence punctuated only by heavy breathing, my moans of delight, and the slurping, purring sounds of a cuck feeding hungrily, the candles flickered low. The scent of sex and meat and wax filled every breath, the night stretching ahead with the promise of more sex, more cum, and more love.

Andrew’s palm still cupped the back of Liam’s skull, his fingers tangled in the sweat-damp hair, guiding my husband’s mouth away from my cunt with a soft, wet, sucking pop that echoed off the paneled walls.

“Let me fill your wife up again.”

“Avery needs you.”

“She and I need you, buddy. It takes three to enjoy this lifestyle.”

Liam’s tongue dragged one last stripe through my folds, the flat of it scooping a final glob of Caleb’s cum that clung to his lower lip in a glossy strand before he swallowed it down with a low, reverent moan.

Andrew released him, the motion deliberate, and Liam sank back on his heels, his knees cracking faintly on the hardwood, his cock jutting rigid from his open trousers. My husband’s crown flushed deep red, a bead of precum trembling at the slit before it rolled down his shaft in a slow, clear strand that caught the candlelight like a spider’s thread.

“Get underneath the dining table and lick my balls while I fuck your wife, please, Liam.”

“Yes… good idea.”

I stood in front of our table, my ass cheeks pressing the edge while my husband got into position underneath. Andrew stepped forward, the floorboards creaking beneath his weight, the scent of fresh bull—sweat, musk, the faint cedar of his cologne—cutting through the lingering garlic and wax.

My lover gripped my hips, his fingers clawing into the soft flesh. He lifted me effortlessly until my ass rested on the dining table, its oak surface cool and slick beneath my bare cheeks.

The platter of steak had been shoved aside, the meat cooling in a congealing pool of juices, the crimson lake reflecting the candlelight in trembling streaks.

My skirt bunched at my waist, the fabric heavy and sodden, the stain a dark, glistening map of the day-long sins.

Andrew spread my knees wide apart, the motion pulling at the raw, abraded skin where Caleb’s hips had slammed into mine. The stretch felt sharp, controlling, and sweet as cool air kissed my swollen folds, my pussy lips puffy and glistening with layers of seed.

Caleb’s cum oozed steadily from my gaping hole, the warm slickness tracing slow, deliberate paths down my inner thighs, pooling in the hollows behind my knees before dripping in thick, creamy ropes to the table in pearly arcs.

Andrew’s cock jutted upward, rigid and leaking, the crown flushed purple, veins along the shaft bulging. A bead of his precum trembled at the slit before it dripped in a slow, viscous strand to the floor.

With Andrew in position, Liam crawled closer without a word, the motion fluid, his knees scraping the hardwood, the sound swallowed by the moaning noise from the back of my throat as I anticipated being fucked.

He positioned himself between Andrew’s spread legs, the bull’s heavy balls hanging low, his sac wrinkled and glistening with a sheen of sweat, the scent sharp and musky, mingling with the faint copper tang of my squirt.

As I watched agog, I saw Liam’s tongue dart out, the flat of it dragging up the seam of Andrew’s sac in one long, worshipful stroke. The rough texture rasped against tender skin, and I knew from my own experiences that the taste was salty and primal.

The scent rose thick and heady.

Andrew’s crown nudged against my sticky entrance, the heat searing, the slickness of Caleb’s cum and my own squirt coating his cock tip in a glossy sheen.

My lover paused, his eyes locked on mine, the silence thick with consent. The air hummed with the wet slap of Liam’s tongue against my lover’s balls, the sound rhythmic and obscene.

“Are you ready for this, Avery?”

“Oh god, yes.”

I nodded, my cunt clenching hard enough to force another thick rope of Caleb’s cum down my thigh, the warm slickness cooling rapidly in the air.

Andrew thrust forward in one brutal motion, his cock splitting me wide open, the stretch a raw burn that tore a scream from my throat, the sound crude and unashamed, echoing off the paneled walls.

Andrew’s girth filled me completely, the pulsing veins on his cock dragging against my walls. When he thrust balls deep, his crown battered my cervix with a dull, delicious ache that radiated through my womb.

Caleb’s cum squelched around the intrusion, his warm slickness coating Andrew’s shaft in a frothy ring. As he fucked me, each stroke forced a ring of rich lather down his shaft that dribbled down his balls in thick, creamy ropes, each splattering on my husband’s face in pearly arcs.

Liam’s tongue never stopped working my Bull’s balls, lapping, sucking, swallowing, the flat of it dragging over the sac. My husband’s motion followed Andrew back and forth as he sawed his cock into me, and he pulled my lover’s heavy balls into his mouth one at a time. The suction made an obscene, wet pop that vibrated through Andrew’s shaft and into my cunt.

Andrew’s hips snapped forward, each thrust slamming his cock balls deep inside me. The wet slap of skin on skin drowned the faint crackle of the candles, and with my nostrils full of Bull, the scent of sex and meat and wax filled every breath.

My cunt clenched around Andrew’s cock, milking his gnarly shaft, the stretch pulling at the raw, scoured walls inside me, the pleasure sharp and unrelenting.

Liam’s moans vibrated against Andrew’s balls, the sound raw and desperate. I looked down and saw his cock jerking untouched, leaking a steady stream of precum that pooled on the floor in a clear, sticky puddle.

Andrew’s hands gripped my thighs tighter, desperately, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, spreading me wider. The motion forced a fresh gush of Caleb’s cum from my cunt, its warm slickness coating Liam’s tongue in a glossy layer. I hoped the taste would be sharp and salty for him, as I enjoyed the scent rising thick and heady.

I came first, my cunt convulsing around Andrew’s cock, a hot gush of slickness flooding out. I squirted all over his shaft in a warm, sticky tide as I screamed, the pleasure shattering me.

Andrew followed almost immediately, like he’d held back and waited for my pleasure to explode first. He roared as he erupted, his cock pulsing through me, thick ropes of cum flooding my depths, splashing hot and deep. The overflow dripped down his balls in thick, creamy strands that Liam sucked into his mouth with a wet, greedy slurp.

Andrew slid his cock free with a wet pop, its crown glistening with our mess, cum dripping from the shaft in slow, viscous strands that splattered the table in pearly arcs.

Liam scrambled out from under the table as Andrew stepped back. He turned and his tongue darted upward, finding my clit in one long, worshipful stroke, the flat of it dragging through the mingled seed, scooping a fresh wave of cum that he sucked into his mouth with a wet, greedy slurp.

As Andrew dressed and left, my husband got stuck in, determined to enjoy the dessert my lover and I whipped up for him.

The dining room faded, candles flickering low, the scent of sex and meat and wax filling every breath, the night stretching ahead with the promise of more bulls, more cum, more love.


Chapter Thirty

◆◆◆

My husband finished cleaning my ruined, cum-dripping pussy with a puckered kiss sealing my gaping wide hole and a long, deliberate slurp that drew the last thick rope of Andrew’s seed straight from my womb into his throat.

He leaned back on his heels, looking deeply satisfied, the polished oak floor gleaming beneath his knees, slick in places with the overflow that had escaped his mouth and splattered in pearly streaks across the grain.

His lips glistened, swollen and glossy with the mingled loads of Caleb and Andrew, their creamy sheen catching the amber flicker of the candles. Tiny bubbles of cum clung to the corners of my husband’s mouth before they burst and slid down his chin in slow, viscous trails that cooled into sticky paths over the faint stubble he hadn’t shaved since morning.

Liam stared up at me, love etched into every line on his face, his pupils blown wide. I smiled, noticing the whites were faintly bloodshot from the strain of watching two bulls ruin me, his breath coming in shallow, reverent pants that fanned hot across my throbbing clit.

“Fuck me, please, Liam.”

“Really? After all that cock… Caleb… Andrew?”

His voice cracked on my lover’s names, his expression raw with compersion and need. His cock jutted rigid from his open trousers, the crown flushed deep purple, a bead of his own precum trembling at the slit before it rolled down his shaft in a clear, trembling strand that caught the candlelight like liquid crystal.

“Yours is still the most important. Your cock, seed, and your body satisfy the needs in my heart. My bulls gratify my sexual needs, but if I had to choose, my heart wins every time.”

“I had no idea. I thought - never mind what I thought.”

“What do you think, honey. It matters.”

“I just thought my lovemaking abilities were not of use to you.”

“Oh, dear… that’s not true. I cum for you… because of your confidence and strength. Without you, there is no me. Without you, cuckolding is all a waste of time.”

Liam stood slowly, his knees creaking, the hardwood cool and unforgiving beneath his bare feet. The faint scent of his own arousal rose sharp and salty, mingling with the heavier musk of Caleb and Andrew still leaking from my sloppy cunt in slow, deliberate pulses.

When he stepped between my legs, spreading my knees wider, his rock-hard cock parted my swollen pussy lips with the gentlest pressure. The crown pressed at the aching entrance Andrew had fucked and stretched half an hour earlier. My soft tissue walls still clenched in memory of that brutal girth, the raw ache a delicious reminder that I had been reshaped, widened, owned, but now I must be reclaimed, for Liam and for me.

Andrew’s semen still dribbled from my well-fucked hole in thick, creamy rivulets, joined by Caleb’s earlier loads. The mingled seed felt warm and viscous, coating my inner thighs in glossy streaks that cooled rapidly in the air. My lovers’ scent rose thick and heady, a primal cocktail of bull cum and my own slick that filled the room like incense.

I stared into my husband’s eyes with love, no, it was more than that, with adulation and adoration, the kind that made my chest ache and my womb flutter even though it was already flooded with other men’s seed.

“I could replace my bulls with a long, thick dildo, honey. It wouldn’t be the same, but I could live with it. I could never replace you… nothing compares. You’re still more a man than any who stretch my pussy.”

“Thank you, Avery.”

My husband’s voice broke on my name, the sound ragged, reverent, his cock nudging forward, the crown slipping easily through the ruined, slippery mess of my cunt, the stretch so minimal after Caleb and Andrew that I barely felt the physical intrusion. Yet, every nerve ending sang with emotional fire.

Liam slid his cock inside me slowly, inch by inch, the wet squelch of bull cum being displaced loud and obscene in the quiet room. As he drilled deeper inside me, thick ropes of seed forced out around his shaft in frothy rings that coated his balls. They dripped in heavy strands to the floor, splattering across the oak in pearly arcs that gleamed under the candlelight.

I felt almost nothing physically, just a gentle pressure inside me, a pleasant warmth, and a familiar shape that belonged to the man I loved more than breath. Yet the joy that exploded in my chest and pleasure that rippled through my entire body was so fierce it stole my air, my heart swelling until it hurt, tears prickling at the corners of my eyes, my toes curling until they cramped.

Liam bottomed out his lovely cock inside me, his hips flush against mine. He was buried to the root in the sloppy, ruined heat of my cunt, surrounded by other men’s cum, bathed in it, claimed by it, yet my husband was still the only man who truly owned me.

Liam stayed still at first, letting me feel the contrast, in cock sizes, the tenderness, his love compared with their raw lust. His hands cupped my face, and his thumbs stroked my cheeks, smearing the faint tracks of joyous tears and dried cum across my skin.

I wrapped my legs around my husband’s waist, my ankles locking and spurring him at the small of his back, pulling him deeper even though there was no deeper to go. My heels dug encouragingly into the firm muscle of his ass, the skin hot and slightly tacky with sweat.

My pussy fluttered around my husband’s cock, not from physical fullness but from emotional overflow. My walls clenched weakly, trying to grip what little of him filled me, the motion forcing another thick pulse of bull cum to seep out around his shaft. I glanced down on an outward stroke and saw warm slickness coating my husband’s balls, dripping down the crease of his ass to pool on the floor beneath us.

He stared down too.

“That’s Andrew’s cum.”

“Yes.”

“I love sucking and fucking it out of you.”

“It’s time you filled me up, honey.”

“I checked availability on the four black bulls from Freedom Club, Avery.”

“And?”

“They can be here in two nights.”

“Book them, darling.”

“It’s an overnight.”

“Is that a problem for you, Liam?”

“Not even slightly.”

“Okay… fuck me, honey. Please don’t make me beg.”

Liam began to move, shunting his hips back and forth in slow, deliberate thrusts that barely disturbed my pussy walls. Each stroke pushed a fresh wave of cum out in wet, obscene squelches that echoed off the paneled walls, the sound raw and filthy, a testament to how thoroughly I had been bred.

I glanced down again and saw a growing puddle of bull cum pooling underneath us, my husband’s toes standing in it.

Somehow, perhaps intuitively, I felt every heartbeat in my husband’s cock, every tremor of love and devotion that radiated from his body into mine. Our emotional connection intensified, eclipsing the physical, my clit throbbing against his pubic bone with each gentle grind. Sparks of pleasure built not from any stretch but from the sheer, perfect rightness of him being inside me.

My husband leaned down, his lips finding mine, the taste of Caleb and Andrew still strong on his tongue, salty, and musky and perfect. The flavor mingled with my own slick as I kissed my husband back, deep and hungry, my hands tangling in his hair, nails scraping his scalp, pulling him closer until there was no space left between us.

I broke our kiss only to whisper against his mouth, my breath hot and ragged, my voice trembling with the weight of everything I felt.

“Cum inside me, Liam. Add your love to their seed. Make me yours again.”

“I love you so deeply.”

“I know… and I love you too, my dear, sweet cuckold.”

“I wear the moniker with pride.”

“As you should. You have the happiest wife alive, and it’s all your doing.”

My husband groaned, the sound raw and broken, his hips snapping faster, the wet slap of his balls against my ass growing louder, the squelch of cum being churned inside me, a filthy symphony that filled the room.

I felt my husband’s cock swell, the veins pulsing against my walls, his crown pressing gently without kissing my cervix. His fucking was not battering like the bulls did, but kissing inside me with love, with devotion, with the promise that no matter how many men stretched me, ruined me, filled me, he would always be the one who reclaimed me.

Liam came with a strangled cry, his cock jerking inside me, hot ropes of his cum flooding my already overflowing cunt, mixing with Caleb and Andrew in a warm, creamy tide that spilled out around his shaft in thick, sticky waves, dripping down my thighs, pooling on the floor in a glistening puddle that reflected the candlelight in shimmering silvers.

I came with him, my pussy clenching weakly around his cock, the orgasm soft and rolling, not the violent, shattering explosions the bulls gave me, but a deep, soul-shaking wave of love and joy that radiated from my heart outward. My clit throbbed against his pubic bone, my womb fluttering with the emotional weight of his release inside me.

We stayed locked together, my husband’s cock softening inside me, the slow, syrupy retreat of his shaft dragging thick strands of our mingled release with it, four men’s cum braided into one warm, creamy rope that stretched between us like melted pearl before it snapped and slapped wetly against my inner thigh.

The mess of Caleb, Andrew, Liam, and my own slick leaked steadily from my ruined hole in slow, deliberate pulses, each clench of my exhausted, straining pelvic floor pushing another lazy gush that poured over my perineum, pooled hot in the crease where thigh meets groin, then cooled into a tacky glaze that tugged at the fine hairs on my skin whenever I shifted even a fraction.

Liam’s balls rested heavy against my ass, utterly soaked, glistening under the dying candlelight with a thick coating of bull cum that dripped in slow, viscous tears from the seam of his sac, each drop landing with a faint, wet pat on the oak beneath us, adding to the growing puddle that now lapped at his toes and the arches of my feet. The air hung thick and humid, saturated with the sour-salt reek of spent seed, the metallic, sweet tang of my own arousal, the faint coppery trace of blood where Andrew had scraped me raw, and the warm, familiar musk of Liam’s skin beneath it all — the scent of home.

My thighs trembled, muscles quivering from the hours of being stretched wide and pounded deep, the ache blooming low in my belly like a bruise made of pleasure. Every breath dragged the sticky air across my swollen clit, still pulsing gently, hypersensitive, the protective skin hood peeled back and glistening, catching a faint draft from the window and making me shiver hard enough that another sluggish rivulet of cum slid free, tracing the curve of my ass before it soaked into the puddle beneath us.

Liam’s forehead rested against mine, sweat cooling on his brow, his breath warm and ragged across my lips, tasting of Caleb and Andrew and me when he brushed a soft, reverent kiss there. His arms trembled as they held me, biceps corded and slick, the fine hairs on his chest plastered flat with perspiration and stray splatters of seed that had flown during our final frenzy. I could feel the frantic hammer of his heart against my breast, slowing by degrees, syncing with mine until we breathed as one creature, filthy and ruined and perfect.

The candles had burned low, flames guttering in pools of molten wax that mirrored the creamy mess between my legs, the wicks hissing softly as they drowned. Wax tears hardened into ridged, ivory rivers down the heavy silver candelabra, each one a tiny echo of the cum cooling in glossy tracks down my thighs, over my knees, crusting in the hollows behind them. My skin prickled everywhere the air touched the drying semen, tightening into a faint, salty crust that cracked when I stood and flexed my toes in the puddle beneath us, the sound soft and obscene, like stepping in warm honey.

I traced a lazy circle on Liam’s back with one fingernail, following the ridge of his spine through the sheen of sweat, feeling him shudder when I scraped over a particularly sensitive spot just above the waistband of his undone trousers. His cock slipped free of my sloppy pussy at last with a wet, reluctant pop, a final thick dollop of our combined release clinging to the crown before it stretched, thinned, and broke, landing with a soft splat on my lower belly. It cooled instantly into a sticky coin-sized pool just above my navel.

Neither of us moved to wipe it away. We simply breathed, our chests rising and falling together, the room silent except for the occasional wet shift of flesh against flesh, the faint drip of cum hitting wood, and the low, steady thump of two hearts that had never belonged to anyone else.

“You are my everything, Liam. My heart, my home, my love. Always.”

“And you are mine, Avery. My perfect, beautiful, filthy hotwife. Forever.”

And in that moment, with my husband’s cum mingling with the bulls inside me, I had never felt more whole.

I fell asleep in my husband’s arms, a small spoon to his big, a tiny vessel of our shared joy wrapped in his taut, muscly arms, every inch of us glued together with the cooling evidence of my ruin and his reclamation, the scent of sex and love and utter devotion clinging to our skin like the most sacred perfume.

When I woke early in the morning, I felt my husband’s tongue lapping my pussy lips.

“You love to clean creampies, don’t you?”

‘Oh yes.”

“I have a question, honey.”

“Anything, Avery.”

“If the black guys are coming here tomorrow night, what have you planned for your birthday?”

“A gangbang.”

“Four guys is a gangbang, honey.”

“You can have as many as you want on my birthday, which will also be our first streaming session.”

“Oh my my, Liam… you are so fucking naughty.”


Chapter Thirty-One

◆◆◆

I woke to the slow drag of Liam’s tongue parting my swollen folds, the flat of it tingling through my clit when he reached it, sending a sharp, electric shudder up my spine that made my toes curl against the crusted sheets.

I glanced down and grinned, running my fingers through his hair, feeling the damp strands cling to my skin where his sweat and my dried squirt had mingled overnight.

“You’ve become so much more attentive.”

“And I give you head much more often, and better.”

“I’ll never complain.”

“Are you aching inside, Avery?”

“No… but I will be sore by tomorrow morning after these guys run a train through me. Do these black bulls have large cocks?”

“Yes, and they are all Freedom Club Alphas.”

“Then, at the end of the session, for our last scene, I want you to fuck me in the ass while they take my pussy.”

Liam would always start what he finished, so he nodded, smiled, and dipped his head back between my legs, wrapping my thighs with his forearms, cupping my ass cheeks with powerful, clawing fingers that dug into the soft, bruised flesh Andrew had marked the night before.

I lay back and enjoyed my husband’s tongue, the morning light streaming through half-open blinds painting pale gold stripes across his bare back, every muscle flexing as he burrowed deeper inside me, his nose nudging my clit, lips sealing tight around my gaping entrance.

A wet, deliberate suck pulled another lazy pulse of mixed seed from my womb: Caleb, Andrew, and Liam, all braided together in one warm, salty rush that flooded his mouth.

My husband swallowed the cream leaking from me with a soft, reverent moan that I craved more than coffee. His Adam’s apple bobbed under the faint stubble I loved to feel scraping against my raw pussy when he ate me for hours.

I threaded my fingers through my husband’s sleep-tousled hair, my nails scraping his scalp, guiding him exactly where the ache still throbbed from last night’s relentless stretching.

“You love to clean creampies, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Keep going, sweetheart. I have an email to send.”

“Thank you, Avery.”

My husband’s voice vibrated straight into my clit, muffled, hungry, the words tasting of bull cum and devotion.

I reached for my laptop on the nightstand, the screen’s cold glow harsh against the warm gold of sunrise spilling across our tangled sheets. The sheets beneath my ass were stiff in places, crusted with dried squirt and seed, the fabric rasping against my raw skin every time I shifted.

I opened my work email while Liam’s tongue curled inside me, lapping slowly, deliberately, drawing out the last creamy strands that clung to my soft, sloppy walls like warm honey.

“I have a question, honey.”

“Anything, Avery.”

“How many subscribers does our OnlyFans have? I mean, the ones committed to paying once we stream?”

“Five thousand, one hundred and eighty-nine have paid already, Avery. Another twelve hundred are waiting on the teaser tier. Our tips cleared twenty-eight thousand bucks overnight, and that’s just on the strength of what they saw on Jack and Holly’s OnlyFans.”

I thought about how incredible a lover Jack had been and how much I enjoyed the moment when my best friend Holly gave her husband to me. Their OnlyFans was our launchpad, and we were still on speaking terms, but Jack had caught feelings for me, so we played it cool for now.

I tapped my husband lightly on the top of his head and grinned.

“I’m going to resign, honey.”

“Good… even if our plan fails, I earn enough for both of us.”

“Are we going public?”

“Why do you ask?”

“I’m wondering how many work colleagues will subscribe if they know we are a cuckold couple.”

“I want to go public.”

While my husband fed, I typed my resignation, the words flowing easily, final, the cursor blinking like a heartbeat.

Subject: Immediate Resignation

Dear Team,

After careful consideration (and an extraordinary amount of extraordinary cock), I’ve decided to pursue a full-time career as my husband’s shameless, insatiable hotwife.

Effective immediately.

Come watch the proof: https://onlyfans.com/averyandliam_afterdark

I hit send without a second thought, the soft chime swallowed by the wet, rhythmic sounds of Liam cleaning me, his tongue spearing deep, cheeks hollowing with every pull.

I closed the laptop, set it aside, and let my thighs fall wider, the morning air cool against the scalding heat of my ruined cunt.

“Breakfast can wait, Liam.”

I ground down on his face, smearing last night’s sins across his lips, his cheeks, his chin.

“Right now I’m feeding my favorite cuck exactly what he craves.”

Liam carried me to the shower minutes after I came hard in his mouth. My legs were wrapped tightly around his waist, his arms clutching firmly under my ass. His cum was splashed over my stomach, squirted there after he wanked himself off. My cum still dripped in slow, viscous ropes from a gaping hole with every step, splattering warm across the hardwood, leaving a glistening trail that cooled into sticky footprints behind us.

The bathroom steamed instantly when my husband turned the rain head on, water cascading hot and heavy, drumming against marble tiles already slick with last night’s overflow that had dripped from the bed to the floor when I went to the toilet in the night.

Liam lowered me gently, my feet touching the warm puddle of our mingled release, the sensation obscene, slippery, perfect.

He poured scented gel into his palms, the sharp citrus cutting through a lingering musk of bull cum that clung to my skin like a second layer.

My husband started washing me at my shoulders, his thumbs digging into tense muscle, his hands working downward in slow, worshipful circles. Suds bloomed white and thick, sliding over my breasts, catching on my nipples before trailing in foamy rivers down my belly to the swollen, puffy lips still leaking my orgasm and the mess of recent lovers.

Liam knelt, water pounding his back, and he washed my thighs with the same reverence he used when he ate me. His fingers caressed gently where I was raw, parting my folds carefully, letting the shower blast away the crusty streaks of dried cum that had glued fine stubbly hairs together.

My husband’s thumb brushed my clit once, then twice, deliberately, drawing a shudder that made another thick pulse of leftover seed drip from my cunt to swirl white down the drain.

He turned me, pressed my palms to the tile, and washed my back, my ass, spreading my cheeks so the water could rinse the crease where Andrew’s last load had dried in a tacky glaze.

Liam’s lips followed the water, kissing every inch he cleaned, his tongue tracing the faint bruises his own fingers had left when he reclaimed me, tasting soap and sex and us.

I dressed in my old cheer uniform that still fit like sin, the pleated skirt barely covering the curve of my ass, the cropped top stretching tight across my breasts. My nipples were dark, hard, and visible through the thin white fabric, the letters spelling SLUT in glitter across my chest because Liam had customized it years ago as a joke that was no longer a joke.

As I finished preparing myself for four lovers, the doorbell chimed four times, deliberate, spaced. I rushed onto the landing and stared down as Liam opened the door and four black gods stepped inside.

I knew them from their profiles. Marcus was six-five, with shoulders broad enough to block the hallway light. I stared at his crotch and saw a cock already thickening down his thigh. He wore a tight tee, his biceps bulging, his dark skin gleaming under our entryway chandelier.

Dre was leaner and even more cut, his dreads tied back, his smile slow and dangerous, gold tooth flashing.

Then came Tyrone, who was bearded and thick everywhere, with a gold chain glinting against dark skin and forearms roped with veins.

Jalen was the youngest and tallest with a swimmer’s build. His eyes locked on me like I was prey he’d been promised, the outline of his cock already heavy against his sweatpants.

As I strolled down the stairs, Liam greeted each of my lovers with a firm handshake, his voice steady and proud as he waved a hand at me.

“Gentlemen, meet my wife, Avery. Treat her exactly how she deserves.”

Marcus stepped forward first, cupped my chin, thumb brushing my lower lip.

“We will.”

In our attic, the studio lights flared to life at seven sharp, our schoolroom set glowing under harsh LEDs: chalkboard scrawled with filthy equations in pink chalk, wooden desks in perfect rows, the teacher’s big oak desk front and center already draped with a fresh white sheet that would not stay white for long. The air was thick with the scent of fresh paint and the faint, underlying musk of lube warming in bottles on a side table.

The red-live light blinked on.

Our OnlyFans counter rolled past six thousand concurrent viewers in seconds, the chat exploding with tips and heart emojis.

With my eyes fixed on my cuck, I sank to my knees on the cold classroom floor, my pleated skirt riding up to expose my bare, dripping cunt to the cameras. The air felt cool against the wet heat leaking steadily down my inner thighs in glistening trails that made me sticky and smell like a broodmare on heat.

Four belts unbuckled in near-unison, the metallic clinks echoing off the chalkboard.

Four zippers rasped down, and I gulped as four thick, heavy cocks sprang free, already glistening at the tips. I saw veins pulsing, and my head dizzied while my nostrils flared on the scent of clean skin, while anticipation flooded the room.

I took Marcus first, my jaws relaxing and mouth stretching wide around his crown. A salty bead of precum coated my tongue as I swallowed half his thick, black, solid length in one greedy slide.

I was in heaven.

My hands wrapped around Dre and Tyrone’s cock, and I began stroking them slowly, making both men hard without pushing for an orgasm. These guys were experienced Alphas and would have prepared well for fucking me. They also knew it was my first event, so they wanted to impress, but not as much as I did.

While Marcus spread a huge hand, his fingers cupping the back of my neck while he fucked my throat and I gagged and choked noisily, I twisted Dre and Tyrone’s cocks at the head, feeling them swell and throb against my palms as I rolled them over.

Jalen kneeled, cupping my breasts, kneading them before bringing me to a crescendo when he rolled my nipples between forefingers and thumbs. When I gagged too hard on Marcus’s cock and drew back for air, Jalen stared at me and smiled.

“Let’s see how tight you are inside, sweet thing.”

“Do as you please.”

“I will… but thank you anyway.”

Jalen leaned in from beside me and reached a hand around my front and another around my back. He fingered both my holes expertly, rubbing the ridges around my anus while pressing hard on my clit before sliding his fingers down and dipping them inside my throbbing pussy.

I stared at my husband, who leaned back on a school desk, his cock out, his smile broad as he stroked himself in perfect view of the cuck-cam. I grinned at Liam.

“You’ve lost me now, darling. I can’t stop this.”

“I don’t want you to stop, Avery.”

“Can they breed me… I mean, cum inside.”

“It’s your choice.”

“Will you still want me, Liam?”

“Oh god, yes.”

I rotated through Marcus, Dre, and Tyrone, my hands always wanking two men off, my mouth managing one cock, my lips swollen, saliva dripping in silver strands from my chin to the floor. It mixed with the steady drip of my own arousal that pattered between my knees in a growing puddle as Jalen fingered me.

When Marcus’s turn came again, he fucked my throat deeper, until my nose pressed into the trimmed, wiry pubic hair at his base and my throat fluttered around him, milking his gorgeous shaft while he moaned and leaned back, rocking on his heels.

Jalen was doing an incredible job of fingering my holes, using cream from my cunt to ease his fingertip inside my anus. Dre fucked my throat next, and I noticed his cock was thicker than Marcus’s, stretching my jaw until it ached. I loved how his hand was always gentle on the back of my head, guiding me, his voice encouraging.

When Tyrone’s turn came, his cock piercings dragged across my tongue, metal warm from his skin, the taste sharp and electric.

Jalen came last, standing up when his friends backed off. I missed his fingers, so I beckoned my cuck and pointed between my legs.

“Warm my pussy up for these men, please, cuck.”

“Yes, Avery… my pleasure.”

I decided Jalen would be the last guy I would suck before the men began fucking me. My entire body trembled like the ground around an earthquake as my womb clenched, begging to be bred, and my pussy shimmered, clutching at the ghost of an imagined cock.

Jalen might be the last to fuck my throat, but he was longest too, sliding his shaft so deep inside my throat my tears blurred the studio lights into halos. I spread my legs wider, a sign for my cuck to spear my cunt deeper with his tongue, and suddenly, my life was perfect and I was precisely where I wanted to be.

I choked and gagged my way through Jalen’s cock, kissing his shaven pubic bone each time he fucked my throat balls deep. Those heavy twin sacs slapped against my chin, and I was sure, from where my husband tongued my throbbing hole, he could see how well the black bull defiled and owned me.

When I drew back and gasped for air, the guys cheered, reaching down to help me rise. Liam got up too, and I saw Marcus whispering a suggestion to him.

Wordlessly, Liam stood behind me, his arms sliding under my thighs as he lifted me effortlessly until my back pressed against his chest. My legs hooked wide in his elbows, my cheer skirt flipped up, and my freshly shaven cunt was splayed open, dripping for the cameras, the thousands watching, and the gorgeous bulls about to fuck me.

Marcus stared deeply into my eyes as he stepped between my spread thighs first. My breath hitched, and my heart thudded loud and fast, pressing against my rib cage as his bulging, precum-soaked crown nudged my entrance that was slick with my juices and my husband’s spit dripping from my swollen lips.

“You are so fucking beautiful, Avery.”

“I bloom for my bulls… especially black ones.”

“Does your cuck like watching black cock drilling your tiny little hole?”

Marcus stared over my shoulder into my husband’s eyes, and they locked on. He looked studiously for a reaction, and it must have come from Liam because my bull licked his lips and smiled like they were brothers.

With his palms cupping my knees, Marcus thrust forward in one brutal motion, his cock splitting me wide open. The stretch was a raw burn that made me slump and tore a scream from my throat, the sound crude and unashamed, echoing off the chalkboard.

As I caressed his rich, glistening black skin and stared into his devilish eyes, my lover’s girth stretched and filled my throbbing pussy completely. Pulsing veins dragged against my walls, and on the inward stroke, when he went balls deep, Marcus’s crown battered my cervix with a dull, delicious ache that radiated through my womb.

Each stroke of Marcus fucking me reverberated through my body into my husband’s, who moaned lasciviously into my ear.

“Thank you, Avery.”

“Let’s get this party started, honey.”

The last remnants of Caleb, Liam, and Andrew’s cum mingled with my fresh arousal, squelching around the thick, long, black intrusion stretching me. Marcus looked intoxicated, his muscles rippling, his expression contorting with ecstasy as warm slickness coated his shaft in a frothy ring that dripped down his balls in thick, creamy ropes.

He fucked me hard, and my husband planted his feet, one forward, the other back, twisted outwards as the reaming and ramming intensified. One of the guys reached in and began circling my solid, quivering clitoris, driving me hard and fast to an intense orgasm.

I stared deeply into Marcus’s eyes when he came inside me, pressing my forehead against his, panting, my entire body shuddering.

“I’ve missed fucking black cock, Marcus.”

“One of us will always be on hand to fill you, baby girl.”

His cock jerked against my upper tissue walls as his seed squirted deep, splashing my cervix. He looked overjoyed, his entire body tensing, his abs and pectoral mass quivering vigorously.

When Marcus withdrew his cock, the semen inside me spilled freely from a gaping, wide hole.

Dre took me next, helping my husband move me to the teacher’s desk. He bent me over the oak surface, his hand gripping around my neck, my cheek pressed to the cool wood, skirt flipped up, my ass high.

He slammed his cock balls-deep inside, the slap of his hips lewd against my bruised cheeks and thighs, loud and wet. Each of Dre’s cock thrusts deep inside me forced a fresh gush of mixed seed to squirt out around his cock and splatter the floor in pearly arcs.

Jalen came back into play, reaching his index finger onto my clit, rolling it lightly in a circle. I gripped around his neck with one arm, holding Dre’s forearm with the other as both men gave me the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had. As my cunt clenched Dre’s cock tightly, I pulled Jalen closer and kissed him, my tongue rolling around his mouth, exploring everything as I moaned into him.

Dre came hard, spraying my cunt full of more seed. When he backed away, Jalen kept kissing me, kept fingering my clit while Marcus guided my husband to his knees, cupping his head and guiding it between my legs.

“Clean her for us, cuck buddy.”

“Yeah.”

My husband sucked a long, thick strand of semen from my hole. It was a massive dollop of mixed cum, Marcus’s and Dre’s. Liam slurped and sucked like a Labrador licking marrow from a beef bone, devouring and worshiping me.

“That’s enough, buddy. Tyrone is gonna fuck your wife next.”

“Good.”

Tyrone lifted me onto the sofa, sat back, and cocked my leg over his lap, before pulling me down. My knees sank into the cushions, my cunt swallowing his pierced cock length in one slick drop.

Jalen stepped forward from behind Tyrone and fed his cock between my lips, stretching my throat while the black cock inside me pistoned upward. The dual rhythm of taking two cocks made my body jolt.

“Are you fucking Avery’s ass, cuck?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, buddy. You’re up. Lube your wife so we can stretch her.”

Liam moved behind me, slicked his cock with the overflow of other men’s cum dripping from my pussy. When he pressed his cock head against my ass, the burn felt exquisite, and the fullness overwhelming as all three of my holes were claimed at once.

The cameras caught every squelch, every tear, every drop of cum that leaked from my ruined body. Liam went like a train, ramming, reaming, and fucking my back passage hard. It felt wonderful, but it wasn’t enough, so I was pleased when he came hard, filling my ass with seed and withdrawing.

Marcus was back, feeding his much bigger cock into my back passage. My anal whorl bloomed, then tore as he ripped into me, using my husband’s cum to ease his passage.

My eyes watered, and my husband stared in awe.

“He’s much bigger than me, isn’t he?”

“Yes, honey.”

“Does he feel better inside you?”

“Yes.”

The men fucked me like they were sawing a giant redwood tree, making sure the cocks all impaled me simultaneously. They were filling me, but more than that, I was deeply satisfied, yearning for more cock to fuck me, harder and deeper. From the corner of my eye, I watched Dre with his arm around my husband’s shoulder. The men whispered to each other, then Liam dropped to his knees and began sucking off the lover whose cock was still coated in my dripping mess.

Oh, thank you, God.

I was so pleased my husband had finally submitted to his desire that I came hard with all three men balls deep inside me. I clenched everywhere, milking three cock, gagging, shuddering, my orgasm hitting me in waves of pleasure so deep I lost myself to it.

Liam was sucking Dre’s cock like a pro, taking his shaft to the root, gagging like I did.

When the men fucking me came together, I did too, and I heard Dre moaning loudly, his hands gripping my husband’s head, semen blasting out of his nostrils as he gagged and snorted like a cum dragon.

The men rotated fucking me after that, one after another, relentlessly drilling my hole. Marcus came deep inside me again, then Dre, Tyrone, Jalen, over and over, on the floor, against the chalkboard, bent over desks, until my legs gave out and cum poured from my cunt in thick, endless rivers, pooling beneath me in a warm, sticky lake that reflected the studio lights in shimmering white.

When the last bull spent himself deep inside me and pulled out with a wet pop, the men quickly dressed and kissed my forehead. They wouldn’t stay for the night because I wasn’t the only Hotwife needing black cock. They shook Liam’s hand and left, the door clicking shut behind them.

Our OnlyFans chat exploded, and Liam went to our laptop as I panted, my cunt dripping seed.

WANT EXTRA CONTENT UNLOCKED — $19.99. Full cuck cleanup — watch the cuck swallow every drop from his ruined hotwife.

Tips flooded in instantly, the counter climbing past ten thousand dollars in minutes.

Liam knelt between my trembling thighs where I lay sprawled across the teacher’s desk, my skirt soaked and clinging, top ripped open, my breasts heaving, cum still bubbling from my gaping cunt in slow, creamy pulses.

My husband sealed his mouth over my well fucked entrance and sucked, hard, reverent, the obscene slurping echoing through the studio microphones as the viewer count soared and the money poured in.

Those who paid extra were treated to the wet, endless sound of my husband drinking me clean.


Chapter Thirty-Two

◆◆◆

My body felt like it had been carved out of warm wax — soft, aching, and deeply used.

Our bedroom still smelled faintly of last night — sweat, men’s cologne, and their cum, mingling with the clean musk of Liam’s skin buried somewhere underneath it all. My inner thighs were tender where hands had held me wide open, and the dull ache low in my belly reminded me I had taken four different bulls in many different positions over two relentless hours.

Even swallowing felt strange; my throat burned and had that warm, bruised tightness that comes from too much pleasure and too much moaning.

Our bedroom computer chair creaked as I shifted. I’d been hunched over my laptop for hours. My fingertips were numb from typing and sending replies to fans, some premium sponsors, and an avalanche of people wanting to hire us, own us, or watch me get ruined again.

I turned slowly, wincing as a pulse of oversensitivity fluttered between my legs.

Liam lay sprawled on the bed, still half-dressed, staring blankly at the ceiling like a man trying to process a car accident and a religious awakening at the same time.

“We need help with this, Liam. Staff. Someone in IT, another to run our socials. My brain hasn’t stopped buzzing.”

His chest lifted in a long, slow breath.

“I feel like the walls are closing in. We need accountants… like, today. Money pours in faster than I can track it. We need business bankers who won’t switch on a censorship filter because you take too much cock on camera.”

A soft, exhausted laugh escaped me, but even laughing hurt — my ribs felt sore where hands had held me down in the best way possible.

“All while still enjoying our lifestyle.”

I let myself feel it — the faint hollow throb inside me. Since the Freedom Club men left last night, no one had touched me. No weight pinning me down and no thick cock sliding inside my body. I missed my husband’s slow drag of fingers inside me while he ate the sloppy load on them, whispering praise in my ear. The absence of cock inside me felt like a bruise.

It was late afternoon, and I hadn’t slept once. The comedown left me feeling glum, messy around the edges, aching for something soft and grounding.

“There must be people who run this as a turnkey thing, Avery. This is a real business now — six figures a month and almost no overhead.”

“I never expected any of this either.”

I closed the laptop. The screen’s light had burned itself into my vision.

“Maybe you should give up work too.”

“Maybe. But we’ll be expected to escalate all the time now. Make things bigger, dirtier, ramp it up… more cocks, more sessions, more extreme. Fans will want you to cuck me with them… and they’ll pay.”

A little knot tightened in my chest.

“We won’t stream that, darling.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t think we should stream everything. We need a life that isn’t OnlyFans. A part of us that people don’t get to buy. Some might call me a whore, but actually fucking subscribers for cash… that’s a red line for me.”

“Me too, Avery… but trust me, they will come and ask.”

Silence settled in the room like dust — soft, real, and dangerous in its honesty.

I pushed myself off the chair and crawled onto the bed beside my husband, every shift of my hips reminding me of where strangers’ hands had held me, where their cocks had filled me, where pleasure had stretched me open so beautifully I was still trembling from the memory.

I lay my head on his chest. His skin was warm and felt like home. It was safe. It was ours. His hand came up shakily and rested in my hair.

“We did something huge last night, Avery.”

“We did.”

“And it was beautiful.”

“It was.”

“But it was cuckolding… I mean real, proper, not tarnished by a playbook.”

“I think it must stay that way, Liam. Otherwise, we’re going to hate it.”

“I agree.”

My husband turned his head, kissed the edge of my forehead, a soft, tired brush that made my throat thicken.

“We’ll figure it out, Avery. The money and the fame, how to work within rules. All of it. We’re in this together. Always.”

I slid my fingers down his chest, slow, gentle, affectionate, not hungry — just in love.
My body still hummed from the bull’s satisfying me, but this feeling, my husband’s heartbeat under my cheek, was the part I craved most.

“I love our life, Liam, and I want it to stay ours.”

He exhaled, long and shaky, like that truth was the only thing keeping him from drowning.

“Then that’s what we protect.”

The laptop pinged again, then again, then with such rapid-fire intensity that I reached over, shut the lid, and let silence reclaim the room.

For the first time all day, we breathed.

I drifted into a deep, heavy sleep with the image of my husband on his knees burned into the backs of my eyelids. Liam’s head was bowed, Dre’s hand rested gently and respectfully in his hair. My mess glistening on the bull’s shaft, and my cuck finally followed his desire instead of just circling it.

I clung to that final snapshot of my husband sucking my Bull’s cock as everything went black, my body buzzing with exhaustion, my muscles twitching in aftershocks that had nothing to do with fresh pleasure and everything to do with being used for hours.

When I woke, the light in our bedroom had changed. It was late afternoon, that flat, gray wash that made the blinds look dusty and my skin look pale. My thighs ached when I tried to move. Little bruises were forming along my hips, my shoulders, my knees, all in the rough ghost-shapes of hands and edges of desks and the lip of the studio sofa.

I winced and rolled onto my back.

Liam lay beside me on top of the covers, one arm flung over his eyes, his chest bare and magnificent, his breathing slow and shallow like a man whose soul was still processing what his body had done hours ago. His hair was a chaotic mess, stiffened in places where sweat and dried slick had glued the strands together.

I watched his chest rise and fall, counted five breaths, then gently nudged his wrist until he lowered his arm and blinked at me.

“Hey.”

His voice was rough.

“Hey, cuck.”

A small smile pulled at the corner of his mouth. It was shy, almost boyish, nothing like the assured, orchestrating man who had negotiated with four bulls and managed our live chat while I got turned into a dripping mess on camera.

“How are you feeling, Avery?”

“Like someone turned my body into a rental property and forgot the security deposit.”

I flexed my toes. The muscles in my calves and inner thighs protested, a deep, satisfying ache that made me aware of every inch of myself. My lower back throbbed. My abdomen felt tender. I was so used, so stretched, that even the brush of the sheet across my skin felt amplified.

I smiled anyway because I was deeply satisfied.

“And how about you, Liam?”

“Like I ran a marathon in my head and then fell down a rabbit hole.”

He turned onto his side, propping himself on an elbow, studying my face. His pupils were still a little wide. I saw the faint redness around his eyes from lack of sleep, but also from earlier, when emotion, arousal, and something like religious awe had burned there.

“We did it, Avery. I mean… we really did it, and it worked.”

“We really did.”

We lay in silence for a moment, letting the words settle. Somewhere in the house, the fridge hummed. A car passed outside. My phone buzzed faintly on the nightstand with yet another notification from a friend or former work colleague who landed on our site. I ignored it.

“I can’t stop thinking about four black bulls, Avery.”

My husband spoke so quietly I almost missed it.

“Which part most impressed you?”

Liam swallowed, his throat working, his eyes pleading with me not to judge. I shuffled closer, shot him a warm, loving look, and smiled.

“I loved all of it, but… that last part… with Dre.”

I moved even closer, the movement making my hips complain. The ache inside my pussy grounded me. It felt honest.

“You liked sucking Dre’s cock.”

It wasn’t a question. My husband held my gaze for a long beat, then nodded once.

“Yes.”

I waited.

“I loved every second, every suck, lick, and stroke, Avery. I felt free.”

My husband stared past me for a second, his eyes unfocusing, clearly replaying something only he could see from behind them.

“When I went under the table the first time, I thought it would be enough to just… be close — to lick the mess from you, to feel the weight of Andrew drilling you, smell him. That was already… everything.”

“But that changed yesterday?”

“I wanted to suck his cock so badly… and he whispered to me that I shouldn’t be afraid.”

“Nor should you, Liam.”

My husband breathed out slowly.

“Watching them take you over and over, watching how much you glowed, how much you… bloomed on the end of each cock, and then seeing Dre step back, dripping in you, seeing his hand reach for me—”

Liam’s voice faltered.

“That flipped a switch, didn’t it?”

“Yes.”

I reached out and traced a faint bruise on Liam’s shoulder with the tip of one finger. He shivered.

“Tell me what you wanted, Liam. Not the edited version. The real one.”

He hesitated, then the smallest, guilty smile flickered across his mouth.

“I wanted to finish what I started.”

“How far would you go?”

My husband’s cheeks colored. It was beautiful on him.

“Right to the end.”

“You wanted to swallow his cum?”

He shut his eyes for a second, like he was bracing for judgment.

“Yes.”

The word was a breath, not a sound. My heart didn’t crack. It swelled because we were finally in a place where every truth was revealed. My husband was as bisexual as I was, or at least curious enough to want more cock.

I shifted closer, ignoring the complaining muscles, and slipped my hand under his jaw, guiding his face back to mine so he had to see me, had to see what was actually there.

I smiled.

“Good.”

His eyes widened.

“Good?”

“Yes.”

“That doesn’t—”

“It doesn’t make you less my husband. It doesn’t make you less of a man, and it definitely doesn’t make me love you less. I really loved watching you suck cock, honey. I wanted to stop being fucked and teach you.”

I dragged my thumb along my husband’s lower lip, remembering the way it had looked stretched around the base of a cock that was not his, the faint sheen left there after.

“If anything, it makes you more mine, and it makes us more honest.”

My husband exhaled on a shaky laugh, the tension in his shoulders loosening just a fraction.

“I thought you might… You know… be weird about it.”

“I watched you, Liam. Do you really think I’d be weird about something that made you look that happy?”

He blinked.

“You noticed?”

“I notice everything when it comes to you. Even more now, because you are so attentive towards me, so understanding of my needs, I want to do more for you, please you deeply.”

I paused, then asked the question hovering between us since the studio lights went off.

“Do you want to explore more cock? Not just licking Bulls cum from me. But playing with them between times, or before if you’d like?”

The silence stretched, and Liam stared at the ceiling again, drawing in a long breath before he turned and stared at me.

“Yes.”

His voice felt soft, then stronger.

“Yes. I do, but not instead of you, always because of you and with you, forever connected to you. But… yeah. I want to explore that.”

My chest warmed. It felt like someone poured molten gold into my sternum and let it settle there.

“Okay then.”

I kissed my husband, slow, unhurried, tasting the faint ghost of coffee from hours ago. His hand slid to my side, fingers brushing a sore patch on my hip. He winced before I did.

“Does that hurt?”

“It all hurts.”

I smiled into his mouth.

“It hurts in a good way.”

We broke apart when something on the dresser vibrated violently, skittering sideways. Liam reached over and grabbed his phone. The screen was a waterfall of notifications from his banking app, OnlyFans, emails, and social media.

He scrolled once, his eyes widening.

“Avery.”

“What now?”

I scooted closer, peering over his shoulder. My thigh brushed his. Even that tiny contact made a low hum of soreness ripple through my muscles.

“We’ve just cleared another ten grand in tips since we fell asleep.”

“In a few hours?”

“Yeah.”

He flicked to another screen.

“And we’re up to almost eight thousand paying subscribers now. Monthly. Not counting the pay-per-view we unlocked for the cleanup.”

A low whistle escaped my lips.

“That’s…”

“A terrifying amount of money.”

Liam met my gaze again.

“In the best way, but still terrifying. This is… real. This is an actual business now, not just us playing around and seeing what happens.”

I thought of the ring on my finger, my bulls, our lifestyle, and how much we needed to preserve it. I thought of the ache between my legs and the cocks that created it, and I wanted more. I thought of the way my husband had looked, wrapped in joy behind our studio monitors, and on his knees sucking Bull’s cock before cleaning their cum out of me, and I panicked.

“We need to get that help soon, Liam.”

“We desperately need someone.”

He ran a hand through his hair, wincing when his fingers snagged in a dried knot.

“All of this stays anchored in us, Liam. Not the bulls, not the subscribers, or the money. You and I come first, or we walk away.”

His eyes softened.

“Deal.”

We sealed it with another kiss, slower this time. Not hungry. Not frantic. Just… certain.

The doorbell rang. We both froze, then checked the time, and I smiled, raising one eyebrow.

“It’s Andrew with a goodnight kiss.”

Liam frowned.

“He said he was away tonight.”

My brain flicked through possibilities.

“Lester, then maybe? Andrew promised himself or a replacement every night, and we didn’t cancel.”

My husband’s face lit with recognition.

“A substitute tuck-me-in?”

“Maybe.”

I slid off the bed carefully, my legs complaining. I paused at the edge, breathing through the dull ache running up the insides of my thighs. Liam watched, half-concerned, half-aroused, the way he always did when evidence of my use showed.

“Can you even walk, Avery?”

“Barely.”

I smiled.

“But that’s never stopped me before.”

He laughed under his breath and swung his legs over the side of the bed, grabbing a pair of sweatpants from the floor.

As he tugged them on, I touched his arm.

“Liam.”

He looked up.

“About Dre. And…about more.”

His throat bobbed.

“Yes.”

“If Lester’s here. He’s one of my regulars. He knows we stream and knows you’re a cuck. He probably knows what you did yesterday.”

“Right.”

“If you want to keep that part between you and me for a bit, we can, but if you want to explore it, now, with him, just do whatever you wish.”

I held his gaze.

“Now?”

“We can talk about it. Slowly and on purpose. Not just in the heat of the moment when a bull pulls you to your knees, or you can go with your heart.”

Liam’s fingers tightened around the waistband of his sweats.

“What do you want, Avery?”

“I want you to have everything you crave. As long as it feeds us, not replaces us.”

I let a slow smile curve my mouth.

“And I’d like to see you on your knees again sucking a black cock, if that’s what you’re asking.”

His eyes darkened, not with shame but with relief.

“Okay.”

“What does okay mean, Liam?”

He drew in a breath.

“It means… if Lester’s comfortable and wants me to suck his cock, I’ll say yes.”

Warmth moved through me, low and steady.

“Not for the cameras this time.”

“No.”

His answer was immediate.

“Just for us.”

The doorbell rang again, longer this time.

I brushed my fingers over the bruises on my hips, grounding myself in the reality of my body, my marriage, my choice.

“Then let’s go open the door, cuck.”

We walked down the hallway together, both of us moving a little stiffly for entirely different reasons, the echo of studio lights and chat counters and four black silhouettes still humming behind my eyes.

By the time Liam’s hand closed on the front door handle, we weren’t just hotwife and cuckold.

We were business partners — co-conspirators, and two people about to have a very honest night with the man standing on our porch.


Chapter Thirty-Three

◆◆◆

My husband answered the door to a huge surprise.

I stood behind Liam, naked, flush with heat, waiting eagerly for my goodnight fucking before we curled up together to sleep. What I saw instead shocked me to my core.

Lester filled the doorway like a god stepping through a portal. Our porch light wrapped his broad shoulders in a molten halo, the scent of cool night air and his cologne rolling over the threshold ahead of him, thick enough to taste.

Another man stepped in behind him.

He was taller and broader, looking like a god carved from white marble. His muscles shifted under pale skin that gleamed like oiled stone in the lamplight. I gasped, eyeing the walking avalanche of male power from scalp to sole.

My pulse stuttered, skipped, then dropped straight into my pussy, throbbing for a damn good fucking.

Lester clasped Liam’s hand in a warm, commanding shake, then stepped past him with a broad, lascivious smile that sent shivers racing up my spine, then down again until they pooled hot and needy between my thighs.

Lester covered the space between us in two long strides. His hands were on my hips before I could swallow or speak. His mouth crashed into mine, tongue sliding past my searing hot lips, his kiss electric and familiar and devastating. The taste of him was salt, heat, mint, and something new tonight — promise, certainty, possession, and satisfaction.

My knees softened as Lester took me.

His arms locked around my waist, powerful palms cupping both ass cheeks, fingers digging in with talon-like hunger that made my breath choke out in a gasp. His body pressed mine back into the hallway wall, warmth flooding through me like I had been lit from the inside.

“James is a good man, Avery. He’s one of your OnlyFans subscribers and an Alpha at Freedom Club. Do you want him to fuck you tonight, honey?”

Lester leaned back just enough to look at me, his eyes flooding with lust and something gentler curled beneath it — care, intention, the attentive hunger of a bull who knew the difference between fucking a hotwife and elevating her and her cuck.

My bottom lip slid between my teeth while my pussy tingled and leaked. Cream pooled, heavy and hot, slicking down the inside of my thigh. My lips throbbed, swollen, desperate to be parted by a big black cock, followed by a stiff white one.

“I want both of you to fuck me.”

“James’s cock is ten inches long and thicker than mine. He’ll go second and stretch you more than you can imagine.”

“I can imagine a lot of cock and a very big stretch these days, honey.”

“James will deliver. He’s also completely bi, whereas I’ll play with a cuck, but it’s not really my thing.”

My gaze shifted. Liam’s cheeks flushed scarlet. He looked from James to me, then back to James. His throat moved in a tight swallow.

James stepped in closer, his shadow folding over my husband like a tidal wave, his voice deep and velvety enough to vibrate my nipples.

“Would you like to suck my cock while Lester fucks your wife, Liam?”

“Wow.”

“It’s better to speak honestly. I love cucks who warm me up before I fuck their wives. I’m respectful, and if this works for you, we can even meet privately so you can practice sucking cock. I’ll teach you how to be a great Bi cuck for Avery.”

“Wow.”

“I’ll even fuck you one day if that becomes your thing, honey. Before or after I fuck your wife — you two choose.”

A tiny orgasm broke inside me — fast, sharp, a sudden flutter that made my cunt clench around nothing, hard enough to force a slow rope of sticky cream down my thigh.

Liam saw it. Lester smelled it. James’s gaze shifted down, and he watched it glide down my skin like a signal.

My cuck was evolving. With the most perfect bulls possible. I’d heard horror stories about couples getting hurt, bulls humiliating cucks, hotwives left heartbroken, and marriages lost when too many taboos were broken badly.

But this — two respectful Alphas, a husband flushed with desire and courage, my pussy dripping down my leg…

This was next-level cuckolding.

And I was utterly, hopelessly, beautifully enthralled. James leaned in and kissed my husband softly on his lips, not as passionately as we did, but enough to signal that man-to-man contact was fine. His eyes sparkled as he stared at Liam, then at me.

“I’ll get the best of both of you. Your lips, Liam, and your wife’s cunt. “

“Maybe I’ll clean you afterwards too.”

“You’re funny and cute. You have a great bod too. Do you like kneeling while sucking cock, do you lie down, or should I feed you while straddling across your chest?”

“I’ve never done it before.”

“I sit, you kneel, and make sure you can see Avery being fucked while you suck me off.”

“Yeah… okay.”

Everyone had agreed on their role in a heartbeat.

Liam’s voice came out husky but certain. He stared at me, I smiled and nodded, my husband knew I wanted to fuck my bulls and watch him suck their cocks before he cleaned my ruined pussy. What he didn’t know yet was that I’d love a bull to fuck my husband with a cock lathered up inside me, using my cream as lube, but it had to be Liam’s choice, so I kept quiet.

My husband looked at Lester and James, smiling.

“Take my wife, please. She wants both of you to satisfy her. I’ll do whatever you need, and yes… I would love to suck your cock while kneeling, James, but if it’s that big, you’ll have to go easy.”

James’s smile was slow, approving. He stepped forward, cupped Liam’s jaw with one massive hand, his thumb brushing the corner of my husband’s mouth like a promise.

“Good boy.”

The words sent a visible shudder through Liam. His cock jerked against his underwear, the stain on the front getting bigger every minute, the fabric darkening with a spreading bloom of precum that soaked through cotton and clung to his skin.

We moved upstairs as one organism, four bodies already breathing the same rhythm. When the bedroom door shut behind us with a soft click, it felt like a starting gun was fired.

I climbed onto our marital bed naked, the sheets cool and crisp beneath my knees, still carrying the faint musk of last night’s fucking. I lay back against the pillows, my thighs already falling open, my cunt swollen and glistening, leaking a slow, creamy river that caught the lamplight in obscene pearls.

James stood at the foot of the bed and began undressing Liam with deliberate slowness. My husband did likewise to our lover, his shirt buttons popped one by one, fabric sliding off his shoulders.

My husband’s shirt tumbled to the floor, revealing the lean, well-sculpted muscle he kept hidden under office shirts. James’s massive hands moved over Liam’s pale skin, tracing his collarbone, a nipple, following a faint trail of hair down his stomach. When James whipped off my husband’s boxer briefs, my body shuddered vigorously, and I came just a little bit.

Liam’s breath hitched with every touch, his cock straining upward, flushed and dripping.

Lester crawled between my legs, his breath hot against my inner thigh. His tongue traced a slow, worshipful path upward through my trembling slit, his tongue flat and broad, gathering the sticky, leaking river of my arousal in one long lick that ended at my clit.

He hummed against me, the vibration shooting sparks up my spine.

I watched James guide Liam to his knees in front of the armchair. My husband sank willingly, his eyes wide, lips parted. James threaded his fingers through Liam’s hair, gentle but firm, tilting his head back.

“Open your mouth, sweet thing.”

Liam obeyed precisely how I knew he wanted to, no, needed to. My bull fed his cock into my husband’s mouth slowly, letting him feel every inch, the stretch of his jaw, the weight, and the salty taste. Liam’s throat worked hard, his eyes watering, but he took it deeper, his cheeks hollowing, a soft, wet sound filling the room as he sucked.

Lester’s tongue speared inside my cunt at the exact same moment, curling, scooping, drawing out a thick rope of sticky mess that he swallowed with a low growl of approval.

I moaned, my hips rolling, my back arching off the bed as my bull kissed, then licked my rim, thumbing that tiny, ruined hole open too.

The sight of my husband on his knees, his mouth stretched wide around James’s thick cock while Lester devoured my ruined pussy, was almost too much.

Almost.

Lester rose from between my thighs, his chin glistening with my slick, his eyes soft with the same reverence he always showed when he tasted or fucked me. He kissed my inner thigh once, a gentle press of lips that made my skin tingle, then shifted up the bed until his body covered mine, the weight of him familiar and perfect.

He cupped my face, thumbs stroking my cheeks, and looked straight into my eyes.

“Tell me what you need, Avery.”

“Your cock balls deep inside me. Fuck me slowly at first. I want to feel every inch of you buried inside my body.”

My lover smiled, the kind that reached his eyes, and guided his cock to my throbbing entrance with one hand while the other laced his fingers with mine. Lester’s blunt cock head parted my swollen lips and drove on slowly, the stretch a slow, exquisite burn that made me gasp. My pussy walls tingled and fluttered around his immense black cock as he sank deeper inside me, inch by deliberate inch, until his hips pressed flush against mine and I was impossibly full.

I was his, anchored in love to my cuckold husband, but I was still his in that moment, his shaft pulsing, sharing his beat with mine. It was a moment of pure hotwife pleasure. I was married, but not, faithful, but not, and deeply satisfied.

I turned my head toward Liam. He knelt beside the bed now, close enough that I could reach out and touch him. His eyes shone, wet with love and wonder, his cock untouched but leaking steadily onto the floor in clear, trembling strands.

I stretched my free hand toward him. He took it instantly, threading our fingers tight, his lips driving up and down one third of James’s cock, his throat rippling as he gagged.

“Good job, cuck… well done. I am proud of you.”

James smiled at me, nodding and moaning in ecstasy, his giant palm cupping my husband’s head.

Lester began to move, so I focused on his eyes, enjoying long, measured strokes that dragged his thick shaft along every sensitive ridge inside me. Each thrust nudged my cervix with gentle insistence, the pressure blooming into warm, rolling waves that built low in my belly. My breath hitched, my back arching off the mattress, the sheets cool and damp beneath me where earlier cum had soaked through.

Liam squeezed my hand, his thumb stroking the inside of my wrist in time with Lester’s rhythm. I listened to my husband’s slurping and closed my eyes, smiling as the men got into the same rhythm, one inside me, the other inside my husband.

“You’re so beautiful like this, Lester.”

“I feel you both fucking us in tune.”

“I love being a bull.”

“And I love you fucking me.”

Lester leaned down, kissed my throat, then my lips, tasting me and my devotion to cuckolding. His hips rolled faster, and he fucked me harder, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room, my slick coating his shaft in glossy rings that caught the lamplight every time he drew back.

I glanced at Liam again, saw the joy radiating from him, pure and uncomplicated.

“This is us, Liam. You’re giving me this. Me taking it for us — you finally being you.”

He nodded, his eyes glistening, and he paused on James’s cock, leaning in to kiss my forehead, his lips trembling against my skin.

James sat quietly in my husband’s chair, patient, respectful, his cock heavy and ready but waiting for his turn. Liam kissed my lips while Lester fucked me, and I tasted James, an orgasm sparking, rolling in waves of endless pleasure.

Then my husband returned to James’s cock and began sucking it again.

Lester’s rhythm faltered, his breath ragged against my neck, his cock twitching inside me as his seed flooded my cunt. James rested a gentle hand on Liam’s shoulder. He looked up, met James’s eyes, and something wordless passed between them, consent, gratitude, shared understanding.

James tapped Liam lightly on the head, a soft, affectionate gesture, then tilted his chin toward me.

“I must fuck your wife now, but for a first timer, you give amazing head, Liam.”

Liam smiled, wide and open, and moved aside without hesitation, his hand never leaving mine.

Lester eased out of me slowly, his cock glistening with my cream, a final pulse of warmth spilling from my cunt as he withdrew. He kissed me once more, deep and tender, then shifted back to give James room to take over and fuck me relentlessly.

I lay there, my thighs trembling, pussy gaping and dripping with cum, watching my husband with a heart so full it felt like it might burst.

Liam squeezed my fingers.

“I love you, Avery.”

“I love you too.”

James moved forward, his eyes burning so fiercely that my orgasm kept coming even though my cunt had no cock to clench down on. His presence was calm and certain, but it was the fact that he was new, a first-time lover about to slide his body inside mine, that gripped me, my breathing coming hard and fast as I squinted excitedly.

The mattress dipped under James’s weight as he knelt between my spread thighs, staring at my gaping, wide cunt.

“You look ready for more, Avery.”

“I am… it seems I always am these days.”

“Hold your husband’s hand — he deserves to feel every inch of me sliding inside you. Just think about his lips having sucked this very same cock.”

“Oh fuck! Please fuck me.”

I stared down at my lover’s cock. It jutted upward, ten inches long, thick as a soda can, and alabaster white. The crown was already slick with Liam’s spit, and blue veins striating the shaft to his balls pulsed like bulging cables under velvet skin.

James brushed the swollen head my husband had sucked along my gaping slit once, twice, gathering the creamy mess Lester had left, painting my folds in slow, deliberate strokes until my hips lifted of their own accord, my throbbing, dripping cunt begging to be impaled balls deep.

I turned my head to Liam.

He knelt beside the bed, his eyes shining, lips swollen and glossy, his cock untouched but leaking a steady ribbon of precum that pooled on the hardwood beneath him.

I reached for his hand. He laced our fingers instantly, squeezing tight. James pushed inside me in one long, unhurried glide, and my eyes bulged.

“Thank you, Liam.”

“You’re welcome.

The immense stretch inside me was immediate, overwhelming, and different from Lester’s familiar rhythm. He was the thickest to fuck me yet not the longest, but easily the one with the most impact.

James’s cock was thicker at the base, reshaping my entrance, stretching me so far my eyes rolled and I moaned words that even I couldn’t understand. The flare of his crown dragged along every tender ridge inside me until my walls fluttered helplessly around him.

My back arched off the bed, a broken moan tearing from my throat as he seated himself balls-deep inside my trembling cunt, his pelvis flush against mine, the pressure against my cervix a deep, delicious ache that made my toes curl.

My soft tissue walls expanded, even as I clenched, trying to grip the monster inside me, milk it, and take his seed. I closed my eyes and imagined this cock, this man fucking me every night after my husband warmed him up, and I came hard again, my juices squishing and squirting around the tight seal between us.

My bull held still balls deep inside me for a heartbeat, letting me feel every inch of his pulsing cock, letting Liam feel it through my grip on his hand.

Then James began to move.

He fucked me slowly at first, long strokes that dragged his cock almost all the way out before sliding back in, the wet squelch of Lester’s cum being churned inside me loud and obscene.

Each thrust forced thick ropes of sticky seed to spill around his shaft, dripping down my ass crack, soaking the sheets in warm, sticky puddles.

My pussy made filthy, greedy sounds, sucking and slurping at him, reluctant to let go. I stared into Liam’s eyes the entire time, making sure my cuck was totally connected to me.

James gradually picked up speed, his hips snapping harder, the slap of his heavy balls against my ass cheeks sharp and rhythmic, the grind of his pubic bush against my solid clit a welcome relief.

My breasts bounced with every thrust of him inside me, my nipples aching, sweat beading between them and rolling down my ribs.

James’s hands slid under my ass cheeks, lifting me slightly, changing the angle until his crown battered a spot inside me that made my vision spark white and drew moans from me I barely recognized, so feral and dark.

I came again without warning, a sudden, violent clench that gripped his cock like a fist.

My cunt spasmed, squirting a hot mix of my slick and Lester’s cum around James’s shaft, the overflow splattering Liam’s forearm where our hands stayed locked.

My scream tore through the room, raw and grateful. James groaned, low and guttural, his rhythm stuttering, his face contorting into orgasm.

He drove balls deep one last time, burying his cock to the root, and I felt it jerk hard inside me as thick, burning ropes of cum flooded my womb in heavy pulses.

The heat of it, the weight of it, sent me over again, a softer orgasm this time, a rolling wave that left me trembling and gasping his name. He stayed inside me a moment longer, breathing hard, sweat dripping from his chest onto my breasts in warm droplets that cooled instantly against my skin.

Then my lover eased out slowly, his cock glistening with our combined mess, a final thick strand stretching from my gaping cunt to his crown before it snapped and landed across my lower belly in a pearly rope.

James looked down at Liam, voice gentle, respectful.

“Will you clean me, cuck?”

Liam nodded, his eyes bright with devotion, and he leaned forward without hesitation. His tongue traced the underside of James’s softening cock, lapping the creamy coating of my juices and both bulls’ seed in long, worshipful strokes.

He sucked the head into his mouth, his cheeks hollowing, swallowing every drop until James’s shaft gleamed clean and wet only with Liam’s spit. James cupped the back of Liam’s head, thumb stroking his hair once in quiet thanks, then he stepped back and began dressing.

Lester was already clothed, watching me with a soft smile.

Both bulls kissed my forehead, murmured quiet goodnights, and left us without ceremony, the door clicking shut behind them like the end of a beautiful hymn.

The room fell into hushed stillness, candlelit silence. Liam crawled onto the bed, settling between my thighs without a word. His tongue found my ruined entrance, gentle now, reverent, lapping the thick flood of mixed cum that poured from me in slow, steady pulses.

Each swipe of his tongue and every kiss from his lips was soft, soothing, loving, drawing out the mess and pleasure of my best cuck session yet in equal measure.

I threaded my fingers through my husband’s hair, stroking, guiding, letting him take his time. When he finally lifted his head, his lips and chin shone with the evidence of what we’d done.

He crawled up my body and kissed me, deep and slow, sharing the taste of both bulls had left inside me, salty, musky, perfect. We lay tangled, sweat cooling on our skin, the sheets a battlefield of stains and love.

Liam’s voice was rough, hushed, and full of wonder.

“I’ve never felt closer to you than I do right now.”

“We shared honey — that’s what cuckolding is about. We both get what we need.”

I traced my husband’s jaw, my thumb brushing the faint smear of cum at the corner of his mouth.

“Watching you take James in your mouth while Lester filled me… feeling you choose that, want that… it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

He smiled, shy and radiant.

“I want more of it. Not instead of you. Because of you.”

I kissed Liam again, tasting everything we’d become.

“Then we’ll have more, but together. Always together.”

His hand slid down my belly, fingers slipping through the sticky mess between my thighs, gathering a thick dollop of cum and bringing it to my lips.

I sucked his fingers clean, my eyes locked on his, swallowing the last evidence of the night.

Liam’s cock, solid again, pressed against my thigh.

“Sleep inside me, Liam. Just us now.”

He slid into me easily, the fit gentle, perfect, and it felt like home.

We didn’t thrust. We just held each other, his cock nestled in the warm, ruined heat of my cunt, bull cum still leaking slowly around him as we drifted off, hearts beating in the same filthy, loving rhythm.

Tomorrow, there would be more bulls, more cameras, more everything.

Tonight there was only us.

And that was everything.


Chapter Thirty-Four

◆◆◆

The morning of Liam’s birthday began with the slow, wet drag of his tongue through my swollen folds, the flat of it pressing hard against my clit until I shuddered awake, my thighs clamped around his ears and ground down until his nose was buried in my slick and his chin glistened with my arousal.

Three days had passed since James and Lester fucked me. Three days since I watched my husband suck my lover’s cock. And for each of those nights, we had both abstained. I rose and stared down at my husband, stroking his ears gently, smiling when he looked up, his lips coated in my sticky juices.

“Three days of edging, Liam.”

“Three days of denial, honey.”

For three days, my husband woke me with his tongue spearing my cunt, lapping at the fresh cream that leaked while I dreamed of other men fucking me while I held his hand. He licked so well these days that I always came hard, and now, he did it until I screamed into the pillow, before falling asleep again with his face still sticky and his cock untouched.

I wanted us both to be feral tonight.

I rolled off my husband’s face at dawn, my thighs trembling, pussy throbbing emptily, and I kissed him slow and deep so he could taste my desperation on his tongue. His cock jerked against my belly, rigid and leaking, the crown flushed angry purple, a thick rope of precum already stretching from his cock slit to his navel in a glistening silver thread.

I wrapped my fingers around my husband’s shaft and squeezed once, hard, milking another fat bead that welled up and spilled over my knuckles in a warm, sticky flood.

“No cumming today, birthday boy. Not until I say.”

“I’m desperate, Avery… I need to be cucked.”

“You asked me to give up Andrew for a few days — I did. You asked me to arrange something spectacular for your birthday tonight — I have. I am desperate to take a lover, honey, but there is nothing I wouldn’t do for you.”

“And yet here we are… both gagging for a cuck session.”

“I think the anticipation makes everything better, darling. By the way, I’ve been chatting with Hans. He’s coming over next week and wants to know if we’d like dinner.”

“Fuck yeah!”

“Good. I’ll arrange everything. Oh, and by the way, he’s more than happy to let you suck his cock, so maybe you should take James up on his offer and get some practice in, down on your knees.”

Liam looked thrilled, but his cheeks flushed crimson, and his eyes flickered away from me. I cupped his chin and stared deeply into his eyes.

“Don’t be embarrassed. I love sucking cock too.”

“Okay… but… would you like to watch James and me?”

“I’d love to watch you go all the way and drain him after he fucks me for a few minutes. I’d love you to clean me off him.”

My husband groaned, his hips bucking, pressing his cock harder into my grip. He nodded, his eyes glazed with the beautiful, tortured devotion I craved more than oxygen.

I spent the rest of the day preparing him like a sacrifice.

First, the shower: scalding water pounding over us while I washed every inch of my husband’s gorgeous body with my hands, my nails scraping lightly over his nipples until they stood hard and aching, my palms gliding down the ridges of his abs. My fingers slid between his ass cheeks to circle his tight, virgin hole until he whimpered and begged and leaked a steady stream of precum from his tiny slit that swirled down the drain.

I shaved him smooth: around his cock, his balls, the tender skin behind them, every hair removed until his cock looked even bigger, the veins bulging obscenely under baby-soft skin, the head flushed dark and glossy, dripping constantly now, a thin ribbon of clear fluid that never stopped.

I oiled Liam next, warm coconut oil poured over his chest, my palms spreading it in slow, worshipful circles until his skin gleamed like polished bronze under the bathroom lights, until the scent of coconut and sex filled the steam and every inch of him smelled like a man about to be devoured.

I dressed him in the outfit I had chosen: charcoal suit trousers tailored tight enough that the ridge of his cock was visible through the fabric, a crisp white shirt unbuttoned to mid-chest, no underwear, no belt, nothing to hide the wet spot that had already begun to bloom at the tip where precum soaked through in a dark, obscene coin.

I wore white.

A virgin-white silk wrap dress that clung to every curve, the fabric so thin my nipples cast shadows through it, the hem barely brushing mid-thigh, the slit climbing high enough that every step flashed the lace tops of my stockings and the bare, dripping lips of my cunt.

I wore no panties or bra — just the diamond choker Liam had fastened around my throat this morning, the stones cold against my skin, and the faint bruises on my hips from Andrew’s fingers that peeked above the dress’s neckline like love bites from a ghost.

And of course, I wore my gold whore’s anklet.

La Chambre Noire was full. Soft jazz drifted through hidden speakers, slow and sensual, the bass line thrumming low in my belly like a second heartbeat.

The tables were dressed in black linen, the silverware gleaming, candles flickering in crystal holders that sweated wax down their sides in slow, creamy tears.

Every chair was occupied. I saw ten couples.

The men were a gallery of raw power: black, white, muscled, inked, suited, shirt sleeves rolled to reveal forearms thick with veins.

The women were exquisite: some wearing lace, some in leather, some lurking in the shadows unnoticed by my husband, wearing nothing but collars and smiles, their eyes bright with the same hunger I saw in Liam’s every time he watched me take cock.

I wanted to fuck all of them.

They rose when we entered, a ripple of movement, chairs scraping softly against marble, the air shifting with the mingled scents of expensive cologne, pussy, and anticipation.

The music died, and my husband stopped dead in his tracks, glancing everywhere.

Liam’s hand tightened in mine, his palm slick with nervous sweat, his cock visibly throbbing against the front of his trousers, the wet spot spreading wider with every step.

He looked at the men, at the women, then at me. His eyes were wide, pupils blown, lips parted on a silent gasp. I leaned in, my lips brushing the shell of his ear.

“Happy birthday, my love. Every man in this room is a bull. Every woman is a cuckquean married to one of them. Tonight they are all here for us.”

“Fuck!”

“Yeah… you’re going to sit beside a fellow cuck while her husband fucks me.”

“Fucking, wow, Avery. How did you come up with this?”

“I dreamed it, darling. Three fucking nights without a cock between these legs set my imagination wild.”

I led Liam to the long, central table, the only one with white linen glowing under candlelight, a single silver cloche in the center like a promise.

I stepped up onto my chair, then onto the table itself, the oak cool and solid beneath my bare feet, the linen crisp against my soles.

My skirt rode high as I stood tall, my thighs parted just enough that every person in the room could see the glistening lips of my cunt, swollen and dripping, the faint pink flush of three days’ denial painted across my skin like a brand.

I raised my arms, the silk of my dress whispering against my sides, my nipples straining against the fabric, and smiled down at my husband.

“Cameras are live, darling. Twelve angles of you and me. Every subscriber who paid for our premium tier is watching right now.”

Liam’s breath hitched. His cock jerked so hard the wet spot bloomed darker, a fresh bead of precum soaking through in a perfect circle. I pointed to the discreet red lights glowing in every corner, on tripods, mounted to the ceiling, even one on a track that would follow me when I moved.

“These cameras link to our OnlyFans. Do you want this live-streamed?”

His answer came instantly, raw and certain.

“Yes. I do want to share my birthday.”

My husband’s words cracked across the room like a starting gun. The Alphas grinned, their cuckqueans squirming, about to have their fantasies fulfilled.

I smiled, slow and filthy, and crooked a finger at the first couple.

“Marcus and Elise, come join us, please.”

Marcus rose, six-five, dark skin gleaming under the chandeliers, shirt unbuttoned to reveal carved ridges of chest, cock already thick and heavy against his thigh.

Elise followed, petite, porcelain skin, red hair cascading in waves, emerald silk dress clinging to every curve, nipples dark and stiff through the fabric, eyes bright with hunger.

They reached the table, Elise’s eyes ablaze, her chest rising and falling.

I sank to my knees on the white linen, its fabric cool against my skin, and spread my thighs wide, the skirt riding up to my waist, exposing my bare, dripping cunt to the room, to the cameras, to my husband’s starving gaze.

I trembled from head to toe, my pussy leaking, no, drooling with so much sticky nectar I felt ashamed as I slid my knees wider apart on the white linen.

Elise knelt beside Liam, only inches away, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered something that made his cock jerk again. He looked at me and smiled.

I nodded at my husband.

“What’s up?”

“Elise says you are so fucking wet. She wants to taste because she loves worshiping the women who fuck her man.”

“Is it okay, Liam?”

“I love the idea.”

“Then she can be my guest.”

Elise didn’t wait for further invitation.

She moved like silk, her emerald dress whispering over her thighs as she slid between my spread knees, the heat of her breath ghosting over my inner thigh before her palms settled warm and sure on the sensitive skin just above my stockings.

Her thumbs traced slow, deliberate circles, her nails scraping my flesh lightly, sending sparks skittering straight to my clit.

Then she parted my thighs wider, the motion slow and reverent, until the cool air kissed my swollen, dripping folds and the scent of my arousal bloomed sharp and unmistakable between us.

Elise leaned in.

Her tongue felt hot, soft, and perfect, and she dragged it from the puckered ring of my asshole upward in one long, worshipful stroke, gathering creamy rivulets that had trickled down from my cunt. I knew she would taste salt and slick, then later, her husband’s cum would be added to the mix.

She lingered at my entrance, worshiping, circling the stretched, fluttering hole, teasing, coaxing, before she sealed her crimson lips around it and sucked, hard.

The pull was immediate, obscene, a wet, greedy vacuum that tore a broken moan from my throat.

I felt the thick ropes of my own arousal surge toward her mouth in a warm, sticky flood, her suction drawing it out in pulsing strands that coated her tongue, filled her cheeks, spilled from the corners of her mouth in glossy silver threads that snapped and splattered across her chin.

Elise swallowed noisily, the sound raw and shameless, her throat working as she drank me down, her eyes locked on mine the entire time, pupils blown wide with hunger.

When she finally pulled back, a final thick strand of my slick stretched between her bottom lip and my gaping cunt before it broke and landed with a soft, wet slap on the tablecloth.

Marcus stepped between my legs, his hands gentle on my hips, his cock already free, thick and dark and veined, the crown slick with precum that dripped in a slow, deliberate strand onto the tablecloth between my knees.

While I stared at my husband, Marcus slid his thick, long cock balls deep inside me in one slow, relentless thrust.

“Happy birthday, Liam.”

“Thank you, darling… It’s the best birthday ever.”

I felt every inch of his cock, the stretch, the burn, the way my cunt fluttered and gripped him like it had been waiting for this exact cock its whole life. My back arched, my head falling back, a moan tearing from my throat as he bottomed out, his balls pressing against my ass, the table creaking beneath us.

And Liam, my beautiful, perfect cuck, smiled like a man who had finally come home.

Marcus’s hands slid under my ass, his fingers digging into the soft flesh hard enough to leave bruises I would wear like jewelry for days.

He lifted me slightly off the tablecloth, changing the angle of penetration until the flared crown of his cock dragged across that spot inside me that made my vision spark white at the edges. I screamed, and my audience cheered, applauding the woman they would all share while her cuck watched.

Every thrust of Marcus’s cock inside me stretched my needy cunt and forced a fresh gush of my slick to squirt around his shaft, the wet squelch loud and obscene in the hush that had fallen over the room.

The linen beneath my back was already soaked, dark with my arousal and the remnants of previous loads that had leaked from me during the car ride, the fabric clinging cold and sticky to my shoulder blades.

Elise’s hand never left her cunt.

She stroked herself through the ruined silk of her dress in slow, deliberate pulls that matched Marcus’s rhythm inside me, her crimson nails scraping lightly over the wet spot that had spread so wide the fabric clung transparent to her, outlining her like a camel toe.

Liam’s eyes were locked on the place where Marcus disappeared inside me, his pupils blown wide, lips parted on ragged breaths that fogged the air between us.

His free hand gripped the edge of the table, his knuckles white, the wood creaking under the pressure as his hips rocked helplessly in his grip. Two cucks were as one, watching their beloved as we fucked each other.

Marcus fucked me harder, the slap of his hips against my ass sharp and wet, his balls heavy and slick with my juices smacking my perineum with every thrust.

The table rocked beneath us, silverware clinking, candles guttering, wax spilling in molten tears that hardened into creamy ridges across the linen like tiny echoes of the cum already leaking from my cunt.

I gripped the linen, clawed it, pulled it into me as my body rose to hotwife heaven, and I trembled all over.

I came without warning, a violent clench of my cunt that gripped Marcus’s cock like a fist, my back arching off the table, breasts straining against the silk of my dress, nipples scraping the fabric raw.

My breathing came faster, harder, and I cried out, ecstasy consuming me.

My squirt gushed around his rock-hard shaft in hot, forceful jets, splattering his lower belly, dripping down his balls, soaking Elise’s wrist where she rubbed herself.

Marcus groaned, low and guttural, his rhythm stuttering as my cunt milked him.

He drove deep one final time, his cock pulsing violently as he erupted, thick ropes of cum flooding my womb, splashing hot against my cervix, the overflow spilling out around his shaft in creamy rivulets that soaked the tablecloth in a growing, shameful puddle.

He stayed buried inside me a moment longer, breathing hard, sweat dripping from his chest onto my breasts in warm droplets that cooled instantly against my skin.

Then he eased out slowly, his cock glistening with our combined mess, a final thick strand stretching from my gaping cunt to his crown before it snapped and splattered across my lower belly in a pearly rope.

Elise leaned forward without hesitation, her tongue darting out to lap the strand of her husband’s cum from my skin, her eyes locked on Liam’s as she swallowed it down with a soft, approving hum.

My cuck was impressed, slowing down his wanking stroke, drawing it out because, like me, he knew it would be a long night.

Marcus stepped back, his cock still half-hard and shining, glistening with my cream and his own thick spend, a final pearly bead trembling at the slit before it rolled down the underside in a slow, lazy trail.

Before she left, Elise leaned in again, her crimson lips swollen and glossy, her eyes locked on mine with wicked gratitude. She pressed her mouth to my ruined cunt without ceremony, sealing her lips around the gaping, throbbing entrance where Marcus’s cum still leaked in slow, creamy pulses.

She gave one hard, deliberate suck, her cheeks hollowing, her tongue curling deep inside me, and I felt the warm, viscous flood of her husband’s seed surge toward her mouth in a thick rope that coated her tongue and filled her cheeks.

Elise swallowed noisily, the sound wet and shameless, her throat working as she drank down her own husband’s semen straight from my body, the flavor salty and musky and perfect.

It felt like a ritual, and, as I stared at the wall-mounted screen with our OnlyFans dashboard, I saw tips rising so fast I couldn’t read the numbers.

Elise pulled away with a soft, wet pop, a final strand of cum stretching from her bottom lip to my cunt before it snapped and splattered across her chin in a glistening pearl.

She licked it away with a slow swipe of her tongue, smiled at Liam, then at me, and stood, taking Marcus’s hand as they melted back into the circle of watchers.

“I’m Tyrone.”

My next bull was bearded, thick everywhere, gold chain glinting against dark skin, forearms roped with veins.

He didn’t speak further.

Tyrone simply gripped my thighs, spread me wider, and slammed his pierced cock balls-deep inside me in one brutal thrust.

I screamed, the sound tearing from my throat raw and shameless, my cunt stretching around the metal and flesh, the piercings dragging along my soft tissue walls like hot brands.

Tyrone’s hands slid under my ass, lifting me off the table, impaling me fully as he fucked me standing, my back arched over the oak, my hair spilling across the linen in damp ropes.

Tyrone’s wife, Elspeth, a slim blond woman with hungry eyes, knelt beside Liam now, her dress lifted around her waist, pussy leaking as she watched her husband fucking my brains out.

I reached for Liam, and he held my hand, while Elspeth took my other, her eyes begging, her voice pleading.

“Take my husband’s cum.”

“I will.”

The room spun, candles flickered, and the Jazz pulsed through me, in rhythm with my rising and falling orgasms. The scent of sex and wax, and wine thickened until I could taste it on every breath.

One after another, the Alpha men took me.

Michael bent me over the table, my cheek pressed to the linen, my ass pointed high, my throbbing slit dripping with the cum of many men. His pale cock, long, thick, and cruelly curved upward, nudged my entrance once, gathering the creamy mess already leaking from me, then he swung his hips forward and drove inside me in one brutal thrust that tore a raw scream from my throat.

The stretch felt different this time, sharper, the upward curve of my lover’s cock dragging along the front wall of my cunt until his crown battered that spot that made my vision spark white. My fingers scrabbled for purchase on the soaked tablecloth, nails scraping through layers of dried and fresh seed, the linen bunching under my palms as he began to move, fucking me deeper than any man had.

Michael’s hands clamped around my hips, his fingers digging deep into soft flesh hard enough to leave fresh bruises over the old ones, holding me exactly where he wanted me. I loved the pain, knowing that it was the gateway to endless pleasure.

His thrusts were slow at first, deliberate, as he let me feel every inch of his curved shaft. Michael reshaped my insides, letting the wet squelch of previous loads echo loud and obscene with every withdrawal.

Cassandra, his wife, knelt behind him, her crimson nails raking lightly down his back before one hand slipped between his ass cheeks.

I felt the moment she found his hole; Michael’s rhythm stuttered, his cock jerking hard inside me as her finger pressed in to the first knuckle, then deeper, curling with practiced certainty until she found his prostate.

Michael groaned, low and guttural, his hips snapping forward involuntarily, driving his cock so deep inside me the head kissed my cervix and forced a thick rope of mixed cum to gush out around his shaft, splattering down my thighs in warm, sticky pulses.

Under the table, Liam crawled on his belly through the growing puddle of seed and squirt, the marble cool and slick against his chest, his breath hot against my calves as he positioned himself directly beneath us.

His tongue darted upward the instant Michael pulled back, lapping at the bull’s heavy, swinging balls, sucking them gently into his mouth one at a time, tasting salt and sweat and the faint musk of my cunt smeared across the skin.

When Michael slammed home again, Liam’s mouth found the place where cock met cunt, his lips sealing around the bottom edge of my stretched entrance, his tongue licking alongside Michael’s shaft to catch every fresh spurt of overflow that squirted out around the intrusion.

The dual sensation of Michael’s curved cock battering my cunt while Liam’s tongue swirled through the creamy mess, sent me over the edge again, my cunt clamping down so hard Michael cursed, and Cassandra laughed softly, twisting her finger deeper, milking him from the inside.

Michael came with a roar, his cock pulsing violently as he flooded me with heat, thick ropes painting my walls, the overflow gushing out in a warm flood that Liam caught greedily, swallowing with desperate, wet gulps, his moans vibrating against us both.

Next came Noah, then a guy whose name I couldn’t remember. Each bull came inside me, flooding my cunt with heat, the overflow mixing in a creamy tide that leaked steadily from my ruined hole, pooling on the table, soaking the linen until it clung transparent to my skin in cold, sticky patches.

Between bulls, the cuckqueans rotated.

Marjory shared her husband’s cum with Liam from her fingers while Clive’s load dripped from my cunt onto the floor in thick, creamy ropes.

The cameras caught everything—every angle. Every squelch and every tear that slipped down Liam’s cheek when he watched the fourth bull paint my cervix white, and I screamed his name, not the bull’s, but my husband’s, because every orgasm belonged to him.

Our subscriber counter rolled past one hundred thousand, and tips poured in like rain.

And still they fucked me.

Cum dripped from my cunt in a constant stream now, pooling beneath me in a warm, sticky lake that reflected the candlelight in shimmering white. My thighs were coated, my ass, my back, my hair.

My nipples were raw from teeth and fingers, my clit throbbing from tongues and thumbs, and the relentless grind of pubic bones.

I lost count of my orgasms and the loads squirted inside me. I only knew Liam’s eyes never left me, shining with love and pride and a joy so fierce it made my heart ache even as my body was ruined beyond recognition.

I heard a voice shout out.

“Get the swing out. It’s time for double penetration.”

My ruined cunt clenched hard at the words, forcing another thick rope of mixed cum to spill from my gaping hole in a slow, creamy cascade that splattered across the tablecloth and drew a collective moan from every cuckquean in the room.


Chapter Thirty-Five

◆◆◆

Liam kissed me lovingly while I lay sprawled across the wrecked restaurant table, my back arched in a deep, trembling bow of pure surrender. Sweat cooled in sticky rivers that slid between my shoulder blades and pooled in the small of my back before mingling with the thick, creamy lake of bull cum already soaking the ruined linen beneath me.

The tablecloth clung to my skin like a second, filthy layer, every inch of it heavy and sodden, the scent of sex and spilled seed rising thick and heady around us. It drove my hormones insane.

My legs were splayed obscenely wide, trembling thighs forced open by two cuckqueans whose manicured nails dug half-moon crescents into the soft, bruised flesh just above my knees.

Pain was pleasure — pleasure was ecstasy, and my body was saturated by it.

Their grip was merciless, almost bruising, spreading me so wide the restaurant’s cool, conditioned air kissed the raw, gaping mouth of my cunt like an icy tongue. It made my swollen, battered lips flutter and drool as another lazy rope of mixed seed slid down the cleft of my ass in a warm, viscous trail, cooling into sticky trails along my inner thighs.

A third cuckquean knelt between my thighs, her crimson lips sealed tight around my gaping, ruined entrance. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked with greedy, wet, animal pulls that dragged obscene, slurping noises from my body.

Each brutal draw yanked another thick, creamy rope of her husband’s seed from the deepest part of my womb. The vacuum was so fierce I felt it in my spine, a filthy, tugging ache that made my hips jerk upward involuntarily and forced a fresh, hot gush of bull cum and my own slick to squirt across her tongue in a salty, musky flood.

She swallowed with loud, shameless gulps that echoed off the paneled walls, her throat working visibly as the heavy load slid down in pulsing waves. Some escaped the corners of her mouth in glossy silver strands that stretched, snapped, and splattered across my inner thighs in sticky, pearly drops that cooled instantly against my fevered skin.

I stared into Liam’s eyes, my vision blurred with tears of overstimulation and pure, ferocious love. My heart warmed from the radiant, filthy smile that split his beautiful face.

“It’s your birthday, and I’m getting all the cock, darling. One of the wives offered to fuck you… I don’t mind at all.”

“I don’t want it, Avery. I get off on watching you have massive orgasms that rip your soul wide open and leave you shaking.”

“If you ever want to suck a bull’s cock again—”

“Not here. Not now. I want the first full, proper time to be in our bed, just us, where I can look into your eyes while his cum is still coating my tongue like warm honey.”

“Good… It’s always your choice, always.”

“I am a cuck, Avery. I don’t want to say it again. For my birthday, I want the entire world to accept what I am without me having to explain it one more time.”

“We have a hundred thousand subscribers who worship you for it, and they just heard you say it.”

“I only need you.”

“I love you deeper than breath, forever and always, Liam.”

I growled, and my face shattered into another orgasm as the cuckquean between my thighs puckered her bright red painted lips tighter, sealing them around my swollen entrance like a greedy mouth sucking on a straw.

She sucked harder, a brutal, wet pull that hollowed her cheeks until they trembled and dragged every last drop of her husband’s seed from my battered cunt in one long, obscene slurp.

The vacuum yanked a guttural, animal scream from my throat; my back arched violently off the table, my breasts thrusting upward, nipples so hard they ached against the air, stiff peaks scraping the soaked silk of my ruined dress.

I stared at my husband, unable to speak.

“This is what I want to see, Avery.”

“Argh!”

I stared down between my legs, my entire body quivering. A fresh flood of bull cum and my own slick surged into her mouth in a thick, creamy rope that overflowed instantly, spilling over her bottom lip and down her chin. It dripped in heavy, glistening strands that splattered across my mound and puddled between my spread cheeks in a warm, sticky lake.

I crushed my lips to Liam’s, kissing him desperately, my tongue plunging deep to share the taste of cum and sweat and ruined pussy still clinging to his mouth from every earlier cleanup.

My heart hammered so violently I felt it in my clit, in my nipples, in the raw, fluttering walls of my cunt that clenched helplessly around nothing.

When our lips parted, Liam sucked in air like a drowning man breaking the surface, grinning from ear to ear, his eyes shining with tears and joy.

“I felt that orgasm roar at the back of your throat, Avery.”

“I’m so fucking horny I could die happy right now.”

“Are you ready for the swing? The guys want to tear you apart with double penetration.”

“Oh god… my anus is yours first, honey.”

“I want to watch you cum while you’re stuffed full of bull cock in every hole.”

“Okay… yes… I want it too.”

It was time to stop asking my husband if he was sure.

I saw the truth blazing in his eyes: compersion and cuckolding on his terms; he had never been more certain of anything in his life, nor had he been happier.

My husband was my soulmate, my cuck, my love, my everything, and tonight he would watch me be ruined exactly the way we both craved.

The cuckquean between my thighs gave one final, filthy suck, then dragged her tongue downward, tracing the sticky trail of cum that had leaked toward my ass with the flat of it, slowly and deliberately.

She spread my cheeks wider with both hands, her nails scraping tender, bruised skin, and she pried my puckered ring apart until the cool air kissed my raw, tingling rim like ice on fire.

Her tongue speared inside me without warning, hot, wet, and insistent, swirling deep into my rectum, lapping at the soft, fluttering walls. I was sure she tasted the faint salt of earlier loads squirted inside my cunt that had dripped there, as she coaxed every nerve ending awake with slow, deliberate licks that promised the devastation to come.

I moaned into Liam’s mouth again, my entire body trembling, my ruined cunt clenching hard enough to force another lazy river of bull cum to spill from my thighs in a warm, creamy cascade that soaked the table beneath me in a fresh, glistening flood.

I was ready. More than ready. I was starving for it.

Liam kissed me one last time as everyone moved to reorganize, the room shifting around us in a haze of sweat-soaked bodies and the heavy, lingering musk of cum that clung to every breath like a fog of sin.

His lips felt soft and trembled with devotion, tasting of every bull who had already painted my throat white when they fucked it, the salty residue still coating his tongue in a glossy, sticky layer that mixed with my own spit as our mouths parted with a wet, reluctant pop.

I had already been gangbanged and now, I would be gangbanged all over again, my body a vessel for endless lust, every inch of me aching with the raw, delicious burn of being used, stretched, filled beyond reason, the air thick with the sharp tang of sweat and the sweeter, metallic bite of blood-tinged cum that had leaked from my torn holes.

My husband’s hands slid under my thighs and I shook as he lifted me from the table, the motion slow and careful, his palms warm and slick against the bruised, cum-smeared flesh where fingers had dug in earlier, forcing a fresh pulse of thick, creamy seed to ooze from my ruined cunt and slide down my legs in warm, viscous trails that splattered the marble floor in wet, obscene drops with every step.

Two cuckqueans flanked us, their palms gentle but firm around my waist, fingers pressing into the soft, yielding skin just above my hips, guiding me toward the swing that now lowered to the perfect height, the mechanism creaking softly as the black mesh panels hung suspended, already glistening with the faint, sticky residue of anticipation and the overflow from the table that had dripped across the floor in glistening puddles.

The mesh was dry for now, but wouldn’t be for long as my bulls tweaked the swing’s height and seated angle as they prepared for me to be fucked, their hands brushing the leather straps, the scent of fresh sweat and arousal rising from their bodies, mingling with the room’s heavy fog of spilled seed and slick.

The scent of sex hung so thick in the air I could taste it on every breath—salt, musk, sweat, and the faint metallic tang of blood from where my cunt lips had been stretched raw, the aroma curling around my tongue like a lover’s filthy whisper.

The men who would fuck me settled me into the swing in a seated position, leaning slightly forward, while Liam watched me being carefully manhandled, his eyes wide and shining with tears of pure compersion, his breath coming in shallow, ragged pants that fogged the air between us.

My back rested against the wide central panel, the leather warm and slightly tacky against my sweat-slick spine, my mid-thighs clamped into large, padded cuffs that bit into the soft flesh with a delicious pressure, and my ankles hooked high and wide in loops so my legs could be spread impossibly wide while my anus hung open and exposed, the tight, pink ring fluttering in the cool air, still stinging from the gentle tear, my ruined cunt the same, both holes gaping, dripping, and perfectly accessible for the bulls about to tear me apart.

My arms were stretched overhead, my wrists secured loosely in soft cuffs so I could still reach down and touch Liam’s hair when he crawled beneath me, the leather creaking softly as my weight settled, the straps pulling taut against my skin, the faint scent of leather and sweat rising from them like a promise of more ruin to come.

The swing creaked as my weight settled, the leather straps warm and sticky against my shoulder blades, my spine, and around the cleft of my ass where they spread my cheeks even wider, the cool air kissing the raw, tingling rim of my anus like ice on fire.

Liam knelt directly under me, his face inches from my dripping holes, eyes shining with tears of pure compersion.

Two cuckqueans knelt on either side of him, their hands stroking his hair and his shoulders, fingers tangling in the damp strands, whispering soft praises while their own cunts leaked steadily onto the floor in sympathy, the warm, musky scent of their arousal mixing with the room’s heavy fog of spilled seed and slick.

The first pair of bulls stepped forward, and I stared down at the women below me, my voice trembling with need.

“Are these bulls your husbands?”

“Yes. Fuck them good, Avery.”

“Not much I can do except let them have me.”

“Enjoy.”

Samuel approached me first. His cock was long, thick, and very black, veined obsidian that pulsed with heat, his dark purple crown already glossy with precum that dripped in slow, viscous strands to the floor.

He stood between my spread thighs, the head of his cock nudging my swollen entrance, parting the puffy, battered lips that still fluttered from the last bull, the touch sending sparks of fire through my core.

I craned my neck, stared down at my husband, who was already licking the dribbles of bull semen that flowed from my core, his tongue lapping at the sticky trails with soft, worshipful moans, the sound vibrating through the air.

I looked up, and behind me I saw Jalen. His pale skin was smooth as alabaster, and ten inches of cruelly curved cock was about to stretch my rectum wider and fuck it deeper than any man had. He pressed the slick crown of his cock against my tight anus, bouncing against the seal like it was a trampoline, the teasing pressure making my ring flutter and clench with anticipation.

It tickled, but the nerves inside pleaded for penetration, every inch of my rectum aching with the need to be filled, stretched, ruined.

Both men leaned in at once, Samuel claiming my mouth with a slow, possessive kiss, his tongue sliding deep. He supplanted my husband and must have tasted every bull who had been there before him, the salty residue mixing with the heat of his breath. Jalen’s lips found the back of my neck, his teeth grazing the tender skin, his breath hot and ragged against my nape as he planted wet kisses in a line across it, each one sending shivers racing down my spine.

I whimpered into Samuel’s mouth as they pushed forward together, nudging both my holes open at once, the dual pressure building like a storm inside me.

Samuel’s cock slid balls deep into my sloppy cunt in one long, relentless glide. The stretch felt familiar now, but still shocking, my soft tissue walls fluttering helplessly around his thickness as my cunt squeezed out thick ropes of earlier loads. The sound of my pussy being fucked was lewd, disgraceful, a wet, squelching symphony that echoed through the room, and my lover pumped so hard and deep that slick drool rained down onto my husband’s upturned face in warm, creamy splatters.

At the exact same moment Samuel’s second stroke buried his cock to the hilt, Jalen breached my anus, the burn exquisite and immediate. My tight ring flared hotly, and it stung around his crown before it gave way with a soft, wet pop.

I took a gentle tear, which I enjoyed. It was nothing dangerous, just the sweet sting that made my whole body jolt and my breath hitch in a broken moan against Samuel’s tongue. I had missed anal sex, missed the fullness of having both my holes fucked, missed being taken utterly by men I cared nothing for aside from lust in the moment.

They seated themselves balls deep inside my holes at the same time, Samuel filling my cunt, Jalen buried to the root in my ass. The thin wall between them was so stretched I could feel every ridge of both cocks rubbing together inside me, the friction sending sparks of fire through my core.

“I love you, Liam.”

“I love you, too, my queen.”

“I am so fucking full.”

Even though I couldn’t see my husband, I had to share the moment with him, my voice trembling with the overwhelming sensation of being impaled.

As they began sawing me in half in perfect rhythm, I screamed into Samuel’s kiss, the sound muffled, desperate. My hips jerked in the swing as the fullness inside overwhelmed me, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes to slide hot down my temples and into my hair.

Beneath me, Liam moaned, his tongue already working, lapping at the place where both cocks stretched me open, catching the pink-tinged cum that oozed from my torn ring and the thicker white rivers forced from my cunt with every slow thrust.

The two cuckqueans held my thighs wider apart, their nails biting into my flesh gently, their own soft whimpers joining the wet symphony as they watched their husbands ruin me in tandem.

Samuel and Jalen found a rhythm, fucking me slow, every stroke balls deep, deliberate, every withdrawal dragging their cocks almost free before slamming home again. The swing rocked with the force of two men fucking me perfectly, powerfully, as one, sawing my body in half. Straps creaked as I swayed, my body suspended between my bulls like a toy built for this exact purpose.

As he fucked me vigorously, Jalen’s teeth grazed the back of my neck forcefully, his breath hot and ragged. Samuel kissed me like he was trying to crawl inside my soul through my mouth, our tongues tangling, saliva mixing with tears, and the faint taste of bull cum still clinging to my lips.

I came instantly, violently, my cunt and ass clenching in brutal spasms around both cocks, squirting a hot, messy flood that soaked Liam’s face, his hair, his chest, and the marble beneath him. My husband drank my spillage greedily, his mouth wide open, tongue lapping, swallowing every drop that rained down on him while the cuckqueans licked his face and my body, sucking up whatever mess they could.

Samuel came inside me before Jalen, the black bull groaning into my mouth, his stiff, massive cock jerking deep inside me as he flooded my cunt with thick, pulsing ropes that overflowed instantly. I looked down and saw his cum was pink-tinged from the gentle tear in my ass, the mixture sliding in warm, creamy rivers straight into Liam’s waiting tongue.

Jalen came, his teeth sinking into the back of my neck as his cock swelled and erupted, painting my rectum white. The overflow bubbled pink and thick around his shaft, dripping in slow, viscous strands that Liam caught with soft, worshipful moans.

They eased their cocks out together, leaving me gaping, with fluttering holes that leaked steadily — pink-tinged cum mixing with white in slow, obscene dribbles that painted Liam’s face in glossy streaks.

Jalen’s cuckquean didn’t wait, diving right in, her tongue spearing my torn anus. She sucked what was hers out, while my husband shared my ruined cunt with Samuel’s wife, both lapping gently at the tender, gaping hole. Liam moved aside, stood, and kissed me, my tongue burning when the cum he’d cleaned coated it. The cuckquean below sealed her lips around my ruined hole and sucked the mingled bull loads in long, deliberate pulls that made my whole body shudder with aftershocks.

The second pair of bulls stepped up before I could catch my breath, and my husband dropped back to his knees.

Marcus and Tyrone were both black, both massive, both with cocks already dripping.

They lifted me slightly, rearranged me so I sat more upright in the swing, my legs still hooked high and wide, my back against Marcus’s chest. His thick cock slid easily into my anus from underneath in one slick, burning thrust while Tyrone stood in front of me, feeding his pierced length into my pussy, the metal in his pierced cock warm against my torn ring as it stretched me wider still.

They kissed me, teeth grazing my shoulder, chewing a nipple, biting my neck. Tyrone eventually claimed my mouth, tongue fucking me in time with his cock driving into my cunt.

The stretch inside my holes was obscene, impossible, and perfect, my body impaled on two black cocks at once. The swing rocked with every brutal thrust, cum from the first pair before already forced out in wet, pink-tinged squirts that rained down onto the faces of my cleanup crew beneath us.

My husband stayed there the whole time I was fucked, on his knees, his mouth open, tongue working frantically between both holes whenever the cocks withdrew. The bull’s cucks helped mine, drinking the creamy mess that poured from me in endless, filthy rivers.

I lost count of how many times I came, only that each orgasm tore another scream from my throat, my body convulsing between the two bulls, pink cum bubbling from both holes in thick, frothy waves that coated Liam’s face, chest, and hair until he glistened like he’d been baptized in it.

The final pair, Noah and Malik, white and black, both thick and long, both cruelly curved, took me last.

They kept me upright, Noah in my cunt from the front, Malik fucking my ass from behind, their mouths on me the whole time. Noah kissed my lips until I tasted myself on his tongue, Malik sucking bruises into the back of my neck that would bloom purple tomorrow.

They fucked me harder and faster, the swing creaking violently now, the leather straps biting into my thighs, my wrists, my entire body jolting with every thrust.

Cum from many previous loads mixed with fresh pink-tinged seed, squirting in messy arcs with every brutal stroke, soaking Liam and the other cucks until they were drenched, their faces a glossy mask of devotion and ruin beneath me.

When they finally spent themselves inside me, the overflow was endless, thick, warm, creamy rivers that poured from both gaping holes in slow, deliberate pulses, coating Liam’s face, filling his open mouth, sliding down his throat in heavy, salty waves he swallowed with soft, reverent moans.

I hung limp in the swing, trembling, ruined, loved beyond measure, while my husband drank me clean one last time, his tongue gentle now, soothing the raw, torn places, tasting every bull who had claimed me tonight, every drop of love and lust and surrender we had poured into this moment.

And through it all, his eyes never left mine.

I was his.

He was mine.

And we had never been more whole.
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