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Chapter One

My First Time

◆◆◆

“If ever there was a moment to stop this from happening, now is it, Greg.”

I stared deeply into my husband’s eyes with as stony an expression as I could muster under the tawdry circumstances. Conveying the severity of our moment seemed crucial, as did offering my beloved one final chance to call the whole thing off.

I kneeled on our bed, the loving, marital sanctuary upon which Greg had been the only man to fuck me. A bull stood behind my ass cheeks with one palm placed reassuringly into the small of my back. He was ready to smash my pussy, and marriage vows with one long stroke of his immense blue-veined, gnarly cock, which stood proudly in his hand.

Another lover with a much smaller but no less beautiful cock stood before me, to one side, also with his cock in hand, waiting to step in front of my husband to fuck my face.

“I want this, Rebecca. Please!”

“Are you sure, baby? Life will never be the same after these bulls defile me. I’ll swallow another man’s seed for the first time in thirty years.”

“Your womb and pussy will be full of semen, honey - I know that. We’ve discussed this.”

“Uh huh - I know.”

“Go ahead, Rebecca, please.”

My heart soared because, although I had been a reluctant participant in my husband’s desire to be cuckolded, now, with two fit young men ready, willing, and able to fuck me beyond anything I ever enjoyed, my resistance vanished. I gripped my lover’s solid cock tightly, making sure my engagement and wedding rings touched his rock-hard shaft, per Greg’s wishes.

I glanced one final time at my husband, smiling lovingly, squeezing his hand tightly in my free one.

“Go ahead, guys - put me on it.”

Before meeting Greg, I liked it rough, and now I delighted and trembled in utter rapture as ten inches of thick circumcized meat spread my swollen pussy lips wide apart, popping a hole that hadn’t been fucked in a month - another of Greg’s insistences so that I would be tight.

I moaned noisily as the soft tissue side walls of my pussy yielded to my bull’s immense cock, stretching my pussy wide while hugging and clenching tightly against my guest. The guy in front groaned when he cupped the back of my head and forced his salty, precum-loaded cock past my lips and across my tongue, where his sticky veneer seared a new signature into my taste buds.

I could easily deep-throat five inches of solid cock while double that pounded my tight sheath from behind, but I choked when both my bulls went balls deep, hauling both ends of my body onto their cocks, stretching me out.

With short refractory periods and a giant twenty-something-year-old stamina enhanced by a pill, I was in for the most prolonged and brutal fucking of my life.

With each stroke of his immense cock, my pussy adapted to an exquisite bull’s cock shape, preferring it to my husband’s six-and-a-half inches. At the front, where a bull fucked my face, Greg fared no better in comparison because the more petite cock was able to use my throat to peel back his foreskin every time he dragged my lips down his solid shaft.

I was wanking off the little guy with tightly clenched throat muscles while my lover behind prised my ass cheeks wide apart, pumping his meat, knowing all the while he owned me. Every time his bloated glans squeezed tightly against my cervix, I groaned awkwardly, trying to activate a voicebox that was squashed because of a delightful cock sliding in and out of my mouth.

While I was taken by two men determined to deliver my utmost satisfaction, my only connection with my husband was the hand he held in both of his and a voice echoing in my ears.

“Are they better than me, Rebecca?”

No honey, because I love you, not them.


Chapter Two

Finishing Off The First Time

◆◆◆

When the bull’s cock in my mouth twitched hard, slapping the sharp rim of his glans against the roof of my mouth, I knew semen was on the way, and it excited me. Thick, creamy ropes of hot, salty cum splashed across my tongue like jetwash cleaning a dusty driveway, invigorating, but choking me, coating my tonsils in a sticky coating of lust that dripped down my throat like honey.

I gagged hard but determinedly held on to every drop. My husband knew my mouth was being filled with another man’s seed because he gasped loudly, moved closer to watch every detail, and clenched my fingers more tightly, wanting to be part of the moment.

My wedding and engagement rings scratched hard on the base of my bull’s cock while I wanked it using short, sharp jerks, milking every drop of precious seed before swallowing. When my bull withdrew his cock, per my agreement with Greg, I turned my head, opened my mouth, and poked my tongue out, showing him a thick coating of delicious cream.

Greg smiled and nodded, so I closed my lips and eyes, sighed satisfactorily, and swallowed, savoring the burning hit at the back of my throat while my lover slammed his cock deep inside my hole.

When my husband had asked me to compare my bulls to how he fucked me, I was being defiled, but I was steadfast and honest about the most crucial aspect of the day - my bulls were about sex, and my husband was that plus a whole ocean of love with so much more. I stared into my beloved’s face with sticky semen residue on my lips and the salty flavor of another man in the back of my throat.

The pounding my pussy took from behind was immense and much rougher than anything Greg gave me because my bull cared little, if at all, about me or the damage he might do to my cervix. Each crushing ball’s deep entry of my lover’s long, thick cock, brought a lewd smile to my face and a deep, wrinkled frown to my brow.

But guilt bubbled inside me as I savored a stranger’s salty load while staring into my beloved’s face. Now able to talk, even while my second bull owned me, pumping my desperately quivering cunt full of cock, I explained between thrusts forward where I was forced to bow and inhale sharply.

	“It’s different with these guys, Greg.” 


“You don’t need to explain anything to me, honey.”

“I do - I must.”

“Are they satisfying you?”

“Sexually, yes.”

I found it challenging to focus on speaking, even seeing properly while being so resoundingly well fucked. My husband kneeled on the floor, slowly brought his forehead to mine, and we kissed for ages, creating the bubble of love I needed. I panted into his face with bloated eyes, salty lips, and a head filled with confusion.

“Is he filling your pussy, Rebecca?”

“Oh god, I am so fucking full right now, honey - thank you.”

“When I look down your body, I can see his cock sliding in and out of your hole. He is squelching because you are so wet.”

“Hold my hand tighter, please, honey - and kiss me when he cums inside.”

“Of course.”

“No one could compete with this moment sexually, honey, but these guys mean nothing aside from satisfying our kinks.”

“Is cuckolding me your kink now, too?”

“Yes, sweetheart, it is - you were right, this is enjoyable.”

I stared deep into my husband’s eyes while the rampant bull squirted my pussy full of semen, grunting in the animal way I needed to feel that I’d had the best a man could give. Greg smiled lovingly, looking proud, but the cuckold’s dilemma flickered in his expression, worrying me.

When my husband kissed me, I felt loved enough to enjoy the most intense orgasm of my life while my lover claw-gripped my ass cheeks, shuddering while his cock jerked wildly inside me, decanting the last few drops of his milky gift. My body tingled all over as ripples of pleasure exploded, then surged, and the soft tissue walls of my pussy convulsed, clenching hard against my lover’s cock, milking out his precious seed.

My bulls fucked me for hours, eventually thanking us before pulling the duvet over my husband and me, leaving us to enjoy the aftermath of a beautiful orgasm.

As I stared into his eyes, I worried about my husband.

“Next time-”

“Greg- are you sure there should be a next time?”

“Oh yes, baby. Please don’t worry about me. Watching you fucking those bulls felt awesome. Much better than a PornHub subscription, and the real emotions I felt were as expected - perhaps a little more intense.”

“Are you sure about doing this again?”

“Yes, Rebecca - I am absolutely fine.”

“Did you feel jealous when the guys fucked me for so long?”

“Of course, but that is part of my enjoyment.”

“It wasn’t the same feeling as when we make love, Greg. I meant it when I said that. I felt free, yes… and being filled to that extent was nice, but coming back to you and this moment we have now made all of that sex feel special.”

“You should rest now, Rebecca.”

“Not until you fuck me, honey.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m adamant, Greg. I need your semen inside me, or I won’t sleep.”


Chapter Three

Talking About Our First Time

◆◆◆

In the morning, I woke before Greg, feeling the all-over body satisfaction of a woman who had been perfectly made love to. My pussy felt well and truly fucked, and the simple cotton panties I wore overnight had a sticky gusset full of semen when I peeled them off to shower. Our first cuckolding had been a textbook success, with both Bulls leaving happy and my husband finishing me off by fucking my well-used, slick hole.

In my kitchen, I listened to Herbie Hancock while mixing a thick, vanilla-infused pancake batter. I grilled crispy bacon with a painted-on maple syrup glaze and brewed a cafetiere of dark roast coffee from Kenya, my husband’s favorite.

When Greg appeared, wearing shorts, yawning, and looking very desirable with a ripped, naked top half on display, I approached, placed my palms on his chest, and kissed my beloved. It was nice to be back with him wholeheartedly after a short break from fidelity.

“You know I only love you, Greg, right?”

“Of course, Becca, that has never been in doubt. I knew you would be anxious this morning, so I planned accordingly.”

“What do you mean?”

Our front doorbell rang, so I handed the pancake batter mix to my husband, licked some from a finger, pointed at a punnet of plump blueberries, knowing he would understand what was needed, and headed to the door. It was early on a Saturday, and visitors were highly unusual at this hour.

When I opened the front door, my heart exploded in joy and love when I saw a delivery girl holding a massive bouquet of glorious roses. I saw sunshine yellow, citrus orange, and deep cerise in a perfectly tied bundle.

The girl smiled and handed me my husband’s floral dedication. My heart melted, and I fussed over the flowers while the girl strolled away. I searched for, unpinned, and checked the dedication card attached.

To my beloved, thank you for last night. I am yours always and forever, with my love, Greg.

The thirty roses were cheerful and bold, lifting my spirit to the heavens. When I returned to my husband, our blueberry pancakes were already bubbling, pockmarked with the sparkling effervescence of love in my heart.

“These flowers are so beautiful, Greg. I know you did this to reaffirm your love and our cuckolding last night.”

“Thank you sincerely for going through with it, honey.”

“I felt a bit ashamed for enjoying the guys fucking me so much.”

“I loved watching you. It was like seeing my very own angel being taken on a heavenly ride.”

“Did you really enjoy watching them fuck me, Greg?”

“Yes.”

Greg carefully flipped our pancakes onto a shared plate while I poured coffee and collected compote jars of varying flavors. We met at the dining room table and sat opposite one another, ready to dissect the prior evening and conduct a proper relationship post-mortem.

Greg looked totally relaxed and happier than I had seen him in a long time.

“Honestly, Greg - what did you get out of last night?”

“A huge emotional release, honey. I think the mild humiliation of being cuckolded was fun, but mostly, watching you being fucked by guys you cared nothing about was raw and shocking, like a real-life pornographic movie.”

“Don’t expect people to understand what we did, honey. We can’t share with anyone outside the lifestyle.”

“I don’t need validation, Rebecca. I am utterly convinced that you taking occasional lovers outside our marriage adds sensuality and strength to our relationship.”

“Oddly, I agree with you after the guys had me last night.”

“You seem more satisfied and relaxed than I could make you alone.”

“You can’t fuck me roughly enough or for as long as they did, Greg - you love me too much, so you make love gently and cum quickly, but I love that daily - being railed like last night every day would be awful.”

“Exactly. So everything worked out well.”

“We must work on you reclaiming me. I felt we were lacking in that regard.”

It was the only aspect of my husband’s inaugural cuckolding we hadn’t fully discussed. It had been simple for me to commit to two guys fucking me while Greg watched, but dealing with the closing ceremony, a handover of me, the hotwife, back into my husband’s loving arms, had felt awkward.

We had both read cuckold and hotwife blogs in the run-up to our first night, but the taboo of what to do with a creampie-filled wife when she was handed back to her guy was missed out. Greg looked ashamed and reluctant to discuss his reclaiming act after my slutty crescendo, so I left it for a few minutes, enjoying eating our perfectly cooked blueberry pancakes and sipping life-reviving coffee.

Greg suddenly remembered something and looked excited.

“I booked us lunch at Gunther’s for 1 p.m. Rebecca. We could buy you an anklet beforehand.”

“A hotwife ankle bracelet?”

“Yes.”

“I would love that, but isn’t Gunther’s a high-class wine bar and hookup joint for swingers and hotwives?”

“They do great steaks and have a fine selection of Riesling, too.”

“I know, baby, but do you intend to allow me to stray again at Gunther’s today?”

“That’s entirely up to you, Rebecca.”

“If I wear that anklet, guys will surely hit on me, and with you sitting right there too, they won’t care if we are giving them the open-all-access sign of a gold bracelet around my ankle.”

“That’s what the anklet is for. We are making a statement - you are a hotwife, and I am a cuckold. I don’t want to hide my sexual nature just because others find me distasteful. We don’t judge others, so why should we be judged.”

“That’s not really what I am worried about, Greg - I was more considering the matter of reclaiming me afterward if a bull fucks me.”

“Would you like to take more cock today, Rebecca?”

“Umm, yes, but I must be yours at the end, and I needed more from you last night regarding reclaiming me. I didn’t want to ask you to fuck me.”

“Do you feel it should happen, and I must take the lead?”

“Yes.”

He fell silent again, and the atmosphere between us became electric, filled with sexual tension. My husband stared at his plate and stabbed a lonely shred of pancake, bathing in a raspberry compote with his fork before moving it around the plate in a figure of eight. He trembled, and I saw overwhelming emotions rippling through his face. I stood, rounded the dining table, and kneeled before him, wrapping my arm around his shoulder, dragging my husband into my embrace, and tapping my forehead against his.

“Won’t you tell me what’s troubling you, Greg?”

“I, umm, I, oh dear, sorry, Becca.”

“Come on honey - you can tell me anything.”

“I wanted to go down on you after the guys fucked you, and a fear of asking made me turn in on myself.”

“I wanted the exact same thing, Greg. I desperately wanted to sit on your face and feed you their semen before you fucked me.”

When I spoke the words, a palpable emotional release surged through me, and I saw the same relief etched deep on my husband’s face, accompanied by a beaming smile. It was hard to explain how and what I felt when I was being fucked so comprehensively by strangers, but my most important need after the bulls nutted inside me was for my husband’s love to take over, own, and consume me.

I kissed Greg deeply, enjoying the man who would give me everything. When I closed my eyes, and our lips sizzled like butter skimming across a hot skillet, my wedding day fleetingly occurred, and I was glad we had lived the life of fidelity we had, changing that now for our sexual needs that had evolved.

“I would let you go down on me now, Greg, but very little of their flavor would be left.”

“I can wait until the next time, Rebecca.”

“Gunther’s wine bar has a glory hole upstairs, and you can also fuck bulls in the pool room on the green baize.”

“Would you do that today?”

“If the right guy hits on me while we are there and you want me to fuck him, yes. The pool room has comfortable leather chairs that cuckolds can sit in enjoying a cocktail and properly spectate their wives having fun. After the bull is done with me, you may choose how to reclaim me.”

“Will eating out your creampie right after he injects it inside you be okay?”

“I’ll not lie - I would love feeding it to you, Greg.”

“Then we should go bracelet shopping.”


Chapter Four

Getting What We Need

◆◆◆

When buying a hotwife anklet, you can expect your secret slutty life to be out when you walk into the jeweler shop in a small town where everyone knows everyone else. After a sensible debate, Greg and I agreed to order mine from the Internet, retaining our privacy even though we would wait a few days. Being known as a hotwife in fetish circles and within the lifestyle was fine, but having that tawdry laundry aired at the tennis club was quite something else.

Gunther’s Wine Bar was a place for singles to find someone to fuck, not entirely fetishist or exclusively for hotwife and cuckolding, but those swinging or hooking up as players of a promiscuous life game rarely judged others who lived closer to the edge.

Gunther’s was thriving when we strolled into the heady, dimly lit lounge at lunchtime on Saturday. My soul was lifted as I soaked up a live band rendition of an old Dizzy Gillespie song. They say you know when Jazz is being played because the musicians on the stage are having more fun than the audience.

An excellent brass trio accompanied the regular pianist, and the mood in the lounge and bar was sublime. As we passed by the stage to enjoy a comfortable, semi-private brown leather sofa in a private alcove, I even got a wink from the trombonist, a beautiful man with such exquisite ebony skin that my attraction to him was instant.

I stared at his crotch, hoping to see a boner, but I lucked out. Greg noticed my slutty behavior and leaned in when we sat down.

“Have you ever fucked a black man before, Rebecca?”

“Not yet.”

“Oh my… is that what you are considering now?”

“Would you mind if I did?”

“Not at all.”

“I have no hotwife anklet, and nobody here knows we are in the cuckold lifestyle, so it’s not easy to attract a guy for the reasons we want.”

“I think a beautiful woman like you can easily achieve it, sweetheart.”

“Maybe. I like the trombonist very much. A young man in his twenties, in such good shape, should be able to fuck me for hours.”

“Here or at home?”

“We should go with the upstairs pool room plan, honey. Let’s not have a procession of men rapping on our front door just yet.”

While my husband ordered a bottle of Gewurztraminer white wine with two glasses and a shared steak platter, I relaxed back into the classic jazz ambiance of the best live club for miles. Our wine arrived, and I sipped cautiously, not wishing alcohol to dominate my senses if I chose to be fucked.

Our steak platter arrived, and I ate lightly to avoid bloating. I observed my husband having the time of his life, dancing in his chair, scanning the room, and generally being more attentive toward me than usual. I needed to check in on him frequently because my marriage was too important to jeopardize.

“Are you still okay with cuckolding today, Greg?”

“Oh yes.”

“And the cleanup?”

“I can’t wait.”

“Do you think this helps our marriage?”

“Definitely - I feel far more aware of your feelings and needs now, especially knowing you still have another guy’s seed inside your belly.”

“Two guys.”

“Yes.”

Cuckolding was no ordinary or straightforward sexual proclivity. Our kink was generally enjoyed by sexual outliers who needed an immersive, taboo experience amounting to a form of consensual non-monogamy. Greg had embraced our first time cuckolding, enjoying watching me being fucked by two bulls, but a revelation that he wanted to clean my sticky, cum filled hole afterward was a tipping point, taking us to a new level of the lifestyle.

I eyed my husband carefully, frequently switching my gaze toward the handsome trombonist every thirty or so seconds.

“Are you certain about this, Greg?”

“Do you mean cuckolding generally or specifically the trombonist eyeing you up as much as you are him?”

“Both.”

“I’m sure in all regards, Rebecca. You and I should agree to be honest immediately if anything happens that crosses a boundary. I want this lifestyle; you do, too.”

“Yes. I agree.”

“Then please don’t ask me if I am okay again.”

“I won’t.”

“Then let’s do this, baby girl.”

“Please go to the stage and ask my next lover to join us when he finishes his set. Make sure you tell him I want to be fucked upstairs and that you will be watching throughout.”

“Do I explain about the cleanup?”

“That’s entirely your choice, Greg.”

“Oh my, Becca. You are becoming quite an expert at this.”

“It seems you are comfortable with it, too, and I’m worrying over nothing.”

“I am - very comfortable.”

I highly recommend that like-minded women, when asked to cuckold their husbands, give it serious consideration. The look of surprise mixed with sleazy desire on my prospective bull’s face and the flicker of humiliation in my husband’s expression were precisely the spicy uplift our sex lives needed.

The men talked for a few minutes, smiling and joking like bros, glancing at me, each with very different hidden desires. When my husband returned looking pleased, he leaned in and whispered.

“Jason says it would be an honor to fuck you, and he has no problem with my cuckolding. He would like to shower out back first, then meet us upstairs in half an hour.”

“Shall we take a bottle of champagne upstairs now, Greg?”

“I will collect everything we need.”

My husband looked thrilled, far beyond my expectations. It seemed he celebrated my sexual exploration as though it were his own. I watched him talking excitedly to a bar manager, pointing upstairs, and I suddenly realized he enjoyed the setup of his cuckolding as much as he did watching the actual sex.

Greg opened the door upstairs using a private key the server gave him. The pool room was simple but uplifting, with the obvious green baize gaming table in the center and highly polished wooden floorboards with beautifully hand-crafted mahogany panels on every wall.

An immense skylight brightened the room, which caught a light breeze from an air conditioning unit, creating a relaxed, cool, and comforting ambiance. When I inspected the table, it was nice to see everything was clean, having been recently refurbished. I laughed when running my finger around the wooden edge, figuring more men’s fleshy balls than melamine playing ones were slapped against the pockets.

When the door opened unexpectedly, I spun and saw a pretty server who smiled at me and Greg before setting out the champagne bottle and flutes next to where he would sit on a leather sofa. He had a perfect view of the long side of the table.

Our server looked quizzically at me as though I had missed something.

“Would madam like some help preparing for her Bull?”

“In what way, young lady?”

“It’s always good to have a wet pussy when you fuck Jason. His cock is enormous.”

“Do you mean I should finger myself?”

“I can help lubricate your pussy if the cuckold isn’t permitted.”

“Do you mean-?”

“By going down on you and giving tongue? Yes.”

“Oh my.”

Greg poured two glasses of champagne, grinning from ear to ear. I had never enjoyed the sins of the female flesh, but this above-average height, long, raven-haired beauty offered to change all that.

And I wanted it badly.

My panties were already sticky from watching my husband arrange for Jason, the trombone player, to fuck me, but now, staring into her fiery hazel eyes, I trembled like a leaf. My knees wobbled, and a deep intoxication surged in my head that had little, if anything, to do with champagne.

“If I play with you, it’s still cuckolding. As a hotwife, you can fuck girls while your husband watches. He doesn’t get the same kick as if a guy squirts his seed inside you, but if he loves you, he will be happy to see you getting better head than a guy can manage, although he’ll be a little jealous.”

“Can you make my husband jealous?”

“I’d like to try.”

“What’s your name, honey?”

“Stacy.”

“How do we proceed, Stacy?”

When she stepped into my space and stared deep into my eyes with the look of a fallen angel, I knew mine wasn’t the first pussy Stacy had licked today. She kissed me far more gently than any man had, slowly wrapping her hands around my waist until she clutched my ass cheeks tightly.

I quivered in her arms, feeling both solid nipples press against my breasts. She was pert, aroused, and smelled so good I could lick her all day.

I gasped, and my heart pounded when Stacy’s long fingernails dug deep into my sensitive skin through lightweight cotton and my lacy panties. Her lips seared against mine as the forbidden fruit touched me, and her tongue electrified my mouth while she slowly raked my ass cheeks, pulling them wide open.

When she slid my skirt zip down and dropped the garment effortlessly into a puddle of cotton on the floor, I enjoyed my slutty step out, making myself entirely available. Stacy kneeled and stared up at me, grinning broadly while slowly peeling my panties down.

When my creamy, sticky gusset clung to soaking wet pussy lips, Stacy giggled.

“You’re very turned on, Rebecca.”

“How do you know my name?”

“Your husband asked for you and him to be entered onto the cuckold and hotwife registers. By now, everyone downstairs knows you both.”

“What does that mean?”

“You’ll get many polite approaches from guys and girls who want to fuck you while your husband watches.”

“Wow.”

She tugged harder and peeled the drenched gusset off my wet pussy lips, drawing my panties across silken thighs until they passed my knees, and I stepped out. The door opening shocked me, especially when another pretty young woman led my trombone player into the room.

My bull walked straight up to my husband, shook his hand, and sat beside him, watching me. Greg nodded that I should continue, as did my bull, by which stage I wasn’t sure which man was in charge.

When Greg poured champagne and handed the glass to my bull, Stacy smiled up at me.

“Why don’t you remove your blouse and bra and hop onto the table? Jason can fuck you once I warm you up.”

“I’m trembling, Stacy.”

“You are supposed to be honey - you’re stepping out on your husband and those marriage vows you took.”

“Who is the other server?”

“Oh, that’s Tiffany - my girlfriend. She’s going to sit on your face while I lick your pussy.”

“Oh my.”


Chapter Five

Ebony And Ivory

◆◆◆

I was in the most aroused state of my life, trembling enthusiastically, with my heart thumping like a terrified deer caught in headlights. I was an inexperienced hotwife with my equally new-to-the-lifestyle cuckold husband sitting next to a handsome well-hung bull, who would soon fuck and cum inside me.

And then there were the lesbian fantasies I played in my head many times, but never had I licked a pussy, and rarely did I taste my own creamy treasure trove. While Stacy and Tiffany tantalizingly undressed, I stared at my husband, who was locked in a pleasant conversation with the man about to fuck me.

My husband and bull were becoming friends.

My confused mind mulled it over, half panicked, panting with excitement because my bull and husband engaging in a bromance hadn’t been in my wildest thoughts. The men looked relaxed, although Jason kept glancing my way with fiery desire writ large on his face.

He wanted to start fucking me, but somehow, for the moment, my bull considered my husband’s comfort more critical than my sexual needs.

I smiled back at the men, opening my legs wide when Stacy kneeled before me. She gently placed a palm against the inside of each knee and pressed wider, inching me further open. Tiffany leaped onto the table, crouching close by, exposing the most beautiful shaven pussy I ever saw with fully closed lips like a clam tightly shut. I saw the skin pores from which her pubic hair was removed, each a tiny, beautiful pockmark filled with tawdry pussy cream.

Tiffany was a lithe beauty with ivory, silky smooth skin, ample breasts, and tight, rippling muscles everywhere. She moved like a gymnast until squatting over my face with her glistening, swollen lips.

“I’m wearing a butt plug, Rebecca.”

“Oh my - I see it now.”

Stacy gently licked and sucked my pussy lips, eliciting my gasps of joy while both my hands descended into her hair, rifling wavy long silky smooth locks. While I watched agog, Tiffany reached down with both hands and clawed her ass cheeks wide apart, showing me her stainless steel anal toy.

“It has an ergonomic narrow semilunar base that fits perfectly around my ass crack contour line so that I can be fucked in the back passage for a few hours every day. I get off easily in the toilet with a one-minute rub on my clitoris with this baby banging my rectum.”

“Does it vibrate?”

“Small switch in the center of the curve - turn it on.”

When I turned her anal plug on, Tiffany sighed and wriggled. I knew then that I needed one. Stacy had clawed open my trembling pussy hole and was licking inside me, purring like a cat with its tongue lapping a bowl of rich dairy cream.

I glanced over at the men, saw Jason was undressed, and that my husband was staring at the immense ebony wood about to impale me. I desperately wanted Greg to suck Jason’s cock, but it was too much to hope for on our second cuckolding.

My pussy quivered on the tip of the best tongue I’d had, but it was Tiffany’s glistening, hair-free mons that occupied me now as she slowly fed it to me. The wider apart her legs opened while squatting, the more her tightly shut pussy bloomed until I saw her pink cathedral in all its glory.

It seemed natural for me to lick her with a flattened tongue, like devouring ice cream on a hot day. As I wriggled my tongue along the creamy pink furrow between two fleshy lips, her sweetness seared my taste buds, and I suddenly became bisexual.

Licking and being licked was not the main event, but my god, it was so enjoyable I could have stayed there for hours; I knew right then that making love to women would be repeatable. Tiffany rocked gently back and forth, vibrating in one hole while feeding me the other. My tongue worked her swollen labia, then dragged her throbbing clitoris from side to side, as Stacy did to me, both of us wriggling and gasping with joy.

I was well on my way to an immense orgasm when both girls stopped, and Tiffany jumped off the table. They hauled me into a seated position, each taking hold of a knee, pulling them outwards until I was spread wide open as possible, staring at my mesmerized husband.

I smiled at Jason, who strolled toward me, looking gorgeous, smitten, and with a long, thick cock slapping from one thigh to another.

“Hi, Rebecca.”

“Hello, Jason.”

“May I cum inside you?”

“Yes, of course - it’s essential that you do.”

“I know - I talked to Greg about cleaning up, and we have a plan, but I still needed your permission.”

“You have it, sweetheart.”

I stared at my husband, who smiled, but I saw the faintest ripple of his cuckold dilemma and the uncomfortable jealousy of a man who was about to lose his wife momentarily. That sliver of guilt, mild humiliation, and regret sparked my excitement, not because I wanted to punish Greg but because I needed him to want me so badly that some part of him hurt to watch me being fucked.

Otherwise, I was an unwanted, unloved whore giving my husband a sex show.

“You’re a beautiful woman, Rebecca.”

“You are also gorgeous, and I love your trombone.”

“Tell me if it’s too much cock at any time.”

“I want it all, please, Jason.”

“Your husband said he wants you to have it all, too. I like Greg very much.”

“You two should go enjoy a beer together sometime.”

“I’d like that.”

I was half-joking but hopeful because I wanted a regular bull, maybe more than one, which meant the relationship between him and my husband must be meaningful—not combative. I saw us having dinner at home one evening before Jason took me to my marital bed, and I met my husband in the morning at breakfast.

I shook lewd thoughts from my head and focused on my lover’s needs, taking his soft, gentle kiss as he encircled my waist. My handmaidens were silent, grinning from ear to ear, glancing occasionally at my cuckold husband as though checking in on him.

Jason saw me watching the girls.

“They will make sure your cuckold is doing okay. Any sign of emotional stress, they will tend to him.”

“Tend to him?”

“Bring Greg closer to watch if he wants, hold your hand maybe, or halt the proceedings entirely.”

“Why would you stop fucking me?”

“I don’t wish to harm your marriage, Rebecca - just push the boundaries a little.”

“Oh my - I need your cock deep inside me right now, Jason.”

He cupped my ass cheeks and drew me an inch or so closer, spreading me wide and rubbing my anal whorl across the green baize, roughing it enough for me to yearn to be fucked there too. Jason kissed me again with lips like satin, exuding a warm desire for me, and I exploded like a fireworks display.

Jason didn’t need to hold his cock and aim it at my fuck hole because his long, thick wood pointed naturally at it, throbbing to get inside. When his enormous glans spread my soaking wet lips wide open, I shuddered and continued the orgasmic journey Tiffany and Stacy had started.

I pulled on my bottom lip, frowned, and stared at my husband the moment Jason slid his cock deep inside me.

“Thank you for allowing me this freedom, Greg.”

“Can I hold your hand?”

“Of course, come to my right side.”

“Why the right?”

“So my engagement and wedding rings are touching Jason.”

Greg tightly entwined his fingers with mine, glancing down where Jason’s cock was halfway impaled inside me. The men grinned at each other, but I saw the cuckold tension in my husband’s tortured expression. Seeing his profound joy and regret at the same moment thrilled me because I knew we were on the edge of what either of us could take.

Jason plowed on, stretching my pussy wider than ever with his thick cock, much more than my husband could manage, and far deeper too. I shuddered and flung both arms around my lover’s neck, dragging my husband’s hand with me until he also touched my bull’s skin. I gasped, utterly shocked and thrilled by my disgraceful behavior, enjoying the moment when Jason’s fiery eyes locked with mine, and his cock thrummed delightfully, impaled balls deep inside my throbbing, tight pussy.

“I’m his now, Greg.”

“I know.”

“Fear not, sweetheart - Jason is for now, you are for always.”

“Has he filled your pussy?”

“So much you wouldn’t believe. His cock is twitching deep inside me, and I can feel every bloated vein along his shaft.”

“Does his cock feel better than mine?”

“Yes, honey… I’m sorry.”

“Don’t apologize, Becca.”

I stared into Greg’s sparkling eyes and saw deep love with a strange, profound happiness. I promised never to lie about our cuckolding sessions; so far, Jason had been a superior lover, but that was, in part, why Greg wanted me to take lovers. To him, a happy wife meant a happy life, and he was willing to push the boundaries of convention to achieve that joy for me and him.

Jason withdrew his cock from my quivering, sticky hole while my husband watched. When he plowed me deep again and kissed my neck, I stared at Greg, making sure by my expression and fiery eyes that he knew I was enjoying cuckolding him. I had the power and wouldn’t abuse it, making sure my husband slid along the joyous cuckold ridge, falling on neither side into a chasm of loneliness.

My lover knew the importance of my husband, so he left me to stare at him while plowing my pussy hard, fast, and with precise stroke timing to the extent he could have been a fucking machine. Jason kissed my neck, breasts, sucking, then chewing each nipple hard, wringing out every last ripple of pleasure, constantly pounding my fuck hole so perfectly she trembled in pre-orgasmic delight.

My handmaidens helped me wrap my legs around Jason, easing my heels onto his ass cheeks where I could spur him onward. He lifted me from the table and walked to a wall with my husband clinging on. When my back slammed against a concrete wall, I felt Jason’s cock reach deeper inside me, but that wasn’t the reason he changed position.

With fire in his eyes, Jason stared at me as my husband wrenched his fingers free, getting into a seated position underneath.

“Greg and I discussed this.”

“Discussed what?”

My handmaidens were back on either side of me, each gripping an ass cheek, prising it wide open. When Greg’s tongue reached up from underneath, and he licked the ridges of my anal whorl, I realized what their plan was.

While my husband poked his tongue inside my back passage, my lover fucked me hard against the wall. My orgasm came as a rising flood tide, ebbing and flowing like an ocean of pleasure lapping the beach.

Jason railed my throbbing pussy hard while I raked his back with sharp fingernails, gasping and panting whoreishly, but what got me off, most remarkably, was the commitment my husband had to lick deep inside my rectum, doubling my pleasure. He was being cuckolded by a man who would be his friend and in the most lewd circumstances possible.

I was being rimmed and fucked simultaneously, which felt incredible, opening up new, exciting pleasures, but when Tiffany and Stacy each reached in with their spare hands, I exploded in a tumultuous orgasm. They kneaded my breasts before tweaking my nipples hard, and I reached a new plane of ecstasy, screaming so loudly the whole downstairs must have heard.

Jason stared deep into my eyes, and we shared a moment of love. It was a split second when his semen bolted in sticky ropes from his cock, splashing and coating my cervix, beginning a journey to create a new life. In my mind’s eye, he was my beloved momentarily, and Greg ceased to exist. My marriage was voided as another man seeded and filled my womb.

Then I leaned sideways and stared down at Greg, fell in love with him again, blowing a kiss while my lover’s cock twitched deep inside my pussy, decanting every drop of his seed, further reaching and stretching me much more than the man I loved could ever achieve.

Jason was an experienced bull in cuckolding situations, and he made enough space for me to look down at my husband, who beamed back at me. I was struck by the fact my bull’s balls jiggled close to my husband’s face, but neither man seemed bothered.

When my lover withdrew his cock, both handmaidens took my weight while Greg turned, immediately bowing his head into the creamy mess his new friend left inside me. My orgasm returned in full force when my husband slurped my cum filled hole, and a new journey began.

Greg cleaned my pussy with the vim and vigor of a man who knew what he wanted. While my husband devoured my dribbling creamy mess, Jason brought me champagne, and we toasted each sipping their nectar of choice.

When the girls set me back down on the floor, I still had Jason’s semen inside me, although most had been licked out and swallowed. I kissed my husband, enjoying his sweet, salty lips and tongue, and never flinched when my bull and two handmaidens left the room without saying goodbye.

I glanced around the room, enjoying its emptiness, and smiled at my husband.

“It’s just you and me again, Greg.”

“I had a great time, honey.”

“Me too. I feel well fucked, but I still want your cock.”

“Maybe later, Rebecca.”

“Why later?”

“Because I invited our three new friends back home. I can wait until you are done with them.”

“Oh my, Greg - you are getting so good at this.”

“As are you, my dear.”


Chapter Six

Cleanup In The Shower

◆◆◆

When I woke in our marital bed after a night of torrid sex, my pussy felt sore. The last thing I remember was my husband fucking me after our lovers went home. Two cocks, two girls alternating with tongues, then strapon dildos, and three bottles of champagne had been the basis for my inaugural gangbang.

As I lay on one side staring into my sleeping husband’s face, I felt a little cheated, wanting my first-time gang fuck to be with a larger group of well-hung men, but I was in no position to be choosy - most importantly, Greg and I had managed his second cuckolding on an ad-hoc basis, and it went well.

I smiled, remembering how close Greg got to Jason’s cock on the third time my bull fucked me. By the time my bedroom trio left, all were firm friends with my husband, and I was pleased nobody had been offensive or judgemental about how he shared me.  

My husband joined me when I stepped into the shower, bathing me in a way he never had. His attention to me with a natural sponge, use of a luxury perfumed soap, cleaning me, and how he splayed open my ass cheeks wide, rubbing the tight puckered hole there, made me think he had dreamed about this.

I faced him, keen to check in on his mental state.

“How do you feel right now, Greg?”

“Attentive and determined to try harder to please you.”

“Many cuckolds report they feel more engaged in their marriage after watching their wife covered by a bull. Eye contact between you and me while I am being fucked is important, and we made plenty of that last night.”

“How do you know about all of this, Becca?”

“Online resources about cuckolding and being a hotwife. Some tackle the conversation from the Femdom perspective; others come from a Female Leadership point of view. There are subtle differences, but I can only cherry-pick.”

“Why so?”

“I don’t want to dominate or control you, honey. I’m happy with our relationship the way it is.”

“I love watching you being fucked.”

“I love watching you while I am being fucked. I never thought I’d say that.”

I leaned back against the steamed-up, tempered glass partition wall, enjoying how my husband soaked up my slender, firm body with fiery eyes. In the few days I had taken bulls to mate with, he had become more interested in me, sexually, how I felt about our life, what I needed, and how he could help me.

Some women might use their husband’s attention and vulnerability as an opening to grab power and control - nothing could be further from my mind.

“Would you say you need cuckolding in your life, Rebecca?”

“No. I enjoy it, but I could stop immediately if it caused us any harm.”

“I don’t think I could stop unless you needed to.”

“Would you care to explain why you feel so strongly?”

“Have you heard of compersion?’

“No.”

“It means to take joy from another person's joy. It is the opposite of jealousy when I enjoy watching you being pleasured.”

“But you admit to feeling jealous too, Greg.’

“I love the cuckold dilemma in every regard and especially the sexual tension it brings - the taboo of watching you being repeatedly fucked pleasures me because I feel alive and connected with your happiness.”

“Do you feel proud of my sexual performance, Greg?”

“I do love watching other men enjoy you. I feel a thrill and sense of pride when they cum inside you.”

“That’s more like hotwifing.”

“Do we need a label, Rebecca?”

“No.”

“Are you having fun?”

“You make love much better after a bull fucks me. You have more stamina, your cock is harder, and you want to fuck me more often.”

“I want to compete with your bulls.”

Amid the steam and warmth of our shower, Greg sidled close to me, and I felt his sexual energy lifting mine. His eyes were ablaze, and a hunger for life I thought had waned in him seemed resurgent. He looked like the twenty-year-old man who fell in love with me, frequently kissing, cuddling, and fucking me all day while we dated, even more so after we married until we hit the rut of banality - boring sex, swift starchy cuddles at the front door, and indifferent kisses when we both reached home - that is, until the last few days.

My husband’s kiss rippled through me in waves of pleasure before our lips touched, and I tingled everywhere, my skin raising goosebumps like a wildfire racing across dry grassland. I felt more alive, too, just as my husband said he did, but with all my romantic feelings intact and only for him.

I loved him more for allowing me to explore the myriad of sexual possibilities.

My bulls were a tool, a pleasant departure from reality and the tedium of marriage. Now, standing in the shower with Greg, he was the only person in my life who truly mattered. As his tongue seared against mine, returning us to our youth, the practiced kiss we had indulged in until only a few days ago was gone, and a new, early-stage relationship passion replaced it, taking my breath away.

“Cuckolding is a place where I can spice up our romance and sex lives, Greg.”

“Do you think less of me after fucking the other guys?”

“Not in the least. Being unfaithful worried me beforehand. I was deeply concerned about catching feelings for a bull.”

“Have you?”

“No.”

“I think it’s good when they don’t sleep over.”

“I agree.”

I sucked gently on Greg’s nipple, knowing how much he loved it. He rifled his fingers gently through my soaking wet hair, taking out knots in the long strands that almost reached the small of my back. I felt his nipple engorge until I could chew it gently while cupping his balls, squeezing gently, moaning lasciviously until his cock became rock hard.

I panted excitedly, grinned at my husband, raised my eyebrows, and slid onto my knees, slowly running my fingernails down the back of his legs. He sighed in anticipation of the blowjob I loved giving him. As I examined his solid cock, I was sure it was slightly longer and thicker than it was before our inaugural cuckolding.

I wrapped my lips around his swollen circumcised helmet, licking and sucking off the salty, creamy coating, unable to decide if his cock was any bigger than before cuckolding. Greg gripped my head in both shovel-like hands, shuffling his feet, lining himself up. I relaxed and tilted my head back to straighten the line from my lips, past my tonsils, and down my throat.

My husband face fucked me slowly, cramming his cock head down my throat as though easing it inside a virgin pussy. On balance, I felt like his cock was bigger because I couldn’t manage my gag reflex so easily as usual and was reminded of the heady days of pre-marital sex in his car when Greg nearly choked me with almost six and a half inches of prime boner.

My beloved’s cock was in top form, stretching my throat wide while oozing silky, salty cream onto my burning tongue. Precum bloated his urethra and was squeezed out of the tiny eye atop his swollen glans, coating my soft tissues and taste buds with a searing accelerant that consumed me.

I loved being face fucked and was glad to do it now. I would have offered Greg any hole to fuck instead of the aching pussy my bull had reamed all night, making free with and enjoying me. My kink was to behave as a slut, used by my husband as he did now, to squirt his hot seed inside me or be fucked by strangers while he watched.

When I choked on Greg’s semen, he didn’t stop reaming my mouth, knowing my out-of-control retching and choking meant I was having a great time. I swallowed awkwardly, forcing my lips down his gnarly shaft until they were buried in his pubic bush, and he twitched, groaned loudly, and filled my throat with hot seed.

When I slid my mouth off my husband’s cock, flicking back my hair, swallowing his semen desperately, he kneeled and kissed me with all the intensity and love I had missed for so many years. I gasped between kisses, snorting out the seed that had layered inside my nostrils.

When I giggled, wiping my face with both hands and using the hot shower water to rinse myself clean, I saw that Greg looked deeply concerned.

“Are you okay, Rebecca?”

“I’m doing great, honey. Your cock got harder and was so much fucking bigger - I think half an inch at least.”

“You see? The competition of you taking bulls is helping me.”

“Yeah, but can we fuck all week, just you and me? Maybe we could hit up a bull for help next weekend.”

“Of course. We could shop around in the meantime, maybe go on a few dates, and get things prepared.”

“I’d like that too, Greg.”


Chapter Seven

Court-side Naughtiness

◆◆◆

All week, my husband and I talked about cuckolding and shaping our lifestyle accordingly. I felt aroused just from the ideas we discussed, enjoying each conversation descending into us making love. My husband fucked me more often in four days than he did pre-cuckolding era in an entire month.

He tried much harder, too. I could barely bend over in front of Greg without my skirt or dress being lifted, panties tugged to the floor, and his cock nudging my fuck hole wide open. I got so much tongue that I lost count of the times my husband went down on me. 

We dated some potential bulls, had a few laughs, and I flirted outrageously, but we made no solid plans to hook up. Once my hotwife anklet arrived and my husband attached it, I more openly checked out guys at the mall, bowling alley, and even the cinema while holding my husband’s hand.

I got a mixed reaction. Some men who noticed my steamy gaze glanced down at my ankle, then quickly returned to my face and nodded or smiled. Other men were so terrified that they walked on, speeding up.

When I saw perfect eye candy specimens, I didn’t hesitate to soak them in with my eyes. I even winked at a few men as we passed each other, never attempting to deny my marriage. I was free, and Greg enjoyed the attention I received.

But, as agreed, we didn’t hook me up with any cock, saving my pussy for a weekend treat.

On Saturday morning before brunch, Greg lay in the garden watching me practice my tennis serve. My coach would arrive soon to run me through my paces. Karlo was a gorgeous, fit young man and a tennis pro from Croatia who played on the ATP tour circuit. He was spending time in residence at our country club while in between tournaments, so he was highly sought-after for one-on-one teaching - especially by the women.

I lay beside my husband, taking a breather momentarily because I needed to be well-rested for Karlo’s session - he worked me hard. I looked extra cute today, having bought new tennis clothes. My tight white blouse and a very short pleated skirt with plain white cotton panties clung to a swollen pussy that was already leaking, just thinking about what I had planned for dinner.

My husband squinted and smiled at me. I stared back and giggled.

“Are you cuckolding me with Karlo?”

“Nope.”

“But you are cuckolding me today, right?”

“Yes.”

“Who is your Bull?”

“Dean Hodge.”

“No fucking way… seriously?”

“Cross my heart and hope to die.”

“Your old High School English teacher?”

“Yes. I wanted to fuck him since my earliest memory.”

“And now you finally will.”

“I want you to watch us fuck all night. He won’t stay over.”

“Good.”

I studied Greg carefully and saw his behavior change immediately. He reached for my hand and clenched my fingers tightly, trembling excitedly while he disappeared deep into thought. His nostrils flared, maybe due to a quickening in his heart and lungs, or perhaps it was a lewd whiff of my creamy pussy.

My body tingled all over, thinking about my old teacher, who I had wanted to plow my virgin hole when I was jailbait.

“You’re excited about my old teacher fucking me, aren’t you, Greg?”

“Yes… obviously. I am a cuckold being told when my next fantasy is to be served; of course, I am thrilled - I can’t wait, and such a great guy. I like Dean a lot.”

“Any concerns about how things will go?”

“Can I clean up your pussy afterward?”

“Definitely. I prefer that you do, and I want you to be the last fuck before I sleep in your arms. Also… when I fuck bulls anytime at all from hereon in, can you please hold my hand and stare into my eyes throughout - maybe ask questions or encourage me to fuck harder. I want you to enjoy me, enjoying my fuck buddy.”

“In which case, I have no concerns, and yes, that dirty talk would be fucking great.”

I pulled gently on my bottom lip, releasing it like the most tawdry, tantalizing sign of my decadence, before kissing my husband deeply. When his lips touched mine as soft as a warm caressing wind, I was swept away on clouds of lust and love, needing to be fucked by Greg.

“The new rule is a fucking killer, Greg.”

“It’s good for both of us. Abstinence on the day of my cuckolding will help you give the bull better service, which in turn makes him fuck you harder, and I get to watch.”

“Will you go to our bedroom and arrange a comfortable chair at the end of the bed so you can watch me fuck? Do you want to join Dean and me in a glass bedroom bubbly?”

“I’ll take a cold beer instead, but I will put a bottle of Veuve Cliquot on ice for you two now.”

“Thank you, sweetheart.”

While Greg went to our bedroom, I rested against a slight downward grassy incline leading to our tennis court. Our large executive-style house was behind me with red brick two floors, eight bedrooms, white gables, and bushes of wisteria arcing out from wooden trellis. Our patio was paved the entire length of the house, with islands of serenity placed equidistantly, a dining area for twelve, an outdoor kitchen with a gas grill, and a wood-fired pizza oven my husband was an expert with.

Then came the enormous rattan L-shaped sofa and lounge area with two matching chairs where I would laze with my childhood lover, talking, communing, and fornicating while my husband watched. After a suitable period, we would retire to the bedroom, where I would be royally fucked.

A loud, familiar voice boomed, startling me out of a daydream.

“Hi, Rebecca. You look delightfully relaxed. It’s almost a shame to disturb you.”

“Hey, Karlo. I didn’t hear you. Come and lie next to me.”

“I have time.”

The tall, well-built Croat man lay beside me, a little closer than I expected. Staring up at the blue sky with a lush, comfortable green grass mattress underneath, it felt like we were dating, young lovers contemplating life together. Karlo had never hit on me before, but today, something felt different.

I was aroused, thinking about Dean fucking me tonight, with no chance of Greg fucking me now and some prime cock lying inches away. The temptation was overwhelming. I stared down at Karlo’s crotch and saw his cock pressing hard against his white shorts, so I glanced up, and he smiled lasciviously.

“Karlo. Do you drink at Gunther’s jazz club?”

“All the time. This took less time than I thought.”

“What did?”

“I dropped by to see Gunther this morning and saw your name on the Hotwife register with Greg’s on the cuckold side; I knew it must be a new fantasy. You have never given me any encouragement.”

“I’ve been faithful to my husband.”

“But now, no more fidelity?”

“We’re in the lifestyle. We have rules, and it’s early days, but everything seems to work well.”

“Most women I coach are sluts who need plenty of cock, others are hotwives with rules, and some have cuckold husbands.”

“Do you fuck the clients, Karlo?”

“Yes, but I am a specialist bull.”

“What do you mean?”

“I have a six-inch cock.”

“No offense, but that sounds small for a bull.”

“It’s a perfect size and shape for face fucking and anal sex.”

“Anal?”

“Mostly, I do anal, but I can fuck pussy too, and I am a great lovemaker for those women wanting to tease their cuckolds with real passion. Also, I have plenty of stamina, and my refractory period is short.”

I had no idea what a refractory period was, but I didn’t care either because hearing the word anal made me tremble like a leaf being pulled off a tree branch in high winds. I blinked and cringed, puffing hard, struggling to catch my breath while my heart pounded.

Karlo rolled closer and stared into my eyes. He was close enough to kiss me, but instead, he lifted my skirt and slid his palm down the front of my panties, fingering my slit and hole until his digit was sticky and loaded with cream.

When he had what he wanted, my tennis coach retrieved his finger, stared at my sleazy veneer, sniffed it deeply, and grinned from ear to ear before licking and sucking my pussy juices.

“Are you okay, Rebecca? You taste a little tense.”

“Not really okay - no.”

“What’s the matter?”

Karlo rolled onto his side, caressing me gently while staring into my eyes. We had a moment—a tawdry glance with an arousing measure of sleazy, uplifting desire passing between us that suggested so many disgraceful things might suddenly be on the table.

I heard my husband return, exiting the patio doors, his footfall stopping halfway across the concrete slabs, undoubtedly watching me gazing at Karlo. I craned my neck and smiled lovingly at Greg, noticing right away the cuckold delight sparkling in his eyes. He couldn’t be more encouraging if he sucked Karlo’s cock before inserting it inside me.

While watching him carefully, I slowly reached my hand across my tennis coach’s body until I held his.

I saw and heard my husband gasp. He collected a chair from the dining table, moved closer to us, and sat within listening range with a perfect view of me hitting on my tennis coach. I inhaled sharply, sighed heavily, and felt raging hormones lifting me, mind, body, and fully aroused soul. I was ascending as a hotwife and perfecting the art of picking up a guy in a way that thrilled me and excited my husband.

I gently rubbed Karlo’s fingers, making sure Greg could see my sleazy behavior while my panties soaked up the sticky cream leaking from my pussy. My tennis coach had a rich mop of blonde bedhead hair just about on the right side of scruffy. His piercing, bright blue eyes told me he was desperate to fuck me.  

“What are we doing, Rebecca?”

“I don’t know yet.”

“Should I make love to you while your husband watches?”

“Umm… something like that. We definitely won’t make it onto the court today, but I have a date coming this evening to fuck me.”

“A bull?”

“A very treasured bull. I’ve waited a long time for this one.”

“A former teacher, Rebecca?”

“How did you know?”

“So many naughty girls love to fuck their teachers. It’s like when they work out knots in their hair.”

“You know a lot about sluts, hotwives, and cuckolds, then?”

“Many hotwives take multiple guys in one event or many guys throughout the day, each with a time slot. Cuckold husbands love watching their wives take a lot of cock.”

“I’ve never done anal, Karlo.”

“Oh my. You don’t know what you are missing.”

Karlo glanced up at Greg and smiled affably. I figured he probably saw the same erection tenting my husband’s pants that I did - we had green lights all the way. I wanted to save myself for Dean later on because he was my first crush, which I could never have enjoyed since I was underage when he taught me.

But I was horny as hell right now, and Dean’s cock was hours away. My slit tingled like a fire was raging inside my hole, so I pressed my thighs together, squeezing what sexual tension out that I could - but it wasn’t enough.

“Greg won’t do anal with me, and I lost hope. It never occurred to me that a bull could take my V-card.”

“Would you like to be fucked in the ass, Rebecca?”

“Fuck yes.”

“Many husbands like to crawl into a 69 position under their wives so they can watch from close up when their wife is penetrated.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. It works well for normal bull fucking your pussy because you just need to sit upright after you’re filled up with seed, then feed your husband, facesitting. With anal sex, I don’t recommend feeding Greg, but his view of the action will be great.”

“My husband doesn’t want to be involved in any actual sex during a cuckolding, so a 69 isn’t on the cards, honey.”

“You misunderstand me, Rebecca. Greg would be caged or fully clothed to make sure there is no stimulation from you to him. I also prefer husbands to refrain from sex while I service their wives. They can wank off with the wife’s permission, of course - it has nothing to do with me.”

“Ahh, I see. What about lube? I have never been fucked in the ass before, so I assume I will be tight.”

“I have everything we need in my kit bag, including aftercare.”

“Will it hurt me?”

“Yes and no.”

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“You will enjoy the pain of me fucking your back passage, but my cock will tear the tissues around the outside and inside of your sphincter because it is extremely tight, and only one-way traffic passes by so far. I have aloe vera and vitamin E creams for your husband to apply three times a day.”

“Can you teach Greg how to heal me?”

“Of course.”

“Fuck!”

“Do you want me to fuck your anus, Rebecca? I will stretch you wide open, and you will enjoy losing the last virginity you have.”

“I want it.”

“Can I cum inside your back passage? I have to ask, as I do with all girls.”

“Fuck, yes, please.”


Chapter Eight

My Last Virginity

◆◆◆

Amid a tense, sexually charged silence, a simple, sober nod from my husband confirmed he wanted Karlo to take my last remaining virginity. Greg had never been passionate about us having anal sex, and neither was I until my gorgeous tennis coach offered it.

I hadn’t ever been fucked in my back passage but immensely enjoyed being rimmed. I was sure being fucked wouldn’t feel anything similar to a tongue, but at least going into it, I knew I enjoyed some form of ass play.

I was on a high, emotionally charged by feelings of lust while my body tingled and spasmed from the physical assault my hormones launched upon it. It was like losing my virginity day all over again.

Will I be good enough?

Will he?

Will it hurt?

“What about your semen inside me?”

“What do you mean, Rebecca?”

“Where does it go after you squirt?”

“You’ll probably feel it more than if I emptied inside your pussy, but it will either be absorbed or discharged normally.”

“Why do I feel like the thought of you fucking me in the ass drives me insane, Karlo?”

“It’s psychological more than physical for you. When a guy fucks your pussy it has a wet and smooth feeling. Anal is a much tighter push for both of us, more brutal, eye-popping, and you will feel dominated. Inside, it feels like you have a firmer, more solid grip on my cock that only lets up when I sink balls deep inside.“

“Wow - let’s fucking do this.”

“On flat ground, please, Rebecca.”

“Do you mean outdoors?”

“You have beautiful views and no neighbors. Let me fuck you in the ass while you enjoy the birdsong and wonderful vistas.”

Karlo helped me to my feet, and I whimpered, partly terrified, mostly overloaded with sexual tension. I glanced at my husband, breathed deeply to compose myself, and stared into my lover’s starstruck, pleading eyes.

He reached his arms around my waist gently, seeking permission from my lewd expression before sliding his palms onto my ass cheeks, gripping powerfully. He pulled me closer, and I reached down, tugging his tennis shirt up and off.

“Wow, Karlo.”

“What is it, my love?”

“Your body is so fucking buff, honey.”

“I work out hard. One day, I will win the open.”

“You’re so beautiful.”

“And I am all yours for the coming hour… more, if you can take it, but as you said, tonight is a special date, Rebecca.”

“It is, but maybe we can become regular lovers.”

“I would love that.”

I found it impossible to fuck other men without at least liking them as an absolute minimum. Somehow, perhaps before today, I caught some mild feelings for Karlo, but nothing to worry about in the context of my marriage. He had coached me for months, getting his body close to mine, electrifying my skin with his touch, and eliciting proud, shimmering goosebumps across my arms and legs when he praised my form or strength.

His presence now made me feel like lava seeping into the ocean - steamy. He pulled me closer, breathing next to my ear - elevating me, and clearly him, too.

“I like you very much, Rebecca.”

“I like you too.”

My fingers trembled, so I gripped more tightly, and my nails dug into his chest involuntarily. My breathing was erratic, and I submitted to overwhelming emotions, resting my forehead on his, staring deep into his eyes, gently raking my fingertips through thick, wiry chest hairs until I gripped his nipples, rubbing and rolling them hard, enjoying his moans and the engorging flesh I wanted to suck.

We were in a lover’s bubble, and my marriage, Greg, and everything around us faded in importance. I still loved my husband, but now, Karlo seemed more important than everyone else, including the bulls who had serviced me so far.

I reached up, dragging my fingers through his thick, unruly mop, twisting his head slightly for the kiss I yearned for. When a kiss came, my lips exploded in a fiery rapture while what remained of my inhibitions swept along the corridors of a no longer guilty conscience like wind-blowing tumbleweed.

“I want you to fuck me really good, Karlo.”

“Are we still only doing anal?”

“It’s all I can do today.”

“Next week is for love, then?”

“We cannot use that word, honey.”

“And yet I feel it surging inside me.”

We kissed again, this time with Karlo’s fingers slipping inside the front of my panties, finding my wet pussy, and plowing the sticky slit, from brushing tantalizingly against my clitoris to slipping a tip inside my throbbing hole.

I trembled and gasped loudly, almost orgasming into the palm of his hand. I eyed him and felt I had to offer some truth in exchange for his.

“If I could make love to you all day, I would, Karlo - I promise you. I haven’t felt this wildly aroused in years.”

“Your husband just heard you say that, sweetheart.”

“How do you know?”

“Because he has his cock out and is wanking it off.”

I pulled out of our emotional bubble long enough to glance across at my husband. His awkward smile suggested I had some explaining to do after Karlo finished inside me, but his cock confirmed he loved every moment of my edgy confession.

While never averting away from my husband’s gaze, I slid my hands down to Karlo’s tennis shorts, unhooked a steel clasp, pulled his zip down, and allowed the garment to fall around his ankles. His underpants followed quickly, a simple jockstrap cuddling the solid cock and tight balls that were now mine. I gripped the base of his shaft and wanked it slowly, cupping both balls in one palm and squeezing.  

“My husband wants to compete with you sexually.”

“He has a similar cock size. We can all enjoy that rivalry.”

“He won’t plow my back passage and fill my rectum with hot seed.”

“I can do better than that next time I visit, Rebecca. I can fuck your pussy for hours and make you cum so hard that Greg will beg to have a turn inside you after me.”

“He cleans my lover’s semen when they are done fucking me.”

“You have a great husband.”

“I know.”

I kissed Karlo again, noting the sound of chair legs scraping against concrete - my husband was moving. But I was uninterested in Greg, entirely immersed in a fresh lover who seemed to love me, whatever that meant. I felt the beguilement of my hormones and confusing body chemistry deceive me into a semblance of love—a temporary state, I was sure.

When I detached my searing hot lips from Karlo’s and glanced away, I saw my husband dragging a solid wooden sunbed closer. Greg lay on the bed, wriggled into a comfortable position, and continued wanking himself off.

I stared at Karlo, frowning deeply because I didn’t want to embarrass my husband with my thoughts and actions of romance.

“Will you prepare me for fucking, please, Karlo? I need to speak with my husband for a moment.”

“Yes, you do.”

I moved closer to my husband and undressed slowly until I got to my panties. I turned my back on Greg, shuffled backward until my ass was inches from his face, then leaned forward, almost touching my toes.

“Peel off my panties, please, honey.”

His hot breath permeated my cotton briefs, warming my ass cheeks while teasing my already swollen, creamy pussy lips with a warm invisible lick. Greg slipped his fingers into my elastic waistband on each side of my hips and slid down my panties while I wriggled helpfully.

With my panties off, I took them and forced my husband to lay back down. I glanced at his cock and shook my head, wagging a finger.

“We agreed you wouldn’t have any enjoyment while I fucked my bulls unless you asked and I agreed.”

“I never asked, Rebecca, sorry.”

“You are forgiven, but Karlo won’t fuck me if I am sucking your cock.”

“Shall I put it away?”

“I’ll do that for you.”

I tucked his cock away and zipped up my husband’s pants. Karlo saw and heard everything, as I intended him to, but he kept silent, as I wished he would. I crushed my panties tightly, wafting them under my husband’s nose, enjoying how his eyes sparkled excitedly and his nostrils flared.

“I want you to hold onto these in your mouth, sucking out every drop of goodness. The gusset is creamy and plentiful. Please try hard not to touch me. You are only down there to get a great view.”

“This is so fucking awesome, Rebecca.”

“I know.”

I tapped my husband playfully on his nose with one finger, smiling lovingly at him. Karlo kneeled beside me, leaning close to Greg, staring into the eyes of a man whose wife he was about to defile.

“I highly recommend no cleaning up on this occasion, Greg.”

“I won’t.”

“Next time I visit, you can clean your wife’s messy pussy after I am done, no problem. I even don’t mind if you want me to slip my cock in your mouth after I slide it out of Rebecca’s hole.”

“I’d like that too.”

I gasped but clasped my hand over my mouth, stifling my surprise. Watching my husband suck one of my bull’s cock had become a massive fantasy for me. I said nothing, not wishing to tempt fate or change any future choice Greg might make, but as I filled his mouth with sweet, soiled panties, my pussy trembled and leaked.

I would need my old teacher to be on form later if I were to have any peaceful sleep.

I clambered over my husband like a spider, enjoying his hard work not to touch me. With me kneeling comfortably and him in the VIP box at Wimbledon, it was time for my tennis coach to serve.

“Don’t arch your back, Rebecca. You are presenting a different hole for me to fuck.”

“Sorry… old habits.”

“Relax, honey. First, I must inject a saline solution deep inside you.”

“Fucking what?”

“Anal feels nicer if I clean you thoroughly.”

“Will I need the toilet?”

“Yes.”

“Oh fuck.”

“I use the same syringe to lubricate your hole.”

I saw a significant printed word on the massive transparent plastic syringe - COLT. It was a bum gun full of something with a long tapered nozzle that I knew would penetrate deep inside me. When Karlo sucked the applicator, grinned at me, and stared down at my husband, I knew I was in for a wild time.

When the plastic nozzle slid easily inside me, I felt an involuntary need to push it out, but I relaxed, enjoying Karlo’s firm hand pressing hard into the small of my back. When he pumped the saline-cleaning solution deep inside me, a chilly, watery sensation tingled while I was filled up.

Karlo removed the syringe slowly, slapped my ass cheeks, and pointed to the house.

“Be a good girl and dash to the toilet.”

“Okay.”

I clamped my sphincter tightly shut, got to my feet with my lover’s help, steadied myself momentarily, and then ran to the house, giggling, with a goodly amount of water sloshing inside me. It was my most effortless visit to the toilet ever, and I returned soon after feeling cleansed, empty, and with a beaming smile.

Karlo sat beside my husband, and they talked like best friends. When he saw me, Greg stuffed my panties back in his mouth, and I chose not to chastise him because I wanted my husband and lover to become friends.

Wordlessly, I crawled back into a doggy position over my husband while trembling energetically and feeling like a total slut. Karlo had refilled COLT with a lubricant, and I wanted my rectum filled and fucked so badly that I leaked sweet nectar onto my husband’s face.

When Karlo spread my ass cheeks wide and thumbed open my sphincter, inspecting it before licking, I was in heaven, debauched and delighted, wanting a cock inside me right away. He dribbled plentiful saliva on my anal whorl before sliding my favorite plastic nozzle deep inside me. 

When he squeezed the plunger this time, my rectal filling felt entirely different, more solid and permanent - very chilly.

With the syringe wrapped in a handkerchief and set aside, Karlo rose, and suddenly six inches of solid, gnarly cock looked more foreboding, not for its size but because of where it was going.

He thumbed my sphincter open again, leaned in, and spat on it most disgustingly. My pink hole recoiled, and I felt utterly disgraced but thoroughly excited - he did it for effect and no practical need.

I rested my cheek on my husband’s fully clothed, solid cock, without rubbing, just needing to tease him and make myself comfortable. When Karlo rested his swollen glans against my anal sphincter, it felt like a perfect ball-and-socket fit.

“Ahh.”

“Does it hurt Rebecca?”

“No - something about this feels so right.”

“You want to be your husband’s showgirl, and you also fancy your tennis coach. What could be wrong?”

I enjoyed hearing him use words like fancy and love, but I was terrified of the effect it might have on my husband, so I said nothing, enjoying how Karlo increased pressure against my virgin anus every time he thrust his hips forward.

After a dozen plunges against the elasticity of my sphincter, I was surprised and howled loudly when Karlo finally broke the seal and popped my cherry. Something tore, but the pain soon became a searing pleasure as his swollen glans stretched my tiny pink hole wide open.

“Argh - fuck!”

“Are you okay, Rebecca?”

“Yes… yes, oh fuck, yes.”

My back passage was on fire, and I felt his cock far more profoundly inside me than had he aimed at the drenched slit a few inches lower. Somehow, the nerve cluster Karlo had activated sent ripples of pleasure to every fiber of my body. I quivered and moaned, slapping my husband’s thighs, gripping and wringing his tensed quad muscles as though squeezing them might transfer my sexual pleasure and the experience of being sodomized into him.

“More!”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I rose, tingling and shimmering in full sexual glory, while Karlo shoehorned more of his cock deep inside my back passage. The lube did its job perfectly, but searing pain came amid equally intense pleasure because I couldn’t stop clenching my sphincter around the stiff cock invading my rectum.

I panted from the physical load as every muscle in my body worked hard to milk Karlo’s cock. My heart pounded like a thousand horses thundering across the open prairie, and I screamed for joy, expending my sexual energy.

“I am balls deep inside you, Rebecca.”

“Fuck me, please, lover.”

“Do you fancy me?”

“What?”

“Do you fucking fancy me? It’s a simple question.”

I cringed, deeply unsure how to answer, either lying and denying to a lover while saving a husband or being honest and enjoying or suffering the consequences of both men. My voice sounded hoarse and strained when I spoke.

“Yes.”

“Louder.”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what, Rebecca?”

“Yes, I fancy you and always have.”

“Good girl.”

My husband did nothing to stop me from being fucked in the back passage, but I couldn’t see or hear him, so I had no idea the effect my confession had. I braced myself as Karlo withdrew his solid, veiny cock, enjoying it all the more when he rammed it balls-deep inside me again.

Soon, the pain subsided, and I knew my anus was torn wide open because Karlo fucked it with ease, pounding me slower and more gently than if it were my pussy, but plenty to elicit an overwhelming, squirted orgasm from deep inside me.

As my pee splashed across my husband’s face, I let go of all control, reaching my hands back to embrace my lover’s trembling fingers while he reamed me hard, fast, and deep until an ocean of molten semen filled my back passage and I howled for joy.

The moment his cock slid out of my anus, Karlo used a moist wipe to clean my hole. He helped me stand while I felt wobbly, to the extent my husband leaped to his feet, removed his tawdry gag, and held me tightly, looking most concerned.

I wanted to cry, and Greg saw that.

“Are you hurting, Rebecca?”

“No, the sex was amazing, I just… I-”

“What is it?”

“I betrayed you, honey.”

“Not at all. Telling your tennis coach you fancy him is not infidelity. I have fantasized about fucking your sister for years.”

“Jenny?”

“Yeah - you only have one sister.”

“You fancy my sister?”

“Of course - just as you fancy your tennis coach.”

Karlo left behind the syringe, a bottle of lube, and the healing cream and oil he mentioned, packing everything else away in his kit bag. He kissed me goodbye while my husband held me tightly, then placed a brotherly hand on Greg’s shoulders and nodded.

“No anal sex for Rebecca until the sphincter tears heal completely.”

“How long will that take, Karlo?”

“I suggest two weeks before you can fuck your wife’s back passage.”

“Oh no, my friend, that hole belongs to you and her.”

In that simple sentence, my husband assuaged the awful, sickening fear rising in me that I had fucked up. I was allowed to fancy other men, which was necessary to give Greg the show he needed.

I held Greg close and waved goodbye to my new lover, yearning for his next visit.

When Karlo rounded the corner of our house, I smiled at my husband, whose expression conveyed nothing but devoted love.

“Can I bathe you now, Rebecca?”

“I would like that, honey - then I can tell you all about how it felt to lose my anal virginity.”

“We can lie on the bed, and you can rest until your school teacher arrives.” 


Chapter Nine

Washing Away My Naughtiness

◆◆◆

My sphincter was severely torn, like a train wreck, as Greg described it, but inside me felt nice. He showed me the damage to my sphincter using mirrors he rigged while I kneeled. I had a much larger spangle than ever, with raw cuts around the outer ridges and some traces of blood. Karlo’s semen leaked out when my husband thumbed my anal fuck hole wider open.

“Do you see his cum looks like pink teardrops, Rebecca? 

“Karlo fucking plowed me good.”

“I can see that.”

“What did you think of the impromptu sex show?”

“You were on fire, honey. I saw raw emotions flickering in your face like an eruption was happening inside you. Do you realize that you pushed your asshole back onto his cock because you wanted more?”

“I kind of lost control.”

“Shall I clean the injury site up again… I mean, with tissues - not my tongue.”

Yeah, but no healing cream until after I bathe, please, Greg.”

Greg went into our en-suite bathroom, turning off the bath taps. When I joined him, I knew getting in would sting my well fucked sphincter, but it had to be done. Hygiene was necessary, and I wanted to look my best for Dean and fuck him comfortably, even with a bleeding asshole.

As I slid slowly into the hot, bubble-filled bath, my whole body sighed in delightful relief - except for one part of me that stung intensely for about ten seconds before calming. Greg soaped me all over, caressing me gently. I had expended enormous energy in a brief but intense anal coitus with Karlo, and my tensed-up muscles had cramped.

I sighed loudly and smiled, feeling relieved and comforted. I reached for my husband’s hand, clenching his fingers tightly.

“That feels much better, Greg.”

“I am proud of you.”

“I saw that in your expression when we stood up. Can you explain why?”

“Karlo obviously fucks a lot of women, honey, and I saw the desperate look on his face when he nutted inside your back passage. He had a great time fucking you.”

“Do you think so, Greg?”

“You, my dear, are an amazing lover, and I benefit from that too. You are more sexual, sensual, and attentive to me in bed since you took lovers. I think subconsciously you are paying me back.”

“You’re definitely far more attentive to me at all times and much better in bed since I became a hotwife. The competition with my bulls to fuck me is really working for you.”

“I can’t fuck you in the ass, honey - it’s just not my thing.”

“Like you said, that hole belongs to Karlo - you have a share of my other two. I really like that I can have that special sexual kink with another lover.”

“I do, too, Rebecca.”

I saw my husband’s erection poking through his boxer briefs, and it excited me. Since Greg would cook and serve my bull and me our dinner, joining us to eat, I wanted to show him my gratitude, so in our bedroom, after drying off, I knelt before him while he lay on the bed.

I stared into his eyes and saw a pleading that needed no words, so I stroked up and down his thighs, smiling lovingly.

“I’m going to suck your cock, honey.”

“I thought we said no sex for me until after cuckolding?”

“I just finished cuckolding you with Karlo - technically, me sucking your cock isn’t breaking the rules after he fucked me.”

“I won’t complain.”

“No, but you must always reclaim what is rightfully yours, Greg.”

When I pulled down his boxer shorts, my husband’s harder-than-usual cock sprung loose. I concluded Karlo’s fucking of my asshole pleased Greg because his cock trembled energetically and felt far more solid to the touch of my fingers than usual.

I pressed my husband’s knees wide apart, gazing deeply into his eyes, cupping his balls and gripping his shaft, stroking it gently, enjoying how it jerked and twitched in my fist.

“I want you to make love to me whenever it pleases you, Greg. Abstinence isn’t good for your mental health. We can shift rules around to suit ourselves, especially you.”

“I enjoy exercising some restraint and waiting my turn. The simple fact is, you can fuck harder and longer than I can. Also, you benefit enormously from the practice.”

“I’d like to see how many guys I could take in one go.”

I said what was on my mind and gasped, momentarily terrified my slutty behavior and mood was getting out of control. Being fucked by a few bulls simultaneously - having them take multiple turns each, always cumming inside me was of enormous appeal since the night I was spit roasted.

My husband stared at me, judging if I was serious. I saw no judgment in his eyes, just more of the same loving sparkles as usual.

“Do you mean like in a gangbang, Rebecca?”

“Would it be too much for you to endure, honey?”

“No… actually, I’ve been thinking about the same thing, which is why I joined a website called localgangbangclub.com. Membership gives us access to men who specialize in gang fucking women like you.”

“Like me?”

“Beautiful hotwives with their husband’s permission to play with well-hung guys.”

“How well hung?”

“You can opt for clusters based on size - six to seven inches, seven to eight - I’m sure you get the picture. You can even opt for smaller size cock men for your ass and mouth, bigger ones, up to twelve inches for your pussy.”

“Twelve inches won’t fit in. Seven is plenty for a good fucking.”

“Seven-inch cocks is the group’s largest cohort.”

“Wow. You’ve really researched this well, Greg.”

“I want you to be happy.”

I stared at my husband’s cock and knew right away he was getting off on the idea of me being fucked by many men in one sitting because precum seeped onto his swollen, purplish cock head like smooth icing on a cake. I leaned in, gripped Greg’s cock more tightly at its base, and clenched my lips around his glans, licking gently while enjoying the burning sensation that raced across my tongue, lighting up my taste buds.

Sucking my husband’s cock reconnected me with him, and I felt love surge through me for the man who wholeheartedly supported my sexual adventure and empowerment. As his salty flavor permeated through me in ripples of love, the brief infatuation I felt for Karlo dissolved into a happy memory.

I plowed my lips down Greg’s shaft, enjoying how much he filled my throat when I crammed his meat in there. I gagged, choked, and felt the ridge of his glans press hard against the muscles in my neck that I used to milk him with. I was thrilled, much more even than when Karlo fucked me in the ass, and that pleased me because my husband was for life.

I added a slight twist to my short, sharp wanking motion at the base of his cock, timing it well with each deep-throated swallow of his delicious flesh. Greg screamed noisily when my lips kissed his public bone, and he slapped both palms on the bed as I milked him, expending all his sexual energy.

While sucking and fucking his cock with my mouth, I reached for his hands, forcing them onto my head. Greg wasn’t a dominant or cruel man, even though he knew I needed a face fucking - he just couldn’t do it. That inhibition was less of an issue now because I had a growing bevy of stallions who would do to me in a heartbeat what my husband couldn’t or wouldn’t.

I slid my lips down to the bottom of my husband’s cock, enjoying how his wiry pubic bush rasped against my sensitive skin. When I bobbed up and down the last two inches of his cock repeatedly, wanking him, enjoying his cries for joy, Greg finally gripped my ponytail and rammed my face firmly down his cock.

It was an unexpected pleasure.

When my husband orgasmed in potent jerks and twitches, I choked, coughed, and spluttered, taking most of his salty, sticky load down my throat, in my mouth, and across my lips and cheeks. My heart soared when I stared into my beloved’s eyes, seeing his deep, true love as I cleaned my face, loading my fingers with his sticky mess before swallowing every drop.

When I swallowed all his creamy mess, I showed my husband a clean tongue, and he laughed.

“My feelings for Karlo have gone, Greg. They were in the moment.”

“You’re allowed to fancy people, honey. It’s quite normal.”

“Like you with my sister?”

“I’m sorry about that.”

“Don’t be sorry, honey. As you said, it’s quite normal, and my sister is attractive.”

I rinsed my mouth in the bathroom, then rejoined my husband. It was lunchtime, and we went without food, saving ourselves for Greg’s classic lasagna at dinner. Instead of eating, we cuddled in bed, and I murmured my sweet love in his ear.

“This was a great idea, Greg.”

“I always said cuckolding would work for us, honey. We are solid partners in love; we communicate well and respect one another’s needs.”

“I want to make love with Karlo in our bed, honey. He’s so energetic and well-built. I understand what making love means, but I am afraid he construes feelings I don’t share.”

“He likes you - but that’s his problem, not ours. Technically, because he didn’t coach you at tennis today, and I still paid, he is a male prostitute. The trouble with him will come when he wants to stay over.”

“What will we do then, Greg?”

“It’s up to you. The no sleepover rule doesn’t feel so important after he fucked you in the ass. I don’t mind him staying, but my cleanup and reclaiming should be done after he finishes and before sleep.”

“Let’s cross that bridge when we come to it.”


Chapter Ten

My Fantasy Comes True

◆◆◆

I can attest that anal sex hurts the first time you do it. Throughout the day, Greg kept cleaning and applying aloe vera healing cream to the site of my pounding by Karlo. While my husband cooked dinner, I checked through his maze of mirrors and saw my damaged sphincter had tightened, soothing my worries.

I dressed simply in a figure-hugging black cocktail dress that reached my mid-thigh. I looked available, admittedly more than a little slutty but tastefully dressed - like an expensive hooker. Sitting at my dressing table, touching up my makeup and hair, I reminisced about my childhood.

Dean Hodge was the first person I sought out when Greg and I agreed to join a hotwife lifestyle. My English teacher was my most prominent crush ever, and being at such an early age, the hormonally charged love I felt for a tall, dark-haired, bright-eyed, gorgeous adult man had never entirely gone away.

I joined Greg in the kitchen, tasing his ragu sauce when asked, smiling delightfully to indicate it was to his usual excellent standard. The doorbell rang, so I left my husband to continue creating his delicious lasagna while I answered.

“Hey, Rebecca.”

“Wow.”

“Surprise.”

“That’s a big fucking surprise, Mr. Hodge.”

“Call me Dean, honey, please. Is the surprise too much?”

“Umm… let’s ask my husband - I am not sure we have enough lasagna.”

After the initial shock of seeing that Dean had brought two very handsome young guys with him, I salivated just thinking about all three guys fucking me before my husband had a shot inside what would be a very messy pussy. The men were either bodybuilders or models and rarely the kind you spot in the local bar.

I had deliberately run into Dean at our local library, knowing when he worked part-time there, having retired from teaching a year earlier. Over coffee next door to his workplace, I explained to my former crush about my longing for him. He reassured me he already knew - apparently, my panties showing up in his briefcase were a dead giveaway. After that icebreaker, I was able to explain about my marriage to Greg, our desire to enjoy cuckolding, and his candidacy as my bull, should he wish to fuck me.

He did want to fuck me.

Now, here he was.

With two other men.

Dean fished around in his pocket and pulled out an old pair of tiny white panties. I flushed bright red, recognizing immediately the underwear I peeled off in class and hurriedly stuffed into his briefcase before I went home commando.

“Oh my god.”

“Do you want them back, Rebecca?”

“Wouldn’t you rather keep them?”

“Yes, please, but could you wear them for a day, then return them? They are freshly laundered.”

“I’ll be happy to do that. Come inside before the neighbors see three handsome men at my front door.”

“Thank you, Rebecca. You have a lovely home, by the way.”

“We both work hard and with no children, we can afford some luxury. Look, sorry to ask, but why are these guys with you?”

“Simon and Colin love lasagna, and both are catwalk models, as you have probably noticed.”

“Why do we need models?”

“Models make the best bulls - it’s next-level stuff for my little girl. These two are the best in the hotwife and cuckold business.”

“How do you know them?”

“These handsome men are my sons.”

I halted in the middle of my hallway, spun around, and was utterly silenced, gawping from one face to another. I tried to deadpan my expression as a ruse to suggest I could take anything in my stride, but I ended up looking as shocked as I felt, which looked comical in the hallway mirror that I glimpsed as I glanced away.

Dean chuckled and pointed over my shoulder.

“Is the kitchen through there, Rebecca?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll introduce myself to your husband while you get to know the boys. It is Greg, isn’t it? Our coffee shop conversation was so exciting that I struggled to recall every detail.

“Yes, my husband is Greg. Maybe you can explain all of this to him.”

“I will - he’s in for a fabulous time if he’s a comfortable cuckold.”

“Greg is very comfortable watching me being fucked.”

Dean strolled on while each of his sons grinned at me, each offering a hand to shake before awkwardly hugging me - I was the awkward one. Simon was slightly taller than his brother, Colin, but both rated ten on the man loveliness measurement scale.

I cringed when I stared down at Simon’s crotch. They caught me looking. I saw the shape of a cock rising, but it wasn’t fully erect. When I glanced at his face, he smiled.

“It’s a natural instinct to look and wonder what you are getting from us, Rebbeca.”

“What am I getting, Simon?”

“Would you like to see our cocks? Colin and I can do a show and tell right here if you’d like.”

“I’d love that.”

“You’ll have to show us yours too.”

“Hmm… this was very quick. We’re in my hallway and haven’t even reached the kitchen.”

My mind was blown away, and I shivered as the slut deep inside of me took control. Having barely closed my front door, I was cast back in my youth, offering to show mine in exchange for a look at two boys. I soared with excitement and bit my bottom lip far harder than expected, almost drawing blood.

Colin leaned closer and kissed me gently, lovingly—an icebreaker of sorts. The men were both in their early twenties and looked absolutely stunning. Now that Dean mentioned it, I saw the likeness between the sons and their father, but my body and hormones were still making sense of it.

Colin’s lips felt like the searing heat of a sunrise over the desert, sweeping away my trembling nerves and doubts about fucking three men from one gene pool. My tongue explored my lover’s mouth urgently, and he gripped my waist, pulling me closer, rubbing my pussy hard onto his solid cock.

When I broke off our kiss, I glanced towards the kitchen and saw my husband and Dean peering around the corner of the door. Both grinned like naughty schoolboys, holding full champagne flutes and tipping a toast toward me.

I figured Greg was okay with our extra guests fucking me, especially since there was plenty of lasagna to go around. With a sore anus, I hoped there was enough of me to go around for three cocks, two stallions, and one older but very handsome bull. Then, of course, my husband’s turn would come.

I became a frisson of heady excitement when the guys dropped their pants. My panties struggled to keep from soaking my upper thighs, and I felt my pussy lips quivering, signaling to my brain that they were hungry to be parted for a young, gorgeous cock.

“You’ll have to pull our cocks out for yourself, Rebecca.”

“From inside your briefs?”

“Yes.”

“Wow.”

Pulling out Colin’s brief front and fishing inside for his cock was the single most tawdry thing I had done in years. The feeling of shame as I glanced sideways and saw Greg watching me was so thrilling; a bead of my pussy cream escaped a soaking wet gusset, zig-zagging along my silken thigh until it was trapped at the inner hollow behind my knee.

I stared into his burning eyes and saw Colin’s ferocious desire to fuck me. His cock was rock hard, felt gnarly as I gently stroked it with veins so solid I could have read them as braille. I glanced down and gasped when I saw a perfect seven-inch circumcised boner.

Doubling down, I reached inside Simon’s boxer briefs with my spare hand and pulled out his rock-hard cock.

“You guys could have been twins?”

“All of the girls say that.”

“Are there many girls who get to enjoy both of you at the same time?”

“Some, but not all. We only spit roast the most beautiful hotwives and our girlfriends.”

“You share girlfriends?”

“We swap frequently, Rebecca. It makes a nice change.”

“As does being a hotwife.”

As I glanced from one gorgeous face to another, I became aware that I was gently wanking my bulls off, and they hadn’t even seen my package. I stepped back, lifted the hem of my dress, and nodded down.

“Take a look, guys.”

“With pleasure.”

I was surprised when both men kneeled; each took a side, gently sliding their fingers into the waistband of my panties. I saw Colin’s nostrils flare, and both men looked excited. When they peeled down my panties, I stared at my husband throughout, who seemed incredibly proud. Dean joined Greg at the kitchen door, holding a wooden spoon with a tea towel slung over his shoulder.

My panties were stuck to my pussy lips because the gusset was heavily layered with my sticky shame. I wriggled while Colin and Simon tugged harder, releasing my labia from their cotton prison. They gasped and stared at my pussy, while I placed a palm on each head to steady myself, rifling their thick masses of dark brown hair while they inhaled deeply.

I stepped out of my panties when prompted by a hand softly stroking my right calf, spreading my feet wider apart when they were free. It took seconds for the guys to start fingering my pussy, one sliding his digit inside my tight fuck hole, the other dragging my slick, sticky clitoris from side to side.

I spasmed and almost fell on wobbly knees, gripping their hair tightly because I was on a hell of a ride. Two guys simultaneously finger-banging me minutes into a cuckolding sent my body crazy. Colin wedged two fingers inside my cunt, then added a thumb while his brother spread my clitoris between the index finger and thumb of one hand while flicking the slick, pink pearl with the other, standing so he could kiss me.

His lips and their fingers sealed my fate because I knew I wasn’t making it to the dinner table without a belly full of seed, probably a good thick coating of the same salty load on my tonsils, too.

“I need to suck a cock, guys.”

“Do you want us to service you in the bedroom, or will the dining table suffice?”

“We have a comfortable chaise longue in the kitchen.”

We raced past an openmouthed Greg and beaming Dean into the kitchen. I wasn’t sure where my old teacher fit in, but if he didn’t mind the mess after I fucked his sons, I wouldn’t complain. The guys stripped off quickly, showing me why they were professional models with the most stunning, ripped bodies I ever saw.

Muscles tensed, striated, and bulged, but it was two stiff cocks that caught my full attention.

“If a girl is going to be fucked, she needs it done properly, guys, and you both seem beautifully equipped.”

“Oh, you’ll get properly fucked, Rebecca - don’t worry about that score.”

With my clothes strewn on the floor, I mounted my heavy-duty, green velour chaise longue. It had a wide, long bed that elevated at one end by forty-five degrees. Leaning on that incline, I was propped into the most perfect doggy-style position, desperate to be fucked by my two studs.

“I can’t do anal, guys. My tennis coach has already been there today, and it’s a bit sore.”

“Let me check.”

I craned my neck and watched Colin unceremoniously, disgracefully prise my ass cheeks wide apart. I felt like a total slut, enjoying how he peeked curiously and inspected my damaged hole. He smiled as though taking some professional satisfaction in someone else’s handiwork.

“Please pass on my compliments to your tennis coach - your anus is well fucked but not badly damaged.”

“It hurts like hell.”

“Don’t do anal for a couple of weeks, Rebecca.”

“That’s what Karlo said.”

“He knows what he is doing - trust him.”

I felt thrilled that my sexual gratification was being managed by a team of well-hung, gorgeous men who would fuck and care for me while not disrespecting my husband. I needed more sex than Greg; we both knew that going into this, and he, being the fine man he was, made sure I got what I wanted.

I caught a brief glimpse of my husband’s face before Simon gripped my head and guided my lips onto his precum-coated cock head. Greg looked fascinated, totally in awe of the moment, and delighted. I noticed he and Dean were sitting beside each other on kitchen stools, stiff cocks out, wanking themselves slowly.

Simon’s salty precum tasted delicious as I sucked it off his swollen glans, making frequent popping sounds for good effect. I was so into sucking him off I forgot Colin kneeling behind me until his solid cock spread my pussy lips wide before he sunk it halfway inside me, groaning lasciviously while gripping each ass cheek and pulling them apart. It hurt, but not too much.

I focused on sucking Colin’s cock, running my tightly clenched lips down his shaft, taking the sharp veins, beautifully bloated urethra, and occasional gnarl in my stride. I flicked my tongue across his banjo string, enjoying every twitch and moan of his pleasure. Bobbing my head up and down, my lover’s shaft accessed an inner slut, and my body trembled, slowly ascending toward an immense orgasm.

Having more than one cock fuck me at a time was definitely a preferred option. Since first cuckolding Greg, I needed plenty of fucking, and now, with four men lining up to service me all evening, I was sure to have a great night’s sleep in my husband’s arms after he went last.

Colin face fucked me relentlessly, moaning and whimpering delightfully while he crammed my throat full of his cock head. I quickly got into a breathing rhythm, enjoying six throat-stretching strokes of my lover’s cock with every breath I was allowed to take.

Simon leaned in heavily and reached balls deep inside me with every stroke of his perfect, solid cock, speeding up to the point I pushed back and felt as though my reproductive organs moved to accommodate the fastest drilling of my life.

I was in heaven, feeling proud and deliciously sleazy while my body shuddered in pre-orgasmic bliss. This was the cuckold delight, a sleazy, slutty wife being defiled by well-hung, fit, mighty bulls while her husband watched and wanked himself off.

My heart thundered from the physical effort and monumental fucking two gorgeous male models gave me. I choked when my lips ground into Colin’s pubic bone, and an immense orgasm consumed me. I screamed as best I could with a voice box crushed by my lover’s cock as he ferociously fucked my throat, spilling more burning precum down it.

Wave after wave of involuntary convulsions wreaked pleasurable havoc through my body. I bit down a little too hard on my lover’s cock, caught myself before serious harm was done, and continued sucking, gripping it around the base where I could jerk him off using short, sharp strokes.

My pussy squeezed the beautiful cock buried deep inside me, and I milked both my lovers while trembling ripples of ecstasy coursed through every muscle, warming me. I wasn’t married at that moment because Greg didn’t exist - I was a nymphomaniac, giving my holes to two glorious bulls for our mutual satisfaction.

When they came inside me, the brothers groaned, screamed, and cried out joyously, one pulling his cock out so he could wank it vigorously into my mouth while the other reached as deep inside my cunt as he could, slamming the soft sidewalls with potent jerks, filling me with his seed.

I slumped over the chaise longue incline, swallowing the semen load that filled my mouth, layering my tongue with burning cream. Colin presented his creamy helmet for cleaning, and I was so happy to remove every salty morsel while his brother’s cock jerked and twitched inside my pussy.

Greg ran past me, and I heard him racing upstairs. When he returned two minutes later with fresh panties, I thanked the universe for a wonderful husband.

The guys dressed quickly, helped me, and we returned to a semblance of normality, with my fresh panties already full of warm semen. While dinner was finished, the table laid, and food served; Colin kissed me constantly, making out on kitchen stools because he couldn’t get enough of me.

I was glad when we sat down to eat.

Sitting around the table in between two models who had only just finished fucking me, watching my husband serve lasagna while the man I thought had come to fuck me poured champagne felt surreal. But, we toasted to all our good health and enjoyed a fabulous meal.

Curiosity burned me, so in the end, I asked the question they all wanted to discuss.

“What is the plan to share me for the rest of the evening, Dean?”

“Well, there is a baseball game on, so we thought two of us could watch that while one of us is always making love to you in the marital bed.”

“What about my husband?”

“I assume Greg will be watching you.”

“And what do you mean by ‘making love’?”

“If you want to be well and truly fucked all night, take your time with each of us, enjoy my sons and me, have oral sex, kiss passionately, and cuddle romantically - let’s not just fuck. That way, we can keep going all night until you’ve had enough.”

“When do we start?”


Chapter Eleven

Fresh Lovers And New Ideas

◆◆◆

Dinner was an exciting blur because Dean’s sons and I talked about sex and cuckolding almost nonstop. I was keen to start making love after our main course, foregoing a dessert just to see how many times I could do it. My self-esteem shot through the roof because I sat chatting with my husband and lovers, knowing I carried the fresh semen of one young guy in my pussy while slowly rinsing his brother’s salty, sticky load from my mouth with champagne.

I was also thrilled because each man treated me like a romantic date, vying to fuck me at the end of the night. I stared at my husband while he was engrossed in a discussion with Dean. It was something about trains, but I was too far gone in my conversation with Colin to hear.

“Have you decided what style of hotwife you will be?”

“There are styles, Colin?”

“Well, kind of. Some women are simply into the fucking, one, two, or more guys in a single session, all going together or forming a line at the end of your bed. Others enjoy a dinner date or a hotel room with or without their cuckold watching. And then, some girls go on holiday, become a boat wife - that kind of thing.”

“What on earth is a boat wife?”

“It’s a woman available to guys who own boats, usually big, expensive powered yachts. You join the guy on board to be his wife for a day or a week - obviously, you would be a free-use girl for the duration of the voyage. Some girls stay onboard for months, and I heard of one who left her husband and stayed forever, which is unusual because most yacht guys I know who take boat wives do it because they don’t want real wives. ”

“I won’t leave my husband, Colin.”

“Divorce is a risk, though.”

“I guess so.”

“Also… and here is where you can have some exciting fun - illegal gambling den entertainment organizers are always looking for hotwives. Lots of guys prefer to fuck a woman who wants to enjoy their cock rather than a hooker who is just getting paid to fuck them.”

“Wow - there seems to be a lot of opportunity for fun.”

“Many guys love to fuck older women who are in perfect shape, and you, Becca, are the finest piece of tail I ever saw.”

I didn’t appreciate being called a piece of tail, but Colin meant it as a compliment, so I put his unfortunate choice of words down to a difference in our ages. My mind swirled around maelstrom-like, processing the opportunities, and I confessed privately that the idea of living on a luxury yacht with a casual lover appealed to me.

“Isn’t being a boat wife more like having a full-blown affair?”

“That’s what hotwives do every time they fuck guys, be it for a few minutes over a car hood or by spending months on a paradise island. Some women insist on their husbands being present; others send their cuckold away. Some are cruel bitches, by the way; others are women in love with their man, but both partners in the marriage have needs and desires they cannot fulfill without a bull.”

“I see.”

“If it helps, call it consensual non-monogamy.”

“I am the latter of your two examples, Colin, but I only recently discovered my desire to be a hotwife. My husband started us down this road, but now, the romantic attention of fresh lovers takes me back to a time when Greg and I first dated.”

“Imagine enjoying a honeymoon on a luxury yacht with a new lover, exactly over the same period as your original honeymoon was spent.”

“Colin, you have quite a fertile imagination.”

“You could start fucking a new bull on the day you and Greg got married. Hotwives and cuckolds love to sully and play on special days with naughty scenarios - it’s all part of the fun.”

“I’m not sure I could fuck another guy on my wedding anniversary. It’s next week, by the way.”

“Have you anything planned, Rebecca?”

“Not yet.”

My husband was fully engaged with my old teacher, Dean. They were becoming friends, discussing the game that would start in an hour, while I was being romanced by a man with an erection who was hitting on me.

It wasn’t Greg’s or my fault that we had become steady as a rock, but now, the splashing of a wild ocean against our granite facade felt good.

We were both getting what we wanted out of his cuckolding, and Greg wasn’t missing out on fucking me because, at the end of our evening, he would be the last to cum inside my used pussy, and cuddle me to sleep. Our lifestyle worked for us, although I could see why, for many, it would not. If I were a wife looking for a husband upgrade, I might play at cuckolding, then leave my husband as soon as the right bull could be converted into a new long-term relationship.

But I didn’t want a new husband because I loved the one I had. I just wanted more passion, love, and much more sex than he could give me. Colin had wisdom beyond his age, and his warning was genuine and well-received.

The idea of going on a fresh honeymoon with a new guy appealed.

“Colin, you mentioned you know a few yacht owners - how is that?”

“I buy and sell yachts for a living with Simon as my business partner. We own a brokerage, and most sales involve boat inspection and transportation. Sometimes that’s overland, but often we cross entire oceans, taking weeks to move a boat from Europe, let’s say, to the US.”

“Do you have boatwives?”

“Sometimes, Mom mostly joins us to look after cooking and other things.”

“Sorry, you’ll have to explain that.”

“I should have said our stepmom. Daisy is Dad’s second wife. Simon and I fuck her all the time.”

I gulped my champagne, frowning at my husband and Dean, excited and shocked all at once. My old teacher, who allowed his sons to fuck his new wife, grinned back at me. I was so excited and surprised that I missed when Colin first slid his hand up my skirt and along my thigh, so when I realized, I grinned, took a long sip of champagne, and spread my knees wider, offering better access.

Soon, my lover gently brushed my wet slit through damp cotton.

I stared into Colin’s eyes, saw the intense sparks of his genuine longing, and leaned in close, kissing him lovingly. I say lovingly because of a sizzling feeling inside me that melts all resistance, forcing my rising, eventually overwhelming desire to have another guy’s cock buried inside me.

My quickening heart and tingling skin elevated the dirty desire that sparked inside me.

I felt a hot, fleeting love for Colin, a powerful beguilement that arose because creating babies was humanity’s prime directive, and I was a conduit to that end. Fewer babies would be born without love, and although I admit men want to fuck a lot more than women - I desperately needed cock.

Colin’s eyes wanted me so much, so I tried to warn him.

“I visited the toilet, but it’s your brother’s seed you feel on my damp cotton panties, Colin.”

“I know and don’t care. I crave intimacy with you. Somehow, you are drawing me in.”

“It’s not love, I hope?”

“Maybe a little.”

“Right - let’s go to the bedroom and kill the spark quickly.”

I stood, and everyone around the table fell silent. My panties were damper than I imagined, and a few teardrops of Simon’s seed leaked from my drenched gusset, making my upper thighs feel sticky.

“I need a shower, after which Colin and I will make love. Each of you will follow my first lover until one of us yields. You’ll go last, Greg, after the guys leave.”

“No problem, honey.”

“Do you want to watch the game or me being fucked?”

It wasn’t a trick-or-loaded question, and I asked my husband nicely. It was a moment of truth, a crossroads along the hotwife and cuckold journey and his decision to make. I saw the agony in Greg’s expression because I knew he wanted to watch me fucking, but also, he was enjoying being in the bullpen and talking with guys, even though he would be the last to mount me.

“Honestly, Greg, I don’t mind. If you can take it, I think me occasionally shutting the door in your face, so to speak, might raise your sexual tension.”

“It will.”

“Okay - what’s it to be then?”

“I would rather you choose, Rebecca.”

“In that case, you’ll stay here until I permit you to join us.”

“Thank you, sweetheart.”

Ideally, I wanted my husband with me, but we were evolving sexually speaking, and he seemed keen to be denied access to my bedroom while I was being fucked. I think Dean and the prospect of watching the game made it easier because sitting alone downstairs while I was being made love to in our marital bed would have been too much and too soon for Greg.

One thing was for sure - having my lover alone in my bed while my husband imagined how I was being defiled was ramping up our sex life. My pussy leaked like a dripping faucet.

I took Colin by the hand and kissed Greg goodbye before leaving the room, hearing him whimper in delight. Then, I dragged my lover from the room, forgetting I was married.

In my bedroom, Colin quickly undressed, rushing headlong into me to help peel off my dress. With only my panties left, he kneeled and pulled out the front waistband, peering in and purring.

“I love going second, Rebecca.”

“Why honey?”

“Because your inner sheath is relaxed, warm, slippery, and dirty. I also enjoy the sperm competition.”

“Greg loves that too. It seems to be a fabulous motivator for men.”

“You also have less desperation to orgasm, Rebecca. That’s been taken care of, so now, we can have fun and fuck slowly.”

“I need a shower, honey.”

“I’d rather you didn’t.”

“My pussy is full of cum, and I worry about foul odors and stickiness between my thighs and yours.”

“I want you freshly fucked if that’s okay.”

“Well, it’s been an hour since you and your brother spit-roasted me - is that fresh enough?”

“It’s plenty fresh for me.”

“Umm. I, err, well.”

“What’s up, Rebecca?”

“I love a guy who goes down on me.”

“I can do that.”

“Wouldn’t it be best if I showered first?”

“I’m not a cleanup fanatic, sweetheart, but I love taking a girl anyway she comes… or cums.”

Colin slid my panties over my silken thighs, and I glanced down, seeing the delight on his face when he saw how disgracefully soiled my underwear was. I felt as aroused as he was, more so when I caught the intense animal, almost bleach-like aroma of Simon’s seed.

I was sure Colin wanted to go down on me, but I preferred to get nailed quickly, kiss and cuddle, and then offer him a creamy treat after showering. When I pushed my lover onto the bed, he looked pleasantly surprised that I had taken control.

I crawled up his body, licking, kissing, and biting his legs, spreading my knees far apart. When I momentarily sucked his cock, I tasted the salty precum soiling his glans throughout dinner. It was a significant burning hit that seared my taste buds. His desperation to kiss me was so far off the charts that he moaned almost painfully as he gripped my body, hauling me up and off the cock I wanted to suck for a second time.

When his knee pressed hard into my pussy, it drove me wild because every trembling tissue and my soaking wet, swollen clitoris was rubbed delightfully. When I pulled up higher and kissed him, my pussy left behind a thick sticky coating on Colin’s kneecap.

I felt like a slut and enjoyed the freedom to be that version of myself when nobody was there to judge me. Having my husband out of the room added a very disgraceful pleasure to my kink because now, I was cheating, or at least it felt a little like that.

Our lips collided like storm clouds, creating lightning sparks with moans like thunderclaps. Colin’s cock was perfect and very hard when I gripped it, aiming it straight into my sticky, gaping wide hole. His cock slipped inside me so quickly and easily that I felt like a whore, rising rapidly into a seated position so I could stare down at my lover and he could behold me.

I clenched my pelvic floor tightly, squeezing his cock with sloppy cum soaked pussy walls. Colin’s cock was balls deep inside me, no fuss, no muss, and I saw his point of view - my sloppy, well fucked hole was more accessible to fuck and more receptive to an extended session than the tighter, more grippy pussy Simon already nutted inside.

His brother’s semen and my slick hormones leaked from my hole, and I used them to lubricate his pubic bush so I could grind my clitoris there. I gasped and stared in disbelief at Colin because he somehow tensed his cock, making it bigger, while easing his hips into an angle that helped my grind.

“Oh fuck, Colin - you are so good.”

“It’s nice when lovers take their time.”

“I love it, especially this being my first time without my husband in the room.”

“Dad says a perfect hotwife and cuckold relationship changes things regularly. Your husband is fine in my Dad’s hands - in fact, I’ll bet Greg is sucking his cock right now.”

“Fucking what?”

“Yeah, Dad’s bi. He and Mom are swingers, but he understands cuckolds perfectly well.”

“Do you seriously think that Greg will suck your dad’s cock?”

“I hope so - I think he wants to - don’t you?”

“Yes, I do, actually.”

While Colin kneaded my breasts, I clasped my hands over his, helping, adding more pressure to squeeze out my sexual energy. My moans surprised me, being so animal, provoking more intense excitement as my body shuddered enthusiastically. All the stinging pain around my anal sphincter and dull aching in my well fucked back passage left by Karlo was entirely assuaged by the cock I was riding.

I rifled my fingers through my hair, enjoying how Colin gripped each nipple between an index finger and thumb, rolling gently at first before tweaking them harder as I ascended, climbing a wave of pleasure so high that it reached for the stars.

I howled and gasped repeatedly, entirely out of breath while trembling in a chasm of effervescent ecstasy. My whole body vibrated as my orgasm intensified, spurred on by my lover, who used both his hands to peel the top of my labia apart. I got more friction on my sticky love button when I pressed it into his wiry pubes and onto the solid bone underneath, screaming with joy.

I roared - like a lioness rampant, feeling my pussy fill with more semen. It was as though the creamy, slick walls of my cunt rejoiced, fulfilling a significant role in my female empowerment. I watched Colin’s cum face and shared the loving moment that would soon dissolve when our hormones drained and love’s shimmer vanished.

But I was grateful for that moment of intense, new, unbridled love that appealed to my empathic being and a desperate need to be desired. Colin didn’t replace my husband, but he did offer me the memories of a burning love I felt in our early days of marriage.

My lover carried me to the shower, joining me, bathing me gently, talking about how good a lover I was, complimenting my beauty. These were the words and feelings I needed from being a hotwife, a rekindling of my sexual spirit and an intensifying of my husband’s attentiveness toward me.  

We had fucked for close to forty minutes, and now, in the shower, my lover cleaned my creamy pussy with water before kneeling, lifting my thigh over his shoulder, leaning me back on the glass partition, and giving me the head we both wanted.

It took Colin a while, but he never erred from the task, and eventually, his expert tongue got me off. I was starting to feel as though I couldn’t fuck anymore. When I squirted a tiny jet of my unicorn pee into his mouth, I was pleased because I wanted to brand or hard wire the young man to me, like a cat marking its territory or owner.

After showering, he dried me with two towels, making sure I didn’t get a chill, and I returned the favor, licking his cock head when down on my knees, almost like a temporary goodbye.

“You are an incredible lover, Colin.”

“I’ll be back later for another shot. Probably Simon will go next because Dad will be preoccupied.”

“Are you sure my husband will suck Dean’s cock?”

“One hundred percent. Shall we go and see?”

“No. If my husband wants me to know or watch, he will tell me.”

“Would you like Greg to get my cock hard before I return - warm me up sort of thing?”

“Oh fuck.”

I would love to watch my bulls being serviced by my husband, but bisexuality must be his choice and not in any way influenced by me. I imagined one day we might suck a cock together, maybe fuck the same lovers, but for now, I needed to let Greg explore by himself.

“If Greg wants to suck your cock I don’t mind, but only tell me about that if he permits it.”

“No problem, Rebecca.”

“Oh, and one final thing, Colin - please mention to my husband about boat wives and sound him out.”

“Will do.”


Chapter Twelve

An Evening Of Passion

◆◆◆

While resting alone in my bedroom, waiting for my next lover, I mused over my sordid conversation with Colin. Making love instead of enjoying a sleazy fuck against the most available prop felt nicer, especially in my marital bed. I found something appealing in his suggestion to sully certain sacredly held occasions such

as Greg and my wedding anniversary - much the same feeling applied to being made love to in my bed by a stranger while my husband wasn’t there.

Was it love I felt, Colin?

I was sure there came a moment when I deeply loved Colin, but while powerful, those emotions were fleeting, and I was grateful for that.

When my bedroom door opened, I expected Simon but got Dean instead. He grinned, raised an eyebrow expectantly, and looked thrilled, albeit horny as a toad. My former school teacher strolled to my bed, kneeling to kiss me, and I was whisked back to my teenage years and the classroom he and I loved for different and the same reasons.

His presence instantly aroused me, as I felt and enjoyed all that was denied to me when my crush most pressed against my tender teenage heart. I soaked my panties every time I had an English lesson, often taking spare underwear to school to avoid my shame in discovery.

He was half undressed, wearing boxer briefs with a solid cock pressing hard against the cotton fabric to escape. Besides that, his pink and white stripe collared shirt was half-buttoned, revealing a thick bush covering his chest, and he looked gorgeous.

When his lips detached from mine, Mr. Hodge was back in town and controlling the light trembling in my pussy.

“That felt like kissing my teacher.”

“You are doing exactly that - naughty girl.”

Wide-eyed, with my fingertip touching my bottom lip as I pulled it, and in a voice pitched two octaves higher, I begged.

“Will you please fuck me, Mr. Hodge?”

“I have waited a long time to do this.”

“Me too.”

His cock was longer and thicker than both his sons. It was also very stiff and enticing. I felt the overwhelming need to suck it. While Dean unbuttoned his shirt, I sat up and swung my feet out, planting them on the floor. I spread my knees wide, gripped his cock, and pulled my lover closer.

When I slid my lips over his circumcized head, Dean whistled and groaned, gently rifling his fingers through my hair. I sucked hard, bobbing my head up and down his shaft a few times, licking and dragging my tongue from side to side across his banjo string.

After half a minute, I paused and stared at him, deeply confused.

“I expected some precum.”

“Your husband already enjoyed it.”

“Ahh.”

“Greg said I could tell you but that he would prefer to discuss the matter privately.”

“Okay… good.”

It was more than good. I was thrilled that Greg had sucked my bull’s cock in preparation to fuck me. I wasn’t squeamish about other people’s sexuality - I liked girls, and now it seemed my husband might like boys.

“I’m glad he and you are getting on so well.”

“Are you really? Many hotwives are less understanding when their cuckold turns out to be bisexual. Greg is a great guy. We’ve arranged to go out for a beer this Friday.”

“Cuckolding is my husband’s choice. I could enjoy what I need just as easily if we were swingers. He enjoys aspects of cuckolding that means sharing me elevates him.”

“I understand him perfectly. I’m bisexual and love nothing more than a weekly date with a boyfriend.”

I shivered with excitement and sucked Dean’s cock again, this time with my brain melting from knowing my husband had his lips wrapped around the same shaft immediately before me. I flattened my tongue and licked from the slit in his swollen glans, across his banjo string, and down the bloated urethra I knew would jerk hot cum later, filling my pussy.

I cupped Dean’s balls in one hand, squeezing gently, pressing hard against his urethra with my tongue driving quickly up and down his shaft while he writhed in delight, gasping and moaning.

My reward was a wonderful burning sensation across my tongue when more precum oozed from his tiny slit.

“I got some.”

“You always got the best out of me in class. I loved teaching you, Rebecca.”

“I hope you can teach me much more often, Mr. Hodge.”

“I’d like to become a regular bull for you and Greg. I think my sons want the same. They are downstairs trying to find you a boat.”

I didn’t further our discussion because I wanted my old teacher to fuck me. I was also not about to make choices for my husband or decide about becoming a boat wife. I wasn’t drifting away from my marriage - but I was getting closer to a boundary that scared me.

When Dean kneeled and held me close, kissing my neck, ears, and face before my lips, I knew making love instead of slutty fucking was my hotwife’s nexus. I needed powerful romantic emotions and an element of love to really get me off, and I fed off the adoring glances, devoted smiles, and orgasm-induced faces of my lovers.

His lips crushed mine in a heady shower of sparks that lit my soul, and I wriggled with an energy overload. I moaned lasciviously and trembled like an earthquake when Dean sucked each solid, red nipple, chewing them until they ached before tilting my legs back, making me lie down.

I stared at my lover, worried, and placed both hands on his head, urging him to pause for thought.

“Are you sure about doing this, Dean?”

“Oh yes.”  

I loved taking cock in any one of my holes after Karlo was done breaking in my final virginity, but there are few pleasures greater than enjoying the experienced tongue of a man who loves giving a girl head. Dean nibbled on the raw, wrinkled tips of my creamy pussy lips. I sighed, relaxing myself into a full-body immersion of all-encompassing pleasure.

My anal sphincter was sore and damaged, so Dean avoided that, focusing on plowing his tongue along my sweet and salty slit until he slurped my messy hole, cleaning and satisfying it with deep strokes and an excellent licking action.

I was sure Dean held the world record for eating soft ice cream from a cone.

For fifteen minutes, Dean relentlessly and caringly serviced my pussy, clenching his lips tightly around the base of my clitoris, pulling her out from a protective puddle of skin before humming lightly into my nerve cluster.

“I need you cock inside me.”

“What position would you like, Rebecca?”

“Doggy style, please. Hard - no mercy.”

“Okay.”

Suddenly, I wanted to feel like a slut, the same one that should have been plowed in class when she leaked on her school chair through soiled panties. Now, legally able to fuck my teacher and with his solid cock head pressing hard against my already well fucked hole, I twitched and shivered in high expectations.

When I gasped and braced myself, Dean went balls deep inside me with a single stroke, which felt amazing. His cock was bigger than both sons, so he stretched my soft tissue pussy walls wider. My pleasure was built on more than that, though. Knowing my fuck hole was lubricated by other men’s semen added a whole sleazy dimension to my psyche and how I saw myself and Dean.

I wanted to be a cum slut and have men enjoy depositing their seed deep inside me. The fact my husband wasn’t watching me fuck improved my experience of Dean because I knew that Greg’s visions and imagination of my lovemaking would access every part of the cuckold dilemma he desperately sought.

Dean splayed my ass cheeks wide, quickly releasing them when I flinched painfully. He leaned over me, shoehorning his cock deeper, crushing my cervix while I grunted, plowing my face into the duvet, biting the cotton cover and goose down inside, spitting and screaming. I gripped the outer edges of my bed sheet, stretching both hands far, prostrating myself to be my teacher’s slut.

Dean placed his feet on either side of my waist on the mattress, getting leverage and position to pound me from above like a pendulum swing. When he withdrew his cock and slammed it back inside my slick hole, I felt my teacher’s entire body weight behind it, giving me his all.

“Fuck!”

“Are you okay, Becca?”

“Yes… very.”

When he used my pet name from class, I was lost in a decadent fantasy, closing my eyes and picturing myself when I first crushed on Mr. Hodge. He fucked me slowly but with deep strokes, gradually widening my pussy. I clenched back hard, compressing my pelvic floor, squashing his cock with all my might, milking his seed.

He moaned loudly, but that faded after a while when my orgasm began, melting my senses as though I flowed like a river of pleasure through a paradise land. I was being fucked by a master and couldn’t be happier, completely dismissing any thoughts of marriage. My total vacation from a beautiful husband began when I lifted my body using both palms, arched my back, and pushed my wanton slit back onto Dean’s solid cock.

I was pleased to feel Dean’s hot seed decanting inside me when he came, filling my pussy which squelched disgustingly as I moaned, groaned, and screamed to my most intense orgasm yet. I gripped the bedsheet and tore it off the mattress as mayhem ensued deep inside me, and my body trembled with every muscle tensing, expending immense energy that left me in a state of ecstasy.

I slumped forward, and Dean’s cock slid out. He launched himself, rolled on the bed, and ended up beside me, and we kissed. I felt his semen seeping out of my gaping hole, but I didn’t care because I needed this feeling and the warm, loving care my old school teacher provided as I descended from cum mountain.

“Did you enjoy fucking me, Rebecca?”

“At last, yes.”

“I’m going to leave you right now and invite Simon upstairs to fuck you immediately.”

“Why so quickly?”

“I promised Greg something nice. A treat.”

“Umm, okay… good - thank you - tell Greg I love him.”

“He knows, but I will anyhow.”

He left my bedroom naked, and I drifted into a pleasured state, mind and body entirely relaxed. When Simon arrived in my bedroom, I didn’t even look up. I just eased my ass high and pointed my filthy slit toward him.

As each cock fucked me, I felt less and less friction inside my pussy, and eventually, a dull muscle-type aching spread through my pussy. Somehow, the tingling and tickles of joy I felt with each man as they cycled through my pussy time and again felt amazing, and my orgasms came in eager floods, rewarding their efforts when they came inside me.

Greg went last, fucking me while Dean and his sons watched a late-night movie. My pussy was almost desensitized, but he worked hard, fucking me in every possible position, determined to compete and best my lovers. I was amazed when I orgasmed again while staring deep into my husband’s eyes, watching our love blossom, feeling the same inside me.

When we were done fucking, Greg showered with me, and we both marveled at how much semen had been crammed inside me as it dribbled down my thigh onto the slate-tiled floor below.

After drying off, we joined my lovers downstairs. It was way past midnight, and they could have left. Instead, the three men chilled in our living room, enjoying a beer. Dean smiled and patted his lap, so I sat there while my husband opened a beer and sat with Colin and Simon.

“We have a surprise for you, Becca.”

 “What is it?”

“There is a boat in need of a wife. It’s a Numarine XP 37. That’s thirty-seven meters of ultimate luxury. It’s a twenty-million-dollar expedition yacht with a five thousand nautical mile range, three jet skis on the boat deck, six stateroom cabins, and a designated beach club on the back end.”

“It sounds wonderful.”

“Colin called the owner and sent him your details while we fucked you. Including photos and bio. He said he’d love to have you aboard for the two-week charter as his boat wife.”

“What about Greg?”

“Your husband can come with you, but the owner says he must have exclusive romantic and sexual rights to you for the duration of the voyage.  No interference from Greg.”

“What does that mean exactly?”

“You’d become his real wife, not Greg’s. He wants a commitment ceremony on the day you board.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that.”

I stared at my husband, who smiled and nodded almost imperceptibly. It seemed Greg approved, but I felt terrified and shook like a leaf because this wasn’t crossing the Rubicon anymore—this was smashing it to bits.

“Would I be denied having sex with my husband?”

“Yes - not even a kiss or loving touch such as hand-holding.”

“And we would sleep separately. As in, me with the owner and Greg elsewhere?”

“Yes.”

“Is there anything else I need to know?”

“The owner will have boat guests during the voyage - you’d be expected to service them too.”

“Guys and girls?”

“Yes. Also, the cruise starts on the day of your wedding anniversary.”

“Wow - and you say my boat husband wants a commitment ceremony that day?”

“Yes, Becca.”

“I see.”


Kate Granger




Hi reader,




Thank you for reading The Cuckoldress. Please see details below for more of my work and consider leaving a review.




------------------------------




EBOOKS:

Please follow me on Amazon here. If you'd like to see a full library of my eBooks with links to your local Amazon store, please use this link: https://mybook.to/j6urkd




------------------------------




Kate Granger Socials: Twitter | TikTok


Books By This Author

Naughty Campers

Two married couples have a long-standing tradition of going camping together every year. They visit the same place every time, a lakeside oasis surrounded by mountains and forest. The weather is hot, and so are the husbands and wives.
Their campsite is far from any road or popular hiking trail. In short, they are secluded and never disturbed.

The twist?

The couples swap partners for their two-week holiday duration. They have done this for some time and new romantic feelings grow between each trip.

What could possibly go wrong?

Naughty Hotwives

The hotwife and cuckold dilemma is perhaps the most risque of all taboos. Is a wife cheating when she steps out of her marriage when permitted? How important is a husband’s humiliation to him and her? What is consent when marriage vows are cleaved asunder and rewritten to solve relationship problems or just done in the pursuit of adventure?

How broadly does a husband agree to his wife’s infidelity, and how far does she explore it?

This compilation dives deep into an indulgent exploration of what it means to be a Hotwife on the edge.

A Burning Desire

Every night after Scarlett enjoys a night out with friends, husband Frank inspects her panty gusset lining for evidence of her infidelity, his deepest desire.

She goes along with her husband’s surreptitious, tawdry inspection, knowing he will find nothing. Despite Frank’s pleas to become a cuckold, Scarlett isn’t convinced it is the right thing to do.

Can Frank handle watching his wife being fucked by other men?

Will Scarlett be protected in a divorce if she steps out of their marriage to give her husband what he wants?

What if Frank wants his wife to stop midway?

There must be rules and a serious discussion. Find out how Scarlett and Frank discuss and solve their cuckold dilemma.
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