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A Birthday Surprise From A Loving Cuckold

“Are you sure?” Susan twisted, looking away from the bathroom mirror and down at Max who was kneeling behind her and fastening the last of her garter straps.

He pushed his nose between her ass cheeks, inhaling her fragrant scent through the black satin g-string, then pulled back and looked up at her, eyes wide with excitement. Or maybe it was fear. Or both. “Yes.”

She glanced towards her phone laying on the counter. “Then we should hurry this along dear, you said he’d be here at 7.”

Max nodded and got up to go out to the main room of the hotel suite he’d arranged as part of her birthday celebration.  Returning a moment later he again knelt, this time to present the shoes he’d bought months ago while away for work, knowing they were from her favorite designer.

Susan was all smiles. “You didn’t!”

“Oh baby, I did. Only the best for you.” He smiled, but his eyes flared with desire and he couldn’t help but lower his mouth to her foot, growling as he ran his tongue over the black nylon adorning it.

She giggled and swatted his head. “Come on now, let’s focus. He’ll be here any moment.” She sighed and ran her fingernails through his hair as he fiddled with the strappy heels, affixing them to her feet.

When Max stood up she leaned in and gave him a pert kiss. "Thank you, I love them!" She slapped his ass lightly and smiled warmly at him. "Now go put some pants on, your cage is leaking onto the floor."

Max went out and finished getting dressed. He looked around the room to ensure everything was ready.  Music, check. LED candles, check. Chair in the corner, cold beer on the side table, check. He adjusted the chastity cage and a bolt of fear shot up his spine. He knew it was nonsense and that there was nothing to be afraid of.  His chastity was between him and Susan.  They were bringing a man here today not because of it, but rather to enhance what they already celebrated as a couple, her satisfaction.  It made him feel good to put her satisfaction before all else, and it made her feel good to accept that about him.  This was just a continuation of that.  He told himself that, and it still felt right.  As the seconds inched closer to their mutual fantasy becoming a reality, he hoped that it all rang just as true when they were done.

Like a lot of other couples he'd read about, they had started with chastity games to bring back some spark into the bedroom, and like a lot of those same couples, it became a staple in their relationship.  She liked having his focus and he liked giving it.  He couldn't remember which of them had made the first innuendo about another man bringing her the pleasure he couldn't when locked, but it hadn't taken long to become a regular part of their foreplay as well. After that, it was only a matter of time and her birthday had seemed like the perfect occasion, and she'd agreed.  She had grabbed his cage through his pants and looked him in the eye. "Pick me a good one. Denying you is one thing, but I'm tired of going without."

Max was roused from his thoughts by a loud knock on the door and met Susan as she came out into the main room.  They gripped each other's hands in nervous excitement. He looked her over, shaking his head in wonder. The 5-inch heels elevated her as they arched her feet and drew out the taught lines of her calves, enshrouded in nylon weaving whispered kisses seductively up and down their lengths with unabashed abandon.  The garter belt hugged her tiny waist with a swath of black satin, the Victorian-style cut covering much of the flesh beneath.  Delicate lace swirled over the surface, teasing the eye and making it forget that which it couldn't see.  His eyes roamed up over her breasts, swelling against the confines of the black satin cups holding them high and proud, and then met her questioning gaze. "Baby, don't worry you look...wow!"

“Really?" He could see she was having last-minute doubts.

“Really. I’m telling you, he’s going to be as blown away by you as you are by him. OK?”

Susan blew out a breath and moved to stand over by the bed. She turned and faced towards the door, running a hand self-consciously over her stomach, then the garter belt and across the front of her panties, nearly driving him mad in the process. “OK.”

Max blew her a kiss and then turned to swing open the door.  "Hey, nice to finally meet you, come on in."

Susan watched as the man shook Max's hand and then followed him into the room, the door automatically closing behind them.  The loud mechanical click of the hotel door latching closed was like a starter pistol in her ears, telling her it was showtime, ready or not.  She was ready, perhaps too ready and that was what made her nervous.  She wanted to experience the thrill of a new man. Ever since the seed had sprouted in their minds, she hadn’t been able to shake it.  Max said he wanted her to experience more than he could give her through his denial, and after a while she had allowed herself to believe that as long as they both agreed on it, then it was OK.  There had been no ignoring the want after that. She wanted to experience this, she just hoped it wouldn’t change things between her and Max.

Max stopped beside her and gestured to the man standing there and then back towards her. “Susan, I’d like you to meet Mike. Mike, this is my lovely wife Susan.” Max leaned in and kissed Susan’s cheek. “I hope I did good baby.”

“Hmm?” Susan was smiling at Mike, then tilted her head as she became aware of his words. “Oh yes darling, yes you did.” She turned her attention to Max and raised an eyebrow expectantly at him, the corner of her mouth pulling up in a playful grin. “Now, why don’t you go ahead and take your seat?”

Not waiting for an answer she led him over to the chair and once he was sitting facing the wall, leaned over his shoulder to kiss his cheek. “Remember our agreement.”  He nodded and she pulled away. “Good boy.”

Susan turned and moved towards Mike, holding her breath as she fought to calm the thoughts swirling in her head. I can’t do this, I don’t know how to be with another man! Look at the size of him. What a smile. Mike did have an engaging smile, his white teething shining within a frame of full dark lips, accentuated by smooth dark chocolate skin.  His broad shoulders towered above her and his massive hand engulfed hers as he took it gently in his own, brought it to his mouth, and kissed it. OK, maybe I can do this!

“It's very nice to meet you, Susan." His voice was like rumbling thunder, deep and echoing with barely restrained power and it was all she needed to push her past any hesitation. Already feeling self-conscious standing there in her lingerie, she was ready to even the playing field and she pressed a solitary finger to his lips.  "Let's not waste any time talking."

Mike nodded and she moved her hands to his shirt, the buttons springing free from their fastenings with her nimble touch.  As her hands moved down the front of him, her touch grew more confident with every passing inch of his exposed flesh, her desire overcoming any hesitancy.  Their lips met and she closed her eyes, absorbing the sensation of a new man.  His mouth was hungry and sure of what it wanted from her, as were his hands moving over her back.  She hesitated but for a moment at his buckle, then chided herself for allowing the puritanical thinking that had thus kept them from this moment from causing her any further delay in getting what they were all here for.  She was here to fuck, and so was he, and the vows she’d made on her wedding day no longer applied.

The buckle sprang free and she eagerly tugged his pants open and down.  He wasn't wearing any boxers and she wondered at the size of his cock as she felt its hardness pressing into her stomach, then wondered no more as her hand tried and failed to encircle it.  She couldn't decide if she was excited by that or scared. Max had what she would have considered an average-sized cock, or at least he did until it had started to shrink in the cage, but this monster was entirely in a league of its own.

Shifting his hips he made room for his hand to come in between them and a moment later his fingers were sliding over the smooth satin covering her mound.  Her concerns disappeared as her hips pushed themselves toward him, signaling she wanted more.  His fingers deftly slid the panties aside and found her lips already slick and ready.  Pushing one finger and then another inside her he pulled upwards, lifting her up and into him as he moved them further in.

“Ugh.” She moved her mouth down to his neck and squeezed his shaft hard as her juices ran down his hand.  He gave his hand a shake, which went right through her and she grunted again, this time louder.

Max could hear the finger fucking his wife was getting and judging by how wet it sounded, she was enjoying it.  He wanted to turn around in the chair and look.  After all, this guy had just taken his wife from zero to a hundred in a matter of seconds and he couldn't imagine how.  He had a lot of great moves himself, as far as he was concerned but none of them had achieved anything that quickly.  He wouldn't look though because a promise was a promise.  It was how he'd gotten her to agree to this.  She was nervous enough and having her husband watching, judging, and comparing, was a hard limit.  She needed to know she could be herself without having to worry about him.  He had agreed, not thinking it would be a big deal.  Listening would surely be good enough.  Now he wasn't so sure but he couldn't risk ruining it.

Susan squealed as Mike pulled her tighter to him, keeping his fingers in her as he propelled them both onto the bed, not letting up for a second on the stretching he was giving her between her legs.  He rocked his hand back and forth and breathed in her ear.  “Mmm, you like that?”

She arched her neck so he could drag his tongue down it.  “Yes.” She panted as he worked her loose, not quite believing it could feel so good to be manhandled like this.  He wasn’t being rough, well that wasn’t true at all, he was being rough, but in all the right ways.

He lowered his head down and drew in a nipple, sucking hard on it before letting it go. “You’re a tight one, but don’t worry I’m gonna make sure you can handle me.”

His fingers twisted together and he rotated them inside her and she let out a low moan.  He pulled his hand away and raised himself up on one elbow, bringing his cock up between her legs.  “You put it in for me, I need to know you want it.”

Jesus will you listen to this guy, he really thinks he’s something.  Max shook his head. I mean come on, how good could it be?

Susan looked down the length of herself, down past his washboard abs to where their hips came together and her mouth opened in a silent-O.  She had seen a few men in her day, but that was irrelevant.  She had witnessed the well-hung studs on the odd occasion she'd watched a porn flick with Max but that did nothing to prepare her for what this man was about to put in her.  It looked half as long as her forearm and just as thick, its meaty head dripping in anticipation of spreading her far and wide.  The dark head pulsed as the blood rippled up the veins adorning its mighty shaft and she reached for it without thinking, guiding it to her waiting lips.  An ancient thirst had overcome her, knowing that the beast between her legs represented all that was strong and virile and her body knew there was but one way to quench it.

He pushed it in slowly, an inch at a time while she wriggled her hips around under him, desperately trying to open herself and accept the mammoth predator about to devour her and every misconception she’d ever had about being satisfied by a man.  She was tensing up, afraid that she couldn’t take the whole thing and he stopped, a concerned look on his face. “You OK?”

She had only needed a moment.  Her body knew what it wanted and to her surprise, her heels brought themselves up to his ass of their own volition and pulled him forward into her.  "Mmm-hmm, oh yeah, I'm good."  She brought her head up to his chest and cocooned between the slabs of pectorals and increased the pressure on his ass.  He obliged and pushed further, then as she rocked her hips up to meet him, pushed all the way in. "Ugghhh. Oh, fuck!" She cried out but her heels didn't let up on him. "Oh, Jesus. Yes!"

Max almost got up but he stopped himself when he heard her exclaim 'yes'.  It sounded like she was in pain, but it also sounded like she liked it, and wanted more.  It didn't make sense but there was no mistaking the husky undertones in her voice.  She wanted more.  He stared at the wall.  He had agreed to this, but...what was Mike doing to her? He had never made Susan cry out like that.  He took a sip of his beer but didn't taste it.  He put it down and rested his hands on the armrests of the chair, listened, and tried to ignore his gut that was starting to clench.

Mike pulled his cock back an inch, then shoved it back in against her cervix until there was nowhere left to go.  He pulled it out further, then pushed it all the way back again, increasing the tempo and the stroke a bit at a time, allowing her to loosen up and get into it. Once he had her rocking under him, he worked his hands under her hips and inched them backward to the edge of the bed.  In one quick motion, he had his feet under him and her mounted on his cock and he spun around towards the wall.  They slammed against it and she laughed, slapping his back even as she pushed her hips down onto him, the laugh cut short and replaced with another moan.  She bit his shoulder and squeezed her legs tighter around him, drawing her hips down harder onto the pole she was impaled on.

Max heard her moan, and his dick shriveled in the cage.  He's giving her a fucking knee-trembler? He had never fucked Susan anywhere but in bed and they certainly hadn’t moved around the room while doing so. What have I done?  This man’s taking her around the world on a private sex cruise!  I can never compete with that.  How can she ever look at me as a lover after this, after him? He looked down at his pants and the cage hidden beneath.  She says she likes this on me, and what it does for us but how can I compete with guys like him when I’m locked up like this?  The sound of cock slamming into pussy grew wet and sloppy and Susan moaned again.  This time his dick twitched. Do I like this? Her denying me while shamelessly enjoying another man? Does it matter, she's made her choice?

His thoughts were interrupted by movement and then Susan’s head appeared on his shoulder, looking upwards at him.

“Hi Hunny!" She was smiling at him, ecstatically happy as Mike suspended her in the air behind his chair, balancing her on his cock and in his powerful arms.  They both started to move back and forth in unison, Max having to lean forward and back to allow Susan to move freely in the air between him and Mike.

She was so happy, and she looked incredible.  Her cheeks were flushed and her hair clung to her sweaty brow and every grunt along with every thrust went into his ear and down into his cock now straining against the bars of the cage she’d locked on it.  Locked on it so he couldn’t forget this fucking was for her body and for his mind and together they were one.  She turned her face to his and he leaned his lips down to brush them over hers. “Hi baby.”

She squealed as Mike lifted her and pulled her away, out of his sight, leaving him with nothing but the wall to stare at once again.  This time he didn't reach for his beer, he adjusted in his seat trying to relieve the pressure between his legs, and closed his eyes to picture what he was now listening to.  He so wanted to look, but he wasn't allowed, and that was OK. Maybe next time.  Did he want a next time? He adjusted in his chair.  It was looking like he did.

Mike carried her over to the edge of the bed and bent his knees so her back was resting on it.  He moved her hips letting her know she was to flip over and pulled back to allow her to do so, helping her as she did.  He didn’t pull all the way out, guys like him never ran out of dick, and as she brought her face down into the sheets he pushed back in, hard.

“Ugh.” She moaned, deep and low as the head of his cock relentlessly probed, seeking to go where no man had gone before. He pulled out and slammed back in, repeating and speeding up, his hands grasping her hips tight, pulling her onto his shaft to maximize the impact.  He sped up, faster, the wet slapping sound filling the room and mixing among their grunts and moans.  She gripped the sheets and cried out as a powerful orgasm rocked her, coating his cock in a torrent of piss and cum. “Oh fuuuuck!”

He slammed into her one last time and let loose a fountain of hot seed, mixing his cum with her own deep inside her. “Oh yeah!”

He shuddered one last time, leaned over to kiss her shoulder, and then slapped her ass as he pulled out.  She groaned as her insides closed up on themselves, partly relieved and partly missing the beast that had so thoroughly filled her just a moment before.

He pulled on his pants and Max got up from the chair, turning to face them.  Mike leaned over and kissed Susan. “Thank you, that was incredible.”

He stepped over to Max, grinned, and shook his hand. “Thank you, you’re an amazing couple.”

Max shook his hand back, blown away by how cool this guy was.  He had just fucked his wife beyond both of their wildest dreams and he was telling them they were amazing.  He had researched the hell out of what a bull was supposed to be but hadn’t been sure all the hype was true.  Guess it was, or at least with this one.  “Thanks man.” 

“Hope to see you guys soon." With that, he was gone and the door closed behind him.

Max had been unsure in the moment but it had passed.  Now as he looked down at his wife, laying on the bed with her lingerie in disarray, and her hair just-got-fucked messy, her eyes glowed with love for him.  For him!  She’d had the fucking of her life but she loved him and the faith he had in them.  She wasn’t looking at him like he was locked and useless, she was looking at him like he was the strongest man on earth.

“That was something.” He smiled down at her.

“Yes, it was." She touched her swollen cunt and rocked her hips towards him, spreading her legs and allowing some of Jame's seed to dribble out. "Now why don't you get your face down here and show me you liked it as much as I did."

The End.


Milk and Honey

Sarah startled as his hand pushed onto hers, his skin working-hand rough but hot to the touch in comparison to the cool surface of the milk jug they were both vying for.

“Pardon me,” he said, speaking the polite phrase while his tone belied that it had been no accident.

The deep rich tenor of his voice rippled through her even as her mind fought to reconcile that not only had a strange man placed his hand upon hers, he had also yet to remove it.   She was stuck in place, his hand upon hers, and she stared at it in momentary fascination.

His fingers were long and thick but proportionate to his large hand. She could see the outer edges of the callouses that were taunting her delicate smooth skin.  His hand looked strong, like it could crush her at any moment, yet was surprisingly gentle as it held itself in place.

Her gaze wandered up his forearm, over the biceps straining against the crisp hem of his white short sleeve collared shirt with the store’s logo on the front.  A chaotic circus of chest hairs swirled in between his wide chest and the thin material fighting to contain him along with them.  He wasn’t overly hairy, just enough to accent his other manly features.

He towered over her and she tilted her head up as her eyes carried on up past his chin with its hint of a dimple under the dark stubble of the day's growth covering it.  His lips were parted in the beginnings of a grin that blossomed into a full-on sparkling white-toothed smile as their eyes finally met.  Her heart skipped as his grey eyes twinkled even as they bore into her, tearing down any instinctive defenses she may have raised.  His smile said he was a friend.  His eyes said she was the prey.

Sarah had noticed him on the odd occasion she stopped in, as it was a bit out of her way but they had good specials now and then.  She would come whenever it suited her, and if her husband Mitch happened to be with her then she’d bring him along too. He’d wander around the store perusing the goods to pass the time but left the shopping list decisions to her.  The stock boy was usually stocking shelves and otherwise working throughout the store. 

Most women noticed him, even the ones who generally didn’t pay much attention to that sort of thing, his sort of thing.  It was the way he carried himself, confident, with a devilish glint in his eye whenever one happened to make eye contact.  He was always the utmost of courteous though, making it clear that while he was no bookish prude, he was a gentleman.

Mitch was a gentleman too, unfortunately for their marriage, he gave new meaning to being a gentle man.  Hesitant touches and eyes that still asked for permission to kiss her even after being married all this time didn't exactly ignite any flames of passion.  Being loved was fine, and she loved him back, but a woman needs more from a man, and this man, with one touch, one look, made it clear he knew how to treat a woman.

The summer had so far been stifling hot and as such, she had worn a light sleeveless dress.  The wide shoulder straps drew one's eyes down to the straight cut across her breasts, which were pushing out against it, rebelling at the modest covering.  She didn't advertise her assets with plunging necklines like many of the women in town did, she was married after all.

It was irrelevant because the dress hugged her slim waist, accenting the swell of her hips before ballooning outwards in loose folds as it cascaded out and around her thighs.  She wasn't averse to getting a little sun on her legs and where the hemline stopped well above her knees, her golden tan glowed under the fluorescent lights down to the tips of her toes.  The strappy sandals giving one a full view of her delectable ankles and feet.

He had of course taken her in the moment she entered the store, he always did.  He had been watching her for a while now, her apparent disinterest in him drew him to her.  Most women were so obvious, and while he enjoyed them immensely, there was no challenge.  She was different.  She at times would appear to notice him but then politely ignored any charming smile he shone her way.  He saw the ring, knew she was married, yet it was those times when he caught her off guard and for a brief moment saw something else in her eyes that had him hooked.  She was mysterious, and he was done with trying to figure her out.

Sarah wasn’t at all looking for anything other than groceries, but her marriage had been passionless, at least for her, for years and she felt like she was missing out.  There was no point in talking to Mitch about it, he’d just apologize like he had every time she’d brought it up before.  He’d make all kinds of promises to be that guy for her, to manhandle her more in the bedroom and take her and leave her in a puddle of satisfaction.  He was lovely the way he tried, but it only ever came across as being something he wasn’t and they would end up right back where they started.  Hesitant touches and eyes that asked for permission to kiss her.  She loved the way he loved her but it was growing more difficult to settle for less than what life surely must have to offer.

She’d be lying to herself if she said she hadn’t enjoyed the stock boy’s attempts at catching her eye in the past, and maybe it was the real reason she stopped in now and then.  For the illicit thrill.  After all the specials weren’t that good to warrant going out of her way if she was to be honest with herself.

She decided she was going to be honest with herself.

He saw her look change from startled curiosity to friendly interest, to naked unabashed need.  She likely didn’t even realize it herself, but he did and it was the look he was waiting for.

He curled his fingers gently around hers and pulled them away from the milk as he flicked his eyes upwards and behind him, indicating the swinging doors next to the milk cooler that led to the storage room.  He raised his eyebrow at her, questioning her even as he tugged slightly at her hand now engulfed by his.

Sarah smiled somewhat nervously at him and looked quickly around to see where Mitch was.  He must have wandered off leaving them alone in the aisle and so she nodded tentatively to him.

He turned, keeping her hand in his, and pushed through the doors, bringing Sarah with him.  Mitch, who had just come around the display of goods at the opposite end of the aisle paused mid-stride.  He could have sworn he saw a woman looking very much like Sarah, including the dress she was wearing, disappearing through the large doors that invariably led to the stock room of every grocery store. Why would Sarah go back there? Besides, that woman was holding that guy's hand. No, I must be mistaken.

He glanced around the aisle but didn’t see Sarah so retraced his steps to check the other aisle, and then several more.  She wasn’t anywhere to be seen, which was odd because he could have sworn she had said she was going to get some milk.  He walked back and stood looking down past the long line of coolers advertising their wares from beneath the harsh flicker of frosted fluorescent lights and beyond towards the doors.  There was no-one around, not a soul.

Mitch wasn’t so foolish as to think he understood women any better than the next guy, but he knew his wife. He was certain of it, and there was no way it had been his wife he’d witnessed being led into some back room of the store. No way.  Despite his certainty, he took a hesitant step forward, and then another.

The doors made a swooshing sound as Sarah and the stock boy moved past them and along rows of skids full of supplies.  He had flicked off the lights as they entered and only the soft glow of exit lighting washed over them where he’d stopped in front of boxes stacked waist-high and turned towards her.

She hadn’t realized he was going to stop right there and her momentum brought her up against him, not that she was trying to stop herself now.  She was in, all in, for whatever he had in mind.  Life was too short dammit and now she was going to take a slice of the good stuff for herself. 

His arms wrapped around her and drew her in, leaning his head down to bring his lips to hers.  Her pulse raced and thoughts of Mitch and her marriage flashed through her head, What am I doing? This is so wrong!

It was gone as quickly as it had appeared as the unfamiliar taste of a new man, the smell of a new man engulfed her senses and obliterated all conscious thought.  His lips pushed firmly against hers as their tongues gently moved together, exploring each other.  His hand found the top of the zipper dangling between her shoulder blades and eased it slowly down.

Sarah caught her breath as he hooked a finger under one shoulder strap and then the other, before easing them down her arms, pulling the dress down with them.  It pooled at their feet, already forgotten.  She hadn’t worn a bra and the cool air assaulted her bare nipples, making them pucker angrily in protest.

Her face flushed red in shy embarrassment, not having exposed herself like this to a man in so many years, but he didn't notice.  His tongue was sliding down the side of her neck, his warm breath tickling her ear as he brought it up to flick at her ear lobe before moving onward.

Down, over her collar bone, his stubble scratching at her skin as he made his way to her breast.  The nipple tensed imperceptibly in response to the warm moist touch of his tongue, now circling it, teasing it with unspoken promise.

His hands left her to fumble at the buttons on his shirt, each one a tiny irritant preventing his skin from touching hers.  If he wasn’t at work he would have ripped it right off without a second thought, but he didn’t have a spare so patience was an unwelcome necessity.  As the last one sprung free he grunted in satisfaction and in a mad flurry of arms and hands deftly moving, body twisting, he had at last removed it and flung it haphazardly to the floor.  His mouth never having left her nipple, mission accomplished.

He moved his hands down to his belt but hers were already on it and their fingers danced together in a frantic bedlam, desperate in their wanton need to get him as naked as she was.  His tongue slipped free and slid over to the other nipple, equally as pert if not pouty for being so long ignored, but he eagerly made up for it.

He nipped at it, he couldn’t help himself, making her gasp as a smile lit his face at the release of pressure around his waist.  His belt sprung open and his pants unzipped, falling to the floor in a jubilant celebration of what was to come.  He almost growled in excitement as her small hands met his in a race to rid him of the pesky jockey shorts that were so in their way.

As his feet kicked the clothing away his mouth found hers once again, and he grasped her by the waist, lifting her as if she was made of air.

She squealed against his mouth in surprise, their teeth momentarily clanging in a slippery chaotic frenzy of uncontrolled hot expelled air, from her lungs directly into his.  She reflexively wrapped her legs around him as he propelled her backward and then down onto the cardboard boxes behind her.

Mitch heard the squeal. Is that Sarah? His pace quickened and he reached the doors, pulling himself up short at the last minute. What if it isn’t her? What if it is her and she needs help?

She let out a small “O” as his hands moved down to grab at both sides of the waistband of her simple cotton panties and then pulled his arms outwards and down, savagely tearing them off, never to be worn again.

Muted by the thick doors or not, it was a sound Mitch hadn’t heard in years.  When things were still fresh between them, when he was younger and perhaps a bit more, what he considered unrefined, Sarah had on occasion made noises like that.  He hadn’t realized just how long it had been until that moment, but that it was Sarah was unmistakable.  He didn’t understand, it didn’t make sense but he knew what he heard.  Hesitantly he pushed on the steel panel, inching the door open just enough to see into the interior.  He didn’t want to barge in lest he be wrong.  His eyes took a moment to adjust and when they did he froze.

They were oblivious to the door, the head of the man's cock was pressing at her lips, probing but not seeking entry, not just yet.  His mouth slipped from hers and his lips brushed over her cheekbone before he turned his face and dragged it upwards over it, the roughness of his stubble scraping over her and igniting a burning fever that gained intensity with every strand of hair that passed by.

He rotated his head and again dragged his face over hers, a thousand course caresses eliciting a thousand hungry replies as they moved over her.  His cheekbone at first making contact with hers and then moving his face upwards over hers to his jawline, smooth yet rough, direction of travel was everything.  If he went the other direction it would do nothing but impale a thousand shards of uncut stubble into her tender flesh.  His hunger might be savage, but he wouldn’t behave like one.

He pulled away and looked up over behind her, reaching towards something.  She could hear him fumbling with a box somewhere out of her sight.  He stretched himself a bit further past her, struggling with something, then relaxed and stood up between her legs.  He gazed down at her with a sly grin, holding whatever treasure he’d found in his hand. 

She squinted and saw a bumblebee and a beehive adorning the label of a clear plastic ribbed bottle, a bottle of honey.

She’d no sooner discerned what he was holding when he twisted the cap off the bottle and threw it away into the darkened depths of the storeroom.  The sound of the cap bouncing off the floor was drowned out by the sound of her heart pumping in her ears as the first sticky drops dribbled onto her breasts. 

He squeezed and moved the bottle back and forth over her, dripping the sweet elixir over her breasts, down her abdomen, pooling some in her belly button, and then with a swirling finish over her mound, threw the bottle away.

Mitch wanted to burst in but he couldn’t move.  Sarah wasn’t struggling, she wasn’t crying for help.  She was laying there naked while some strange man covered her in honey. WTF?  If it wasn't bad enough he was witnessing his wife having a tryst with a stranger, she was doing it at the back of a store where anyone could find them.  Where he could find them.  She knows I’m around here and what, she doesn’t care?

Unbidden, the memories of countless conversations between them about how she wanted more from him, something he willingly struggled to give but couldn’t seem to, flashed before him.  He always tried but he couldn’t lie to himself that he’d tried hard enough, not now, and now it was too late.  She’d given him plenty of opportunities to be more for her and he’d failed. So what, this guy knows what she needs? He didn’t want to answer to that and so he continued to watch, gut clenched in fear of the unknown, his head spinning in confusion.

He watched the man drive his tongue with hungry abandon against her flesh now covered in sweet temptation.  He dragged it over her, flicking it against her then sucking her flesh into his mouth, leaving no inch of her unclean.  She lay gasping as he sucked and nibbled at the tender area where mound met lip, not a single molecule of honey left behind.

He raised himself back up over her to hover his lips over hers.  He looked down into her eyes, his mouth glistening with golden satisfaction and she raised her mouth to his, ready, wanting, needing.

He could feel the moist readiness of her beckoning to his rigid cock and he pressed his mouth to hers once again while pushing himself into her.  Her legs gripped him tighter as she rotated herself up to meet him, opening herself to him.

He growled and thrust, she moaned and clamped onto him, symbiotic in their mutual need to sate the hunger that could not be denied.  The cardboard boxes flexed under their combined weight but held.  He thrust again and she gasped as he spread her unlike any man ever had.  She couldn’t see his cock but she could feel it, and feel it she most certainly did.

She closed her eyes and lost herself in it, the fucking, the spreading, the probing deep inside her, places never before explored now exploding as they were discovered.

He spread his feet to gain better traction against the wet hot pussy laid out in front of him over the storeroom supplies and he pushed deeper yet, his grunting met with her panted groans.  He pulled out only to ram it back in, rotating his hips upwards to hit that special place inside her.

“Fuck me, oh Fuck,” she moaned as his cock probed her, pounded her, leaving her oblivious to all but what was inside her, moving her, awakening the woman in her too long repressed.

Her hands clawed at his back as she rocked her hips into him, her legs wrapped around him and ankles clamped onto his ass cheeks drawing him in with everything she had, with every stroke.

He thrust faster, harder, only to pull his mouth away from hers, giving a guttural moan as his seed spewed into her.  She matched him with a crazed shriek, her hips rotating, gyrating, drawing every last drop from him as her juices spewed over the head of his cock and down its shaft to mingle with his.

He slowed then stopped, laying his face down into the crook of her neck and held her, his cock growing flaccid inside her as their breathing slowed.

He pulled out and stood up, pulling her up with him.  He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her tenderly, then pulled away and looked her in the eyes.  “You good?”

She looked up at him, flushed with the heat of what had just transpired, “Me?  Oh yeah, I’m good.”

Mitch heard the words and he knew he couldn't deny that his own choices had brought him to this moment.  He could have tried harder in the past, done better, but he hadn't, and now Sarah knew exactly what she had been missing out on.  How could he compete with what she'd just experienced?  He fought to calm himself, knowing he had no choice, not if he wanted to do what was best for them both.  It hurt knowing she’d chosen to experience pleasure with another man, and it hurt more knowing that man had given her more pleasure than he’d had in a long time. If ever. No! He pushed that last bit from his mind, there were limits to self-reproach.

He loved her though and he always wanted the best for her.  Was this it?  She’d obviously decided she needed more.  She looked so...satisfied...so beautiful with that freshly fucked flush to her cheeks.  He couldn’t deny that he wished he’d been the one to get her temperature up like that, but he found himself becoming aroused by how she looked.  He stepped back from the door, letting it close gently behind him.  He didn’t know what to do, not wanting to be rash, so he put some space between himself and the doors.

The stock boy reached down and picked up her dress, holding it open at her feet for her to step into.  His body pressed to hers, his lips settling onto her neck as he slowly pulled the zipper up, then ran his hands down her back, smoothing her dress into place.

He stood back and looked around for his clothes.  They both giggled as he realized he’d kicked them off only to have them settle against a row of boxes some distance from them.

She laughed as he pretended to be shy, holding his hands over his cock and balls as he shimmed over to retrieve his pants.

Once dressed he pulled her into him, kissing her deeply.  As his tongue retreated, his lips lingered on hers, telling her how much he’d enjoyed her and hopefully that she’d enjoyed him.

He went first, pushing the swinging doors open a hair to ensure all was clear then led the way out back into the bright lights of the store.

She followed him back out into reality, in a daze, not really sure what had just happened, but completely sure that the feeling ebbing between her legs was telling her that whatever it was, was damn good.

She absentmindedly grabbed a jug of milk on her way out past the door, after all, it was what she'd come here for, wasn't it?  He half-turned, giving her a warm smile, and then moved away into the store.

She walked in the other direction, not caring how obvious it may be to anyone watching that she was trying to be casual and not be associated with him.  She saw Mitch standing halfway down the aisle, staring at her.  He'd seen her walk out of the back with the stock boy.  Had he seen more than that? Did he know? Did she care?  She felt liberated, free, and unwilling to go back to the life she'd had before today. No, she didn't care.

She met his stare with unflinching resolve and when she reached him he looked away first. He coughed into his hand and cleared his throat then gestured to the rear of the store. “Uh, did you get what you came for?” His eyes were laden with so many more questions than the simple one he’d put forth but none other past his lips.

Sarah looked to the rear of the store and then brought her eyes still full of smoldering lust back to his.  “Yes, I did. Any more questions?”

He looked at her, at the unrepentant woman with a fire in her eyes he’d never seen, and knew he’d made his choice long ago, the moment he assumed he’d always be enough for her.  This was fucked up, but he loved her and he’d have to figure the rest out later.  She’d obviously made her choice, which left him with none.  Not if he wanted her.  He shook his head.

She made her way up to the cashier, unsure of what else she had intended to pick up today, but the jug of milk was in her hand and that was good enough.

The customer in front of her was just leaving but before she could move ahead she heard his voice behind her, “Excuse me, fella.”

“Ah, sure...”

She heard the rustling of him moving past Mitch in the narrow checkout lane and then, “Excuse me, ma’am, I think you forgot this...”

She turned to find him standing right behind her and holding out a jar of honey towards her, though his smile was polite, the glint in his eye said everything else.

“Oh, ah, thank you,” she replied as she hesitantly took it from him, her cheeks growing flush once again.

“If you’re in the neighborhood,” he said, “the honey is on sale next week.”

He winked and turned to make his way past Mitch, not looking back.

“He’s something isn’t he?” the cashier said to her, obviously smitten with him.

“Oh yes, he’s something indeed,” she replied.  She reflexively hoped the flush in her cheeks wasn’t obvious, but then changed her mind.  That was the old her.  Today had awakened a new her, one that didn’t want the blush or the heat that came with it to fade.

The End.


Cocks Get Pussy, Penises Get Caged: A Cuckold’s Reality

Though they’d been together for many years, his appreciation of her beauty never waned.  As always, Mia took his breath away.  More so today than any other in recent memory because today, she had promised herself only to him.

She had come into the bedroom without a sound, the black nylons covering her feet and running up her legs made but a whisper as she glided over the carpeted floor towards him.  Her long dark hair cascaded down over her shoulders, covering the thick straps of the vintage corset she'd purchased online.  The boning hidden within the shimmering black satin pulled in her already slim waist and pushed her ample breasts out towards him.  It barely moved as she walked, rigid in its embrace though it could not contain the gentle sway of her hips nor conceal the matching panties she wore underneath.  Though he tried to stay cool, Luke couldn't help himself and gave her a wolfish grin.  It had been so long since she’d dressed this way, for him.

Mia eyed him up and down in his nakedness then pursed her lips, smiling wickedly at him as she stared at his caged cock.  He always felt exposed and somewhat humiliated when Mia made him stand still for her, on display and wearing nothing but his commitment to her.  She knew that, and wielded it as effectively as any other woman would a whip or a paddle or whatever else in the privacy of their bedroom where the woman was his queen and her man but an addled fool in his devotion to her.

He could feel his cheeks flush under her knowing gaze but he didn’t care.  She was so close now he could smell the floral scent of her shampoo.  He caught his breath as she pressed herself to him and cupped his balls in her hand.

Her sultry voice made his pulse quicken. “Are you ready for me?”

He nodded dumbly, too excited to speak, and in return, she let go of his balls and pushed on his chest. Hard.  Caught off guard, he fell back onto the bed, surprised but enjoying her spontaneity.  That was one of the things he loved most about her.  She was wild and unpredictable, and though wholly devoted to him and the life they shared, in spirit she would always be free.

They had agreed that he would never pester her to be unlocked, that it would always be her choice.  That she had kept him locked and denied for so long had started to make him regret that agreement but it was no longer important, now that his long-awaited release drew nigh.  Luke shimmied up the mattress on his back and then dutifully stretched his arms up over his head.  They had also agreed that if she were to be so generous as to allow him 'out for good behaviour' it would be under her very strict control.  As she'd put it, 'Why lock you in chastity if it at the end of it I allow you to behave like an uncontrolled mad-dog in heat?'

Mia climbed onto the bed, straddling him as she reached for the ropes tied off to the bed posts.  The smooth satin holding in her breasts was the only thing between his mouth and the delectable nipples hidden beneath as she leaned over him.  The instinctual need for touch drove him to raise his arms in an attempt to get at them but she giggled and slapped his face before pushing his arms back down. "Naughty boy, no touching..."

She quickly maneuvered one slipknot over his left wrist, and then did the right one, pushing her tits into his face and giving them a wiggle as she did so.  Mia brought her lips to his and kissed him deeply then pulled away to look him in the eye.  Her words delivered on warm breath danced over his skin and into his ear, sending a shiver of anticipation down his spine. “You’ve waited a long time for this.”

He opened his mouth to answer but she pressed a finger to his lips. “You don’t have to say anything, I know what you need.”

She leaned over and kissed his neck, and he could feel the stiffness of the corset through the satin covering it as she dragged herself over his prone body, the nylons rubbing along the outside of his thighs driving him wild with desire.  She sucked in a nipple and then flicked her tongue over it, the heat of her pussy mashing against his caged cock searing his brain with its imagined touch.  So close, but the impenetrable steel keeping its moist delights so far away.

She moved further down, her tongue leaving a wet trail of promise down his stomach until her hips were over his thighs.  Mia sat up and reached between her breasts, pulling on a thin silver chain, on the end of which was a tiny silver key.  She undid the clasp holding it around her neck, and then dangled it in front of her. "Is this what you've been waiting for?"

“Yes, oh please yes!” He knew he sounded desperate but he had waited so long.

She pursed her lips, blowing a kiss towards him before focusing her attention on using the key.  He could feel her fiddling with the lock, and then there was a quiet 'click' and a slight tug and his cock sprang free.  Tall and proud, defiant at its long captivity, it quivered as the blood pumped into it, filling it, urging it to grow bigger and taller yet.  It was as though it was trying to make up for all the long sleepless nights filled with painful stifled semi-erections, in this singular moment in time.  No matter how hard it got, it yearned for more and he groaned at the intensity of its frantic hunger as it drove itself shamelessly into the air.

“Oh my, someone’s little penis seems eager.” She placed the cage on the bed beside them.

Luke’s cock was average and if anything perhaps a bit more than that, and he had certainly never thought of himself as small.  At least, not until they had ventured into cuckolding and Mia had met her first bull.  That man’s cock had been outright huge, and so had the one after that, and the one after that.  Actually, the last guy had been ridiculously huge, but Mia had taken every last inch of it, several times over.  It hadn’t taken long before they both started to call it ‘his little penis’ after that.  Accurate or not, it heightened the entire cuckolding experience for them both.

She bent and drew his cock into her mouth, clamping her lips around it as she swirled her tongue over the head.  She sucked it in further, working her way down its length until it was all the way in.  Though it was nowhere near the back of her throat, the pressure of her tongue made him wonder if this was at all what it felt like when those bulls had her gagging, and he thrust upwards just like he'd seen them do so many times of late.  She pulled her mouth away and looked up at him through the locks of hair that had fallen around her face. "No baby, you just lay still and let me drive."

He moaned, and in his eagerness for her to continue, he pushed the unfairness of how his blowjob experience with her compared to ‘theirs’ from his mind and lay still.  She waited for what seemed an eternity to him, her hot breath teasing his cock as her lips hovered over it.  Once assured that he knew his place, she brought him into her mouth and continued what she’d started.

Her mouth worked him over until he was close to the edge and then, sucking even harder, she pulled her mouth away with a loud ‘plop’ and his dick sprung free to bounce in the open air between them.  Before he could think of asking for more Mia shifted herself up his body and then lowered her hips down.

She didn’t fully lower herself though, instead choosing to hover over him.  Luke felt the smooth satin of her panties brush over the sensitive head of his cock, making it jump and bob as it sought to press itself against her, but to no avail.  He raised his head, unsure of what she was doing, and caught a glimpse of her mound.  He could see the outline of her pussy as the wispy satin rolled in shiny waves up and over the lips and clung to the moist valley in between.  He watched as she lowered herself further still, rocking her hips and feathering the material back and forth along his desperate shaft, making it twitch all the more towards the warmth of the wet prize hidden beyond the silken barrier between them.  He pushed his hips into the air, trying to make better contact but Mia would have none of it.  She raised herself up, just out of reach, and held herself still.

“Are you finished, because I thought I was driving?” She raised an eyebrow at him and turned up the corner of her mouth in a mischievous smirk.

“Come on Mia, you’re killing me!” Luke pleaded, but he lowered his hips and dropped his head back down onto the pillow in exasperation.  He knew when she got like this there was no changing her mind.  She wasn’t going to make any part of tonight easy for him, and she was as stubborn as she was beautiful.  If she wanted to drive, and he wanted to fuck, then this was how it was going to be. Tortuous for him, and fun for her.

“Mmm, good boy." She purred as she lowered herself and began anew with feather-light strokes of her pantied crotch over his desperate shaft.  He was groaning with need and after a few more minutes to prove her point, Mia relented and let her weight settle on him, mashing her pussy against his cock.

“Ahh, oh yeah!” Luke moaned and fought to keep himself still, lest she stop again.  She rocked back and forth slowly in a steady rhythm, working up and down the length of his rigid shaft.  He gasped as her fingers found the head of his cock, moving in tiny circles as they massaged it.

Her fingers slipped easily over the sensitive flesh as the precum flowed in a steady dribble, coating his dick and soaking the gusset of her panties in carnal need.  She started to rock her hips faster. “Do you like that baby?”

“Oh yeah”—he panted—“but...”

She pinched the head of his dick and then stuck her fingernail into the opening, making him gasp in pleasure/pain. “But what dear?”

“I want to fuck you!”

Mia mashed her pussy into him harder, rocking even faster as her other hand slipped inside her panties and worked her thoroughly engorged clit.  She moaned and closed her eyes ignoring him.

Luke was breathing fast now and she could feel his legs tensing under her. “Mia, please!”

She opened her eyes and looked down at his pleading stare.  Without a word she pulled her hand out of her panties and leaned over him, shoving her coated fingers into his mouth.  She rocked faster, squeezing the end of his dick and moving her fingers down the shaft in perfect synchronization with her pussy, so that at any given moment he was being furiously stimulated.

His legs tensed until they were hard as rocks and she twerked her hips in place, bringing him to the edge, ignoring his muffled begging around her fingers still planted in his mouth. “Cum for me baby, show me how happy you are to be unlocked!”

Luke growled, shaking his head and yanking on the ropes holding him in place with all his might.  Her rules be damned, he didn’t care anymore and he thrust his hips violently upwards, like a wild steer in a rodeo.  He had to fuck her. Right. Now!

She, however, gripped him with her thighs like a professional rodeo rider, keeping her pussy mashed against his dick and not allowing him any quarter.  He couldn't fuck her, and he couldn't hold back any longer, and with a roar, he went rigid and then shook as the cum erupted out of him.  Thick ropes of it sped through the air in long jubilant arcs, splashing into hot puddles onto his stomach, his chest, and turning his head at the last moment, onto his cheek.

Mia waited until the last spasm left him and then slid off and lay beside him, resting her head in the crook of his bound arm.  She ignored his questions, shushing him and telling him to relax and enjoy the afterglow of his release.  After a while, he went limp and she reached for the cage, sitting up beside him so she could put it back on.

He watched her maneuver the cage into a mating position with the base ring and then as she reached for the lock he asked again. “Why wouldn’t you let me fuck you? You’ve let all those bulls fuck your pussy while I could only watch...Mia, why?” His voice echoed his utter confusion.

Mia held the lock in place but didn’t close it. “What have we been calling your dick since we started all this?”

He felt his face start to flush but looked her in the eye defiantly. “My little penis...but what does—“

“And how did we describe the size of the last bull who fucked me?” She gave him a patient smile like she was schooling a difficult student.

He hesitated, unsure of where she was going with this but he wanted answers so he blurted it out. “We said his cock was ridiculously huge...but Mia what—“

“That’s right baby, and so there’s your answer.”

Luke shook his head, still confused. “What kind of answer is that?”

Her smile widened, and her eyes lit up. "A bull has a cock, and a cock gets pussy.” She clicked the lock shut, the sound of it reverberating through his skull as he struggled to focus on the rest of her words. “Cucks have a penis, and a penis gets the cage.”

Mia leaned over and gave him a pert kiss, then got off the bed.  She looked down at him and ran her finger over his lips, silencing any further discussion. “You lay here a while, and think about that. When I come back I’ll untie you and allow that tongue of yours to thank me properly for the release I just gave you.”

The End.


Night At The Opera: A Cuckold’s Front Row Seat

Samantha (Sam) and Stephen had played with the idea of cuckolding for months now, but they were very different people.  Sam was outgoing, carefree, a risk-taker, and always the first to rush headlong into anything new and exciting.  With sex, the kinkier the better.  Stephen was more cautious, and as much as he always ended up enjoying whatever new sex games Sam suggested, he would get hung up on the 'what-if'.

She'd read about hotwifing quite by accident and that had led to finding out about cuckolding.  Always the one to go to extremes, the idea of Stephen having no control over her sex life immediately struck a chord within her.  She had helped him discover his submissive side over the years, but when she suggested he might enjoy being a cuckold, he'd vehemently balked.

Once Sam got an idea in her head though, it was always just a matter of time before Stephen saw things her way, and she worked him steadily over the next few months.

There were the weekly 'maintenance' spankings, playful but with an undertone of conditioning that they were both aware of.  It had been over a year since he'd balked at the spankings, but it had only been a matter of time until she'd gotten her way with those.  She would wear a summery cotton dress, looking completely innocent even as she pulled him, naked of course, over her lap perched on the hard chair she'd bought for their bedroom.  Now though, instead of just having him stand in the corner to nurse his sore bottom, she would spend a few minutes standing behind him.  Whispering in his ear as she stroked his cock into a hard dripping mess. "If you accepted being a cuckold, I wouldn't have to spank you. Not as much anyway. Your acceptance would show me that you knew your place."

When they lay in bed and the lights were down low, she'd run her fingers up and down his quivering cock, making it jump into the air in a futile attempt to exact more pressure on its sensitive head.  She'd grip it and pump furiously for a few seconds and then resume the teasing feather-lite caresses as she pushed her desire relentlessly into his ears. "If you let me cuckold you, I'll let you cum like a man.  Balls deep inside me, gripped tightly by my pussy as you spurt, instead of it dribbling uselessly out into nothingness when I ruin it. Like how I'm going to ruin it tonight, and every night until you say yes."

Stephen groaned. Sam hadn't let him have sex with her since he'd said he wouldn't allow himself to be a cuckold.  They had fallen into this whole domme/sub game on a lark, but it had been slowly evolving ever since.  She was inherently dominant and her mischievous side blended perfectly with it as she pushed him constantly to try new things outside of his comfort zone.  He'd learned to trust her instincts and though he hadn't considered himself submissive, he'd found it easier over time to do as she wished, because it always felt right in the end.

This, however, was unlike anything he'd ever experienced. Denying him sex was a new one for them both and it was triggering him on a whole new level.  At first, he was more than a little cheesed off, then after the first ruined orgasm he became petulant, and now after countless frustrating nights like this one, his resolve faded altogether.  The relentless teasing and her constant barrage of smack talk had finally taken him to the edge in his frustrated denial.

“Fine. OK. Ughh!” He groaned again as she gripped his cock and held it.

“Yeah, you’re ready to be cucked?” She pumped his cock once then held the head in a resolute grip of female empowerment.

“Yes!”

“Whenever I want, with whomever I want, no matter what?”  She gave him an evil smile and pumped his cock one more time.

“Sam, please? Yes! I said yes!"

“Hmph, we’ll see. Until then, you know the deal.” Sam spit on his cock and spread the slickness over the head with her thumb. She pumped his cock rapidly, with purpose and a moment later his hips thrust upwards as he bucked with the release.  She pulled her hand away, giggling as he grunted in frustration and his dick twitched as the cum dribbled out the end and onto his stomach.

His boss had season tickets and a private box at the opera but often couldn't attend due to his busy schedule.  He'd offer them to friends, and on some occasions to his employees.  When he offered the tickets to the performance on Saturday night, Stephen had jumped on it, wanting to show Sam an especially good time.  He figured a swanky affair like that might just put her in the mood later to forget all about this cuckolding game of hers for at least one night.  He knew he looked good in a tux, knew she'd gone without sex as long as him, and so figured the odds were in his favor.

The box was the last one off to the side and on the upper level.  There were red carpeted stairs alongside the two rows of seats and a small standing area behind the railing.  Walls enclosed them on three sides with a small door at the top of the stairs.  Two seats in front and two in the back were the only furniture, adorned in dark red velvet, and the subdued lighting cast the area in a seductive allure of sophistication.

Stephen watched the twenty-something broad-shouldered and self-assured usher give Sam a once over as they were shown to their seats.  He couldn't blame the guy, she looked stunning.  The little black dress hugged her like a second skin, her breasts spilling out into the open neckline with no bra to hinder them.  The black stockings running up her legs from the stiletto heels drew his eye to the hem of the dress and the black satin thong he knew she was wearing beneath it.

“If you need anything at all, please press the button on the wall here and I’ll be happy to assist.” The usher allowed his eyes to linger on her tits a moment longer than was proper then looked Sam in the eye and gave her a brilliant smile.

“Oh, I just might do that...” She smiled wickedly at him and winked.

To his credit, he kept his smile steady but his eyes lit up with interest at her flirtatious comment. He then nodded and smiled at Stephen as if he hadn't just eye-fucked his wife, and then turned to leave.

“What was that?” Stephen asked her, mouth agape.

“Honey, that was called flirting. You know the thing people do when they want to get fucked?”  She giggled at his shocked expression and leaned in to give him a peck on the lips. “Now hush, the performance is starting.”

Stephen stared at her but the lights were dimming and her attention was on the stage below.  He told himself she was just messing with his head and so he put it out of his mind and settled in for the performance.  This was gonna be his night, he could feel it.

They made plenty of use of the button, seeing as how the box seats included an open bar.  Each time the usher would come and take their order and each time Sam grew more flirtatious.  Stephen would get anxious every time, not sure why she was trying to fuck with his head so much tonight of all nights.  It was such an elegant place, and such a classy evening, surely she could save the mind games for another time.  He wanted her thinking about how romantic it all was, and therefore how much she'd want to finish the night in his arms.  The anxiousness didn't last for long.  Every time the usher left, she would run her fingers up and down the inside of his thigh and he would quickly forget his concerns in a foggy haze of desire.

Halfway through the last act, Stephen had to pee so she found herself alone.  The booze had by this point gone to her head and the rascally devil on her shoulder found its voice.  She got up to press the button on the wall and then leaned her shoulders back against it, one leg crossed over the other and her head turned towards the door.

A few seconds later, it opened and the usher came in and glanced around the empty room, and then settled his gaze on her.  He took in her stance and the languid look in her eyes as he approached and stopped right beside her.  This wasn’t his first time being hit on by an attractive married woman, but this one seemed to be taking things to a new level.  She was a wild one, he could see that, and he was enjoying being the object of her attention.  “Can I”—He dragged his eyes up her body and then met hers. He didn’t know what the hell was going on with this couple but he’d play along with whatever this smoking hot woman had in mind— “get you something?”

She pushed off the wall and faced him, placing her hand on his chest. “There is something...but it’s not on the menu.”

He looked down into her eyes and saw them dancing with excitement, and half-lidded with lust. He glanced around the room and then back to her. "What about your husband?"

She simultaneously ran her finger over his lips, and her tongue sensuously over her own.  “My husband and I”—she brought her other hand up and then draped them both loosely on either side of his neck—“have an agreement.”

He raised his eyebrows. He'd heard of this, and while he hadn't experienced it first-hand before, it was fucking hot now that he was. "Yeah?"

“Yeah.” Sam tilted her head and parted her lips invitingly.

He shrugged and lowered his mouth to hers. “OK then.”

It felt so strange to have another man hold her, feel his tongue push past her lips and into her mouth as he ran his hand ran down her back and then squeeze her ass.  She experienced a moment of hesitation, worried that this was going too far.  Sure she loved fucking with Stephen’s head and the naughty part of her loved even more that she’d been able to manipulate him into allowing this very sort of situation. Still, this was so far beyond smack talk.  This couldn’t be undone.  She felt the electric anticipation coursing through her body, the taboo of it lighting all her jets and she pushed her doubts away.  Stephen had agreed to this, so why shouldn’t she allow herself to give him what he wants? She melted into the man's embrace and lost herself in the kiss.

His tongue was forceful, demanding, and it took her breath away.  Stephen was so loving with her, so gentle, and even when he got randy he never pushed himself into her mouth like this.  This man wasn’t asking her what she wanted, it seemed like he already knew and was going to give it to (take it from) her without any further asking.

He moved her backward down the stairs, one step at a time, keeping her safe in his strong hands as he navigated them to the railing.  The small of her back felt the cool brass through the thin material of her dress and her already hardened nipples perked up further in response. He broke the kiss and took a half-step back, his hands on her shoulders urging her to turn around.  They guided her as she turned and when she was facing outwards towards the theatre below, he pushed gently between her shoulder blades until she yielded and bent.  As she did so he stepped back, his other hand around her waist pulling her with him.  She gripped the rail for support as he moved them backward, his hand urging her to bend lower until her head was level with the railing.  He gripped her hip to hold her in place and ran the other hand down her side, following the curve of her body as it flowed into her waist, over her hips, and then under the hem of her dress.  Her eyes widened as he lifted the back of her dress and bunched it unceremoniously up around her waist.  Before she had any thought of modesty, he had his pants undone and his cock pushed against the thong, the wispy satin standing as the keeper of the gate baring access to the warm wet pleasure within.

He slid his hand over her ass, the silky smooth skin erupting into goosebumps at the unfamiliarity of his touch.  He slapped it lightly, getting his bearings, then slapped it again. Hard.  The sound of flesh on flesh crisply coming together in an explosion of pleasure/pain reverberated in her ears as she cried out in surprise.

Stephen had just stepped into the box and closed the door quickly behind him lest anyone else witness what he was seeing.  He wanted to protest but his mouth hung open in dismay as he watched the usher slap Samantha's ass so hard he could see the skin flush even in the dim light surrounding them.  He saw the slap but couldn't hear it, so loud were the powerful voices of the opera singers below.  She jumped and squirmed in shocked pain, but then recovered and stood up on her toes, presenting the man with her exposed ass, wiggling it to show him she was ready for more.

What the fuck? She would never let a man do that to her! He watched, transfixed as she did just exactly that, squirming as the man swatted the other cheek and then stood once again on her toes, pushing her ass out towards him.  Stephen sat down, taking a seat in the 2nd row, his gut clenching at the unfairness of what she was allowing another man to do to her, something that she had never allowed him to do. The angst of seeing her with another man in any fashion never mind this, almost doubled him over but he knew he’d agreed to this and couldn’t interrupt it.  Maybe he hadn’t agreed to this exactly, but he had known she’d do what she wanted, when she wanted, and that time was apparently now.  That he had no control of that had been made clear when he’d agreed to it.  That he’d have no control over what exactly she did with another man hadn’t occurred to him.  He’d been too preoccupied with the fact that she’d been doing anything with another man, and now it was too late to worry about the details.

Sam felt his fingers slip under the back of her thong and then yank it roughly to the side as he shoved his cock into her.  No foreplay, no working it in and ensuring she was wet and ready, just in.  All the way in.  She was ready, more so at the realization that he was going to penetrate her regardless, and her lips wrapped themselves around his meaty cock with slippery abandon.  Being taken by a man who knew what he wanted and how to claim it was exhilarating!

She moaned as she pushed herself onto his already thrusting shaft and then bit her lip to keep from crying out when he bottomed out onto her cervix.  He pulled out far enough to spread her lips wide with the head of his cock, then plunged back in, bottoming out once again.  She raised her head and cried out, shamelessly forgetting herself altogether, and where she was.  Who would hear her mattered not in the moment.  She had to let it out because the cock inside her was threatening to take her sanity as it filled her to within an inch of incomprehension.  How could anyone be so big? She stared out over the audience below her who were too enraptured by the show to notice what was happening above.  They were unable to hear anything but the powerful voices from the stage filling the air around them, as his cock was filling her.

She gripped the railing tightly as he pounded his cock into her in a steady and unyielding rhythm alternating between balls-deep and lip-stretching pull-out.  The pace quickened and his large hands gripped her hips, pulling her into each and every thrust. Samantha opened her eyes and stared at the performers on stage, though in reality seeing nothing as clarity sobered her and made her look within. I should have planned for this. Her head bobbed in sync with the movement of his hips slamming into her ass cheeks. I’m going to let him cum inside me...She grunted as he pushed deeper inside her and pulled her against him with a grip of steel as his body went rigid...And I don’t even know his name!

The usher groaned and raised his face to the ceiling, eyes clenched shut as he focused on the hot streams of cum roaring up through his shaft and into her already-sopping cunt.  "Oh fuck yeah!" He bucked his hips into her as her body responded to the primal call of taking a man's seed and urged her further onto his cock. 

Sam cried out as her own orgasm burst free, splashing down onto his cock and balls, and then dripping onto the floor below.

She grasped the railing and he clung to her as their bodies shook with release until at last, they both became still.  He kissed her shoulder and stepped back, reaching to pull up his pants that had pooled around his ankles.  She reached back and pushed her dress down and was smoothing everything out and into place as she turned, and locked eyes with Stephen.

Her eyes widened in shock, unsure of how much he'd seen, and a wave of panic came over her.  This hadn't been planned, not specifically, and as usual, she'd steamrolled right into it.  Caught up in what could possibly be going through his mind, she was forced to turn her attention back to the usher who was leaning in for a kiss.  She absentmindedly tried to give him a goodbye peck but he wasn't having any of it.  He cupped the back of her head and pulled her in for a long kiss, and she quickly gave in to it, telling him with her tongue how much she'd enjoyed him.  He pulled away with a smile and a wink and turned to leave.

She saw him pause a moment, taking in Stephen sitting there watching them, and then quickly recover.  He nodded to Stephen as he moved past. "Hope you enjoyed the...show, as much as I did."

She watched as the door closed softly behind him and then looked at Stephen, her gaze full of uncertainty as the ramifications of what she'd just done were about to be cast upon her.  His face was impassive and his arms rested on the arms of the chair, the only sign of what could be going through his mind was his slack-jawed stare and the now slowing rise and fall of his chest as he drew in one desperate breath after another.  She was about to ask him if he was OK when she looked closer and saw the tent in the front of his pants as his raging erection fought to stand tall and proud.

Her concern faded as she realized that whatever else he was feeling, he'd enjoyed it enough to sprout a hard-on.  She hung her head and looked seductively up at him from beneath her brow as she took one step, and then another toward him.  Samantha stood looking down at him a moment with her lips pursed in a mischievous grin.  Reaching down she fiddled with his buckle and then tore open his pants, yanking down on them.  He didn't say a word but lifted his hips and she pulled them down to his knees.

She leaned forward and put her lips to his ear. "I told you that you would like it. Now, why don't you be a good cuck and fuck my sloppy pussy that's full of another man's cum."

She pulled back and looked him in the eye, despite her words she was still unsure of just how far she should take things. 

His eyes flickered back and forth between hers as he thought about what she was offering after denying him for so long, and the implications of him accepting it. He thought about a lot of things in a very short period of time, and then his cock twitched in the cool air around them. He nodded. “I’d like that.”

Letting out a breath in relief, she grinned wickedly at him and turned to face towards the front of the box, and point her ass to his face.  She reached behind herself and raised the back of her dress, revealing the red hand-printed welts marking her flesh, and then lowered herself onto him.  His eager cock slipped effortlessly inside her, riding along a river of another man's cum and he groaned. Partly in shame at what he'd become, but mostly in pleasure as he felt the inside of her for the first time in a very, very long time.

The End.


Cucks Cum Last

Stephanie and Hank had an open marriage, or at least her half of it was open.  Hank hadn’t yet had the opportunity to play, and likely wouldn’t.  Any time they had attended a swingers event there never seemed to be a good match for him, whereas Stephanie always hit it off with someone.  They discovered he liked watching her get fucked by another man and it went from ‘just the way the night ended up’ to ‘the way it was’.  That was the way she wanted it anyway, never having been one to share anything, especially her man.

It hadn’t taken long before they sought further thrills from this new lifestyle and when she’d suggested that on occasion she could fuck a strange man and only tell him about it after the fact, he’d agreed.  Her stroking his cock and telling him how fantastic it would feel to cum inside her already well fucked pussy brimming with a strange man’s cum,  had made it an easy sell.

Stephanie fished around for the keys to the apartment she shared with Hank who was currently waiting for her inside.  She heard them jingle as her fingers first brushed against, and then lifted them from the confines of her purse.  She hesitated as a fresh drop of semen seeped into her already considerably soaked panties and the events of the last hour played through her mind.

~~~~~~~~~~

The bar was a touch on the seedy side but it was close to home and to be fair, she’d picked it to meet her friend after work because at 6 foot-two and solid everywhere, Vince the bartender was very easy on the eyes.  She knew his name was Vince because he made sure all the ladies knew his name when they came into his bar.  When her friend hadn't shown up and the bar had remained empty, Vince had gotten chatty.  Very chatty.  As the drinks had flowed, and the conversation got more 'fluid', she'd mentioned her open marriage.  She didn't think it necessary to mention it was only a half-open marriage.

“So...what, if you see a guy you want to fuck, you just do it?” Vince reached across the bar top between them and lifted her glass.  He ran a small white towel over the bar to dry it, then flicked it over his shoulder with a practiced flip of his wrist and gave her a mischievous grin.

She laughed, throwing her head back.  As her head came back down she laid her hand over his resting on top of the bar and looked at him from under her lush eyelashes. “Actually...yeah.”

Vince didn’t say a word as he walked to the door and flipped the ‘CLOSED’ sign around so it faced outwards, and then shuttered the blinds running the length of it.  She returned his wink as he walked up to her and stepped in between the stools to stand beside her.  He casually leaned an arm onto the counter and brushed her hair past her ear with the other hand, raising his eyebrow questioningly. “I’m guessing that this...could be one of those nights?”

Stephanie looked up into his eyes, licking her lips and then biting the lower one. “You guessed right.”

Vince didn’t miss a beat, giving her a wolfish grin he cupped the back of her head and brought his lips to hers.  She idly wondered where most women in an open marriage such as hers would have their first solo-fuck, then just as quickly decided it didn’t matter and focused on pressing her tongue to his.

She squealed as he lifted her off her stool and carried her over to a row of square tables shoved together in pairs along the wall.  A long leather bench ran from end to end providing the patrons with a seat facing into the interior of the bar, but Vince stood her onto her feet and backed her into the tables.

She pawed at his shirt and lifted it over his head as his hands deftly undid the buttons of her blouse and then the clasp of her bra.  She gasped as his fingers pinched her nipples that were now standing tall and proud, but he silenced her with another kiss.  His body pressed to hers as his other hand found its way up and under her skirt and then into her panties.  She gasped again as his fingers parted her already wet lips and slipped inside her even as he leaned her further backward with his body.

She could feel the edge of the table pressing into her ass and then she reached a tipping point and felt as though she was going to fall, but she didn’t.  He had one hand behind her neck, easing her down while the other hand worked her pussy and the rest of her upwards and onto the table too.  Now fully on her back she brought her legs up and reached between them, pulling at his belt, then his pants, and then his cock as it sprung free of his boxers.

She couldn’t see the entire thing from her vantage point but what appeared to be a fairly substantial cock was confirmed a moment later as he pushed it in.  She moaned as the girth spread her wide, and moaned again as he kept going until the miles of dick finally ended with his balls loudly and wetly slapping against her.

Her legs wrapped around his hips and pulled him in as she sought to gain all she could with each thrust he made.  His tongue sought hers as his cock brushed against her cervix, making her cry out in surprise and then moan as her hungry pussy sought more.

Vince thrust again, harder still and the tables shifted under them.  He grunted and hoisted her up so she was hanging off his cock, then turned and dropped them both onto the bench seat.  She groaned as her back pressed into the leather and his momentum carried him forward, plunging his cock deep inside her.

“Yeah baby”—he thrust again, putting his entire body into it and rocking her hips up into the air—"show me you want it."

“Ugh” She turned her head to the side, squinting as his cock threatened to split her in two. She turned back, opening her eyes as she panted her reply. “Oh fuck yeah, I want it!”

“OK then baby, you got it!" Vince doubled down with abandon, pulling his cock almost all the way out before slamming it back in, every thick inch of it announcing its presence along the way. Her moans were driving him mad but he held on.  If there was one thing Vince was proud of (besides the size of his cock), it was that he never came until the lady did.

Stephanie felt the pressure building between her legs, a heat was growing down there and radiating through her, threatening to overcome her senses.  She looked at the man that was fucking her, then out at the room around her as best as she could see it from where she lay with her back on the bench.  Her head and body were bouncing and shifting around as she moved under him, and she thought about how naughty this must look.  A scene of mindless lust in a seedy bar with two people giving in to carnal need.  Need it or not, fuck this feels good!

Her legs tightened their grip on his hips and she bucked under him, her nails digging into his shoulder as the floodgates opened and her body gave in to the orgasm that so desperately wanted to be set free.  Vince needed no prodding, and as she rocked under him he thrust one last time and held it there with a guttural moan, unloading his hot cum deep inside her.

Afterward, as she adjusted her panties and then her skirt, she glanced at Vince who was just finishing with his belt buckle.  His eyes locked on hers and he smiled mischievously. "I think I like this open marriage thing..."

Stephanie laughed as she tucked in her blouse and walked towards the door.  When she got to it she turned back to him. “So do I...” She turned and opened the door, stepping out onto the street and into the rest of her night. “So. Do. I.” She turned back to Vince and blew him a kiss before closing the door behind her.

~~~~~~~~~~

Hank heard the keys rattle in the door and he quickly put the remote down.  He'd been randomly flipping through TV channels as he tried to ignore the disquiet that had been brewing after he got Stephanie's text. 'Stopping for drinks after work. Dinner's in the fridge, don't wait up. XO'

He of course waited up.  Ever since they’d had that conversation about her playing without him, he never knew when it was going to happen.  To date, any time she’d been randomly late or did something without him after work nothing had come of it, but he simply just didn’t know when the hammer was going to drop.

He felt an exhilarating loss of control at the thought of her simply fucking whoever she wanted and not having any say in the matter whatsoever.  Her feminine self-assurance was intoxicating, in the way she’d gotten him to agree to it.  As if it was perfectly natural for her to do what she wanted sexually while he waited like a good and faithful husband for her at home.  Yet as much as the idea of her empowerment turned him on, the macho part of him hadn’t yet completely let go and given in to being her cuckold.  He supposed he’d work through it, especially since he no longer had a choice in the matter, he just wasn’t sure how long it would take.

He met Stephanie at the door and as she closed it behind her and turned to face him, he knew.  The flushed cheeks, the lidded eyes, and the languid satisfied look on her face said all she didn't have to.  She'd fucked someone, and by the look of her, it had been a good one.

He stood in front of her and looked into her eyes as his heart threatened to beat out of his chest.  She looked amazing, full of freshly-fucked energy but he felt himself hesitating.  Do I want to know? Am I OK with this? It’s too late to turn back the clock, but is it too late for me?  Do I have to be her cuckold?

She read the questions on his face and saw the uncertainty in his eyes and knew she had to bring it home.  It was make-or-break time, and if she didn’t get him to face how much he could love being a cuckold, her uninhibited fun was going to come to an end before it had a chance to well and truly start.

She cupped her hand to his cheek, and smiled lovingly at him, then drew him in for a long and tender kiss.  She let her lips linger on his and then pulled back, letting her hand drop to his shoulder.  She kept her eyes locked on his as she brought her other hand up, and then pushed gently but firmly down on both of his shoulders.  She didn't speak, and he couldn't find his voice as his mind tried to reconcile the strange taste on her tongue, and then her intentions became clear.

As his knees bent, his gaze dropped from her eyes, down over the blouse that looked to be unbuttoned more than when she'd left the apartment, over her slim waist, and then settled on the front of her skirt.  Her crotch, hidden beneath the thin cotton skirt, was at eye level and she pulled his head to her, shoving his nose tight against her.

“Can you smell that baby?”

He could smell her no problem and thought there might be something else there too but he wasn't sure.  It was as though she could read his mind and she pushed him back momentarily, hiking her skirt up around her waist and then pulling him back in.  As the skirt settled over his head she reached under it and pulled her panties to the side, and with the other hand drew his head closer.

“Smell that baby.”

His nose pressed into the folds of her pussy, and a slick wetness coated him and engulfed his senses.  It was musky, not at all like the way she smelled, and he knew without a doubt she was rubbing another man’s cum over his face.  Literally putting his position as her cuckold in his face.  He knew this was a pivotal moment for them both, and as his cock twitched at the thought of how she was treating him, he had his answer.  His macho ego would have to deal because she was running on a sexual high, and he was loving how that made him feel.

“Taste it, baby. Tell me you want to be my cuck." She pulled his head harder against herself and gasped as his tongue flicked over her clit. "Oh, that's my good boy...Oh yeah."

He danced his tongue lightly over her pussy lips, coming back again and again to tease her clit.  She was thrusting her hips into his face, trying to drive his tongue deeper into her but he was still hesitating.  It wasn’t like he’d done this before and he wasn’t sure he could allow himself to go all the way.

Stephanie pulled his head tight against her cunt, now dripping with her excitement and the spent seed of her lover, and laid it out for him. “I know you want to cum tonight baby. I came, he came, and if you show me you know your place, I’ll let you fuck me and cum inside me too.”

She held her breath, unsure if he was going to go for it.  She wasn’t sure how they were going to navigate all this if he didn’t, despite what he’d agreed to before.  She loved him and they’d figure it out, but she couldn’t help but hope he made the right choice. Then his tongue pressed into the folds of her lips, went deep, and then dragged upwards inside her, lapping her up.  Stephanie let out a breath and leaned back against the door as his tongue probed her with abandon.  A satisfied smile slowly spread over her face as she closed her eyes and relaxed as he accepted his place and the reward she had brought home to him.

He’d cum at some point tonight as she’d promised, but not for a while.  She moaned as his tongue probed deeper. Not for a long while.

The End.


Happy Anniversary

James dipped his finger into the bath to check the temperature one last time and then turned off the taps.  He smiled at Sandy. "Just the way you like it."

She looked around at the candles, her chestnut eyes reflecting their flickering light in caramelized hues as she brought her gaze back to him, her smile saying more than her words. “You’re really going all out tonight.”

He chuckled as he slipped her robe from her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor as he took her hand and guided her over to the tub. “Oh, I’m only just getting started, babe.” He steadied her as she lowered herself into the water. “It is, after all, a special night.”

She murmured her pleasure as the warmth of the water engulfed her and she looked up at him.  Water dripped from her hand as she raised it to brush over his cheek. “Yes...it is, isn’t it?”

Sandy closed her eyes and lay her head back as he curled his hand around hers and inclined his head to kiss her fingers. Dragging his lips away, he continued to hold her hand up in the air and reached for the sponge floating beside her. James gently squeezed it and the warm drops of water burst from within and fell onto her arm.  The liquid mimicked his desire in a multitude of twisting paths, shamelessly meandering over her flesh until they reached their limit and fell back into the bath, spent and unable to offer her anything more.

Goosebumps sprang up and chased the last drops as they trickled down her arm and he lowered it into the water lest she grow cold.  Tiny waves sprang over the water's surface, bouncing off the walls and quietly splashing into themselves as his hand moved beneath them, the sponge caressing what his digits longed to.

James let the sponge float free and reached for the can of shaving cream bobbing beside it, having left it in the bathwater to warm up because only a brute would present her tender skin with anything less.  One hand supported her ankle and held her leg before him as the other slathered it under a layer of foam.  Though she generally bought her razors in bulk, so many in a package for a few bucks, for this occasion he’d sprung for a deluxe model.

He knew he'd made the right choice as he drew the triple blades over her and watched them effortlessly shed the tiny hairs that were there and leave a glistening trail of perfection in their wake.  Doing first one leg, and then the other he worked in silence, the only sound now that of the razor whispering its slick kiss across her skin, salaciously scrapping its blade where if it could make but one wish, his tongue would beg to be.

He abandoned the shaving cream for it would be useless under the water, and instead took up a bar of soap.  Sandy gasped but didn’t open her eyes as he rubbed it firmly between her legs and then she spread them, laying her ankles over the walls of the tub and relaxing into it.  She rotated her pelvis upwards, pressing herself towards him as he worked to ensure she was well covered, and for a moment he forgot about the soap.  His fingers dallied around her lips, and as he manipulated them to aid in the razor’s task, he allowed his knuckle to press up and in between them and against her clit.

She caught her breath and he watched as the heat spread from between her legs to flush her cheeks, and James chastised himself for his selfish weakness.   Focusing, he carefully shaved the rest of her pussy smooth, and when he was done with no further shenanigans, he beamed inwardly with pride.

The cork had been popped earlier to allow the red wine to breathe and he took a moment to pour a glass, the liquid splashing into the cup implying a promise of delight delivered upon the fruity aroma that wafted up from it.  He placed it into her hand with a soft kiss. “Enjoy your soak while I get the bedroom ready.”

She murmured something unintelligible and took a sip, then with eyes still closed she smiled and settled further down into the soothing embrace of the bath.  When he returned a while later the glass was empty and her look of contentment told him he’d picked the perfect vintage.

“As relaxing as that must be, it's time to get ready babe." He chuckled as she gave him a fake pouty lip, and then wrapped the towel around her as she stood to get out.  He took another towel and dried her legs while she used the hair dryer and then applied her makeup.  He figured since he was already kneeling, bringing his head down to kiss her toes was an indulgence he couldn't possibly be faulted for, and one as it would turn out that brought yet another smile to her face.

When she was done he led her by the hand into their bedroom. He'd closed the drapes and using several red LED candles had enclosed the room in a muted sexual glow.  Leading her over to the bed, he gestured to the lingerie lying amongst the red rose petals he'd scattered over the black silk sheets. "May I?"

“Oh my, look at all this." Sandy moved into him and kissed him deeply.  She let the towel drop at her feet and then stepped back and gave him her best haughty cruel girl look. "You may."

His dick twitched whenever she did that, and she knew it and that was all the thanks he needed for the effort he’d put into the bedroom presentation.  He gingerly picked up the garter belt, the bits of wispy lace impossibly fragile seeming in his manly hands but he had practiced with the fasteners and felt confident he knew what he was doing.  He dropped to his knees in front of her and stretched it around her waist, the pride evident in his voice. “I went to the little boutique we always told ourselves was too extravagant for us to shop at. I wanted the very best for you my love.”

Sandy lifted his chin with her finger and gazed down at him at her feet, the appreciation for him shining in her eyes. “James, you’re too good to me.”

James blushed at her praise and felt a little guilty.  If only she knew how much all of this was for him as much as it was for her.  To see her wear something so fine, something that accentuated her stunning natural beauty, was a gift worth more than anything money could buy. He shook his head to clear it and then lifted her foot with one hand, while his other guided her to steady herself on his shoulder.  Once she understood his intent and was ready, he rolled a stocking over her toes, and then up her leg, the nylon gliding over her freshly shaved silken skin in a teasing embrace that was reserved solely for itself and her.

The other leg followed, and then he was fiddling with the clasps comprised of silver keyholes begging to be filled with black nylon stretched thinly over a fastener's mating surface.  The midnight black thong slid up her legs, the candlelight casting shimmering red tones over the rippled surface as the satin settled into place over her mound.  James caught his breath as the panty hugged her pussy lips, the succulent folds of which were now hidden beneath its surface, taunting him with unseen pleasure.  He pressed his face into her for a moment and drew in her scent as the satin teased his nose, and then he pulled away and stood up.  He didn't dare tempt himself further lest he stray from that which they'd both agreed they wanted to happen.

Sandy gave him a mischievous smirk while she held her arms out for him to slide the bra straps over. “Trying to steal second base?” She draped her arms around his neck as he moved in close to blindly fasten the straps behind her back and she didn’t wait for an answer. Her tone grew serious. “You can steal all the bases you want, even tonight. You know that right?”

Her words drifting into his ear upon heated breath and the perfume he’d bought her last year combined together to cement his resolve.  He brought his mouth to hers. “I know what I want baby, and so do you.”

Her tongue pushed into his mouth, eagerly seeking his as her hand on the back of his head pulled him in tighter. Her mouth said what her heart was feeling, and his replied with all that he could never find the words for.  He allowed his fingers to drift down the small of her back, over the garter belt and the top of the thong, and then glide over the deliciously round orbs of her ass.  He marveled at the softness of her, at the delicate flesh that belied the tigress of all that was woman inside her, and then he ended the kiss.

He stepped back, holding her hands in his as he drew his eyes up the length of her legs covered in sheer nylon, past the panties that held the mysteries of the universe within, over her breasts, and then lingered on her mouth. On the lips that whispered so many naughty things in his ear, and delivered her sweet love with every kiss.  He then looked into her eyes and caught his breath at the heat simmering within them, and the love.

Sandy cupped his cheek and brushed her thumb over his lips. “Thank you for...everything.”

James took her hand and held it lightly. “No baby, thank you. For everything.” Shifting one foot behind himself he made an exaggerated bow, kissing her fingers as he lowered his head to them. He let them fall from his grasp and took another step back as the sound of a vehicle pulling up outside came to them.  A car door shut and then a moment later the doorbell rang. “It's time for me to go." He smiled and then winked. "Happy Anniversary my darling." He blew her a kiss and then disappeared through the doorway.

Sandy marveled at the man who’d just left her, and at the nirvana they’d found in their marriage through their willingness to explore new things and above all else, be true to each other.  She heard muffled deep voices, the front door closing, and then the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs that were most definitely not those of her husband.  Her lithe fingers slipped over the front of the thong.  They found her mound and pressed into it, making her moan both in anticipation of what was to come, and for the fucking mind-blowing love and trust her husband shared with her.

The End.
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