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It had only been four hours since I had dropped Elise off at the airport, and I was already missing her.

I had met my girlfriend a little over two years ago. I’m a doctor, and Elise was brought in by a management company that was taking over the operations of our office. I was immediately drawn to her bubbly personality and beautiful smile, but she was also physically perfect. Her mother was Korean, which gave her distinctly Asian features, while her father had a German background, which is where they got her name. She was slim and toned naturally, but she had gotten implants a few years before I met her, and that gave her body some curve in just the right spot.

For the first few months after we met, she seemed to spend an inordinate amount of time in our office. The more time I spent around her, the more I found myself looking forward to her visits. I wanted to ask her out, but I knew that would never be allowed as long as we worked together. When she was reassigned to a different set of offices, I saw my opportunity and asked her on a date. From there, our relationship blossomed.

Elise had worked for the same management company as a regional manager for almost ten years. Her region included San Diego, where we both lived, and a few offices in Phoenix. Every few months, she would have to fly out to Arizona for the weekend to check up on those ones. We both hated being away from each other, but it was a little easier for her to handle. The company always put her up in luxurious resorts and paid all of her expenses. It was like a mini vacation for her.

Today was Friday, and she would be gone until Monday. I wasn’t looking forward to a long weekend alone, but we always stayed in touch over text while she was away. After finishing up a few things at work, I pulled out my phone to see how she was doing.

“Hey, baby!” I said. “Did you make it in okay?”

“Hi, honey!” she replied almost immediately. “I’m just getting settled into my room. It’s so beautiful here! I think this is the nicest place they’ve ever put me in. There’s even a hot tub in my room! The only thing that’s missing is you!”

“Awe, I miss you too!” I replied with a smile. “I can’t wait to see you on Monday.”

“Well, I won’t make you wait that long. I brought some of your favorite lingerie with me. I’m going to put some on tonight, have a bottle of wine, and maybe do a sexy photoshoot for you. I hope you aren’t planning on bringing over another girl, because I want you to be drooling over these!”

Elise loved to tease me, and I would be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy it, too. She was incredibly photogenic, and she knew how to take the sexiest pictures when she was all by herself.

“I can’t wait,” I answered. “I don’t need another woman as long as I have you!”

“Good! I’m going to go get some dinner and pick up that wine, but I’ll call you later with a few surprises. Stay tuned!”

She added a winking emoji, and I knew I was in for some great pictures later. I tucked my phone away and went off in search of my own dinner for the evening.

It was almost eight o’clock when my phone rang with a call from Elise. I had started to get a bit antsy waiting for her, but I knew she would send me something good when she was ready, so I waited patiently until I finally heard the ring of my phone.

“Hey, sweetie!” she chirped excitedly when I answered the phone. “How are you?”

I could hear a noticeable slur in her voice that confirmed her intoxicated state, and I giggled a little. She was even more naughty when she drunk, so I wasn’t going to complain.

“I’m alright, but I really miss you,” I said. “What have you been up to?”

“Well, I’ve almost finished a whole bottle of wine, and I’ve been taking a few pictures for you, so now I’m really horny, too. Want to see the pictures?”

“Absolutely!” I said excitedly.

One of the things I loved about Elise was that she seemed very friendly, but she always kept it clean when she was around others. When it was just the two of us, though, she was always very sexual. She was incredible in bed, more so than anyone I had been with before. I had initially assumed she would be a little vanilla, but I was pleasantly surprised to discover she was very open minded and sexually driven.

“Hold on a second while I send them,” she said, then disappeared for a moment.

My phone dinged in my hand and I pulled it away to find a dozen pictures from her waiting in my messages. She had brought my favorite lingerie with her, a red and black bra and panty set paired with a garter belt and some black fishnet stockings. There were a few images of her splayed out on the bed, and a few of her standing in front of a full length body mirror that was positioned on one of the walls in the room. The rest of the pictures showed her in various states of undress, often posed to show off her cleanly shaven pussy and her voluptuous breasts.

“Damn, you are amazing,” I said after carefully making my way through the pictures. My cock was already hard and aching, so I began rubbing myself to relieve the sexual tension. “What are you doing now?”

“Mmm, I’m snuggled in the hot tub and playing with myself. Want to see?”

“Of course,” I said.

There was a few seconds of silence, followed by another picture. This time she was reclined in the tub with her long black hair pulled up into a ponytail. The water swirled around her breasts, her nipples hidden just below the surface of the water.

“Damn, you are incredible,” I said when I had finished enjoying the picture. “I wish I could be there in that tub with you, touching that beautiful body, slipping my hand down between your legs to feel you.”

“Mmm, don’t tease me like that!” she cooed. “You know how wet I get thinking about you.”

“I know, and I love it!”

There was a lull in the conversation for a second. I could hear a hint of hesitation from Elise, but before I could ask her about it, her liquid courage took over.

“Hey, can I ask you a question?” she said meekly.

I was curious where her mind was going, so I mumbled in assent and waited for her to continue.

“Can you tell me about that thing you used to do with your exes? What was it called again?”

“You mean the cuckold thing?” I asked.

“Yeah, that,” she said, then giggled nervously. “I know you mentioned it once before, but we’ve never really talked a lot about it. How did it work? What did you guys do?”

Before I had met Elise, I had a distinct fetish for the idea of being cuckolded by a beautiful woman. I had dated maybe a dozen women before I met her, and had actually fulfilled the fantasy with three of them.

“I mean, there wasn’t much to it. We would go online and find a guy she liked, and then message him to see if we got a good vibe. If everything seemed good, we would meet up with him for drinks first. Sometimes we would make a second date, but usually we would just end up bringing the guy home and she would sleep with him while I watched.”

“Did you join in, or just sit there and play with yourself?” she asked, still a little hesitant.

“I would just watch and play with myself. I would always get my turn after the guy left, and that was even better than joining. The pleasure of reclaiming your significant other after she’s been with another man can be pretty intense, but the wait when you are being denied pleasure makes it that much better.”

“So why have you always said you wouldn’t want to do it with me?”

It was a very honest and pointed question, and my stomach tightened in response. The truth was that I had never had strong feelings for the women who had helped me fulfill my fantasy. There was an element of vulnerability to cuckolding. When you tell your girlfriend that you want her to sleep with another man, a physically superior man, you take the chance that she’s going to catch feelings for the new guy. In a strong relationship like the one I shared with Elise, the chances were low, but it was still a possibility.

I had always considered myself a very average guy in terms of my appearance. I’m not a model by any stretch of the word, and Elise had always made me felt like that didn’t matter. But there were plenty of guys who would openly flirt with her, even in my presence, and that always made me nervous about suggesting that she sleep with someone other than me.

“Because I love you,” I said briefly, despite my inner machinations. “The last thing I want to do is take the chance of losing you to someone else.”

“You are the sweetest, most amazing man ever, and nobody would ever take you away from me. You know that, right?”

I smiled warmly, feeling the love in her voice.

“I know,” I said. “Why are you asking, anyway?”

Once again, there was a palpable hesitation in her answer. I felt a nervous flutter, but her answer quickly quelled my fears.

“On my first trip to Arizona ten years ago, I met this guy named Chris. We met at the bar in the hotel where I was staying, and we hit it off pretty well. He became like a friend with benefits that I would only see whenever I came out here. I stopped talking to him after a while, long before I met you, and I haven’t heard from him since then. I posted something about coming to Phoenix and he sent me a text saying hello and asking how I was doing. I haven’t sent anything back, though. I guess the wine has me feeling extra naughty tonight and I was thinking about writing back to him, but I won’t if you feel that strongly about it. We haven’t talked in years, so I doubt he’ll be upset if I ignore him.”

I had always told Elise that I didn’t want to watch her with another man, but that didn’t mean that I had never fantasized about other men fucking her. She seemed to be suggesting that she wanted to try it, but I wasn’t sure if perhaps I was just reading her intentions wrong.

“You wouldn’t want to just meet up with him to catch up, without sleeping with him?” I asked, feeling her out on this new friend.

“Well, we never really had that kind of relationship. I guess we were more like fuckbuddies than actual friends. We’d meet up for a drink to loosen things up, then go somewhere and fuck like bunnies for a few hours. After that, I would go home and not hear from him until the next time I was planning a trip. Honestly, if he hadn’t been good in bed, I probably would have stopped seeing him after my first trip.”

My mind swirled with a crazy mixture of emotions. This guy sounded like the perfect bull: skilled in bed with zero emotional connection for her. She could fuck his brains out and she would still come back to me without a second thought.

My cuckolding instincts kicked in and I began picturing Elise with a faceless man. My cock throbbed and I rubbed it harder, but I tried to keep my pace under control so that Elise wouldn’t hear me. I felt the familiar twinge of jealousy that came from my significant other lusting after another man, but just as it had every time before, the emotion turned me on even more.

“How big is he? Down there, I mean,” I asked.

The size of my manhood was another area where I felt very average. When I had chosen men for my previous girlfriends, I had always sought out well-hung guys to maximize their pleasure. If this guy was significantly bigger, it would fuel my insecurity in a very negative way while feeding my fantasy.

“I don’t really remember,” she said honestly. “I think he was about the same size as you, but I could be wrong. Why? Are you actually thinking you might want me to see him? Wait, are you touching yourself and thinking about it right now?”

That was when I realized that I had sunk myself so far into the fantasy, I was breathing deeply. She had caught me fantasizing about it, and it would be obvious if I lied to her, so I decided the truth was the best course.

“Yeah, I am,” I said hoarsely, letting the pleasure sink in. “As much as I say I don’t want you to fuck another guy, the idea is incredibly hot. Are you thinking about it, too? While you’re touching yourself?”

Elise giggled softly on the other end of the line, then let out a slow, heavy sigh.

“Yes,” she whispered. “I’m thinking about Chris. I’m thinking about how he used to fuck me, and it’s getting me so wet. Does it turn you on that your girlfriend is touching herself while she thinks about another man?”

“Yes,” I struggled to say. “I’m thinking about him kissing you. Touching you. I’m thinking about his cock slipping into that tight little pussy while I’m hundreds of miles away, jerking off all alone.”

“Don’t stop,” Elise begged, her breathing heavy and ragged. “Tell me more.”

“I’m imagining you riding his cock, your tits bouncing up and down every time you slide down onto him. Does that turn you on, baby?”

“Oh my god, yes,” she cried out, moaning deeply. “I want him to take a picture of his cock sliding into my pussy so i can send it to you afterward. I want to see how hard you get when I tell you how hard he fucked me, and how good it felt.”

Elise cried out loudly. I could hear her body erupt in orgasm at the idea of teasing me with another man, and my cock exploded in my hand, sending warm cum all over my lap.

I grabbed a towel and wiped my hand off, but both of us were silent for a minute.

“Is it always that intense?” she asked quietly.

“That’s nothing compared to how intense it can get when you really do it,” I said, knowing that I was leading myself down the path back to my old ways. “Were you just fantasizing, or were you serious about wanting to see him?”

“I… I don’t know,” she said finally. “If I’m being honest, I love the idea. I don’t want to upset you, though, and if you don’t want to try it, I understand. I just know that Chris is really great in bed, and I know that I love you and would never leave you for anyone else. If you think you would enjoy it, then I’m down to try it.”

“I’ve never done it without actually being there,” I said, pondering aloud. “I don’t know how that would work, and I wouldn’t be able to reclaim you afterward.”

“I could tell you all the details, and maybe try to get some pictures or a video. And I think making you wait until I got home would make it even more intense, don’t you?”

“Maybe,” I said, still hesitant.

“Do you want me to text him back?” she asked. “I don’t even know if he wants to see me. He might have a girlfriend or be married for all I know.”

“What if he is, but he still wants to fuck you?” I chuckled, knowing that Elise could convince any guy to fuck her, married or not. “Would you do it?”

“I wouldn’t care,” she said nonchalantly. “That might even make it hotter for me to know he was cheating for me. Maybe I should tell him I have a boyfriend, but not tell him that you know. He would probably love it if he thought I was cheating on you.”

“I like that idea, but it might make it hard to get pictures or a video if he thinks that,” I said. “Play it by ear though and see what feels comfortable.”

“So is that a yes?” she said, struggling to hold herself back.

“Yes, you can see him.”

“Oh my god, thank you, baby!” she squealed. “You are the most amazing man ever! Let me get off the phone then so I can text him. I’ll let you know what he says. Oh, and if you change your mind before tomorrow, I won’t be upset. Just let me know before I go out so I can let him know I’m canceling.”

I felt the familiar thrill of knowing something very kinky was going to happen this weekend. I couldn’t wait to see how Elise handled it while keeping me involved, and how far she would take it with him. I didn’t want to get my hopes up too much, because she might still lose her bravery when it came down to the moment of action.

“That’s okay, I doubt I will back out, but thank you for saying that.”

“You know, if he says yes, I may have to go out and buy a dress at lunch tomorrow. I didn’t bring anything sexy to wear on a date like this.”

“I’m sure you can find something good for him,” I said with a beaming grin. “Go talk to him first and let me know, though. I love you, baby. I hope you know that.”

“I do, baby, and I love you, too. I’ll text you soon.”

And just like that, she was gone. My stomach churned nervously as I struggled to keep my thoughts away from the wicked plan that was going down at that very moment. I pictured her in the tub, naked, and an idea occurred to me. I grabbed my phone and typed a quick text.

“Send him that pic of you in the tub. That will get his attention!”

There was no answer for almost twenty minutes, then finally my phone beeped.

“I have a date with him tomorrow night,” she said. “Oh, and he loved that picture of me! Night, baby!”

The first step had happened. My beautiful girlfriend had just shown herself off to another man in a teasing fashion. My cock was already hard, but I decided to hold off and save my excitement for tomorrow. I tucked my phone away and did my best to drift off to sleep.

I had Saturday and Sunday off, so I knew I was going to spend most of it in bed helplessly contemplating the night ahead. I could still say no, but somewhere deep inside, I knew I wanted this to happen.

Elise had a busy day, checking on three different offices before noon. She took a quick break and let me know that she had stopped at a mall, but I would have to wait until later that night to see what she had picked out. Her afternoon had three more stops, after which she would be returning to her hotel to get ready for the night.

The truth of what was about to happen finally sunk in around six that evening. I received an excited text from her.

“Oh god, baby, I have to show you what I’m wearing so you really know what you are getting yourself into!”

At first, I didn’t understand what she meant. Then the picture came through seconds later and my jaw dropped.

Elise was wearing a sexy little dress. It was snug, but not too tight, just enough to show her fit little body. There were two straps that came down into triangular cups over her breasts, with a plunging neckline between them that showed an obscene amount of cleavage. She looked like pure sex, and there was no way she was wearing that out and not getting fucked tonight.

“Holy shit, you look amazing!” I replied.

“You’re sure you’re okay with me going through with this? He’s going to be here in thirty minutes. I could still cancel now if you want, but once he’s here, it will be too late to stop me.”

“I know, baby,” I answered. “Don’t stop yourself. Do whatever your body craves.  All I ask is that you make him wear a condom, okay?”

“I will, I promise! Have a good night, and I'll try to update you as much as I can. Talk to you later!”

Once again, she went silent.

Over the next two hours, I struggled with the familiar discomfort of cuckold angst. It was like an itch at the back of my mind that I just couldn’t reach. I had felt it before, but that was typically in the buildup leading up to a big date.

This was different. My girlfriend was out with another man at that exact moment, and I had no idea what they were doing. Were they already going at it, or were they still flirting at the bar? I didn’t know when I would hear from her, or if I would even hear from her at all that night. If their date ended up lasting into the morning hours, I might not get any information until the following morning.

Two hours had passed when my phone beeped. I looked at the screen and my heart jumped when I saw a message from Elise.

“Hey, baby! Are you there?”

“Yes!” I replied quickly. “How is it going?”

“It’s good,” she said. “Chris ran to the store, so I have about fifteen minutes. Do you want to hear about my night so far?”

“Yes, please!” I pleaded. “I’m dying here. Tell me what’s happened!”

“Well, we haven’t had sex yet, but we’ve been flirting and there was something… Wait, I’ll start at the beginning.

“So Chris and I have had a running joke going all the way back to when we first met ten years ago. I met him online and we were planning to go out for a drink. He asked me if I wanted to meet him at the bar or if he should pick me up. I told him I really hate driving, and as an example, I said I would rather give a guy roadhead and let him drive. He of course immediately offered to drive every time I came into town, and I would always end up going down on him at some point, usually after I had a few drinks in me. Last night while I was texting him, he asked if he should pick me up, and I said yes with a knowing wink, so he already knew I was down for some fun.

“He picked me up and his jaw dropped when he saw the dress. He gave me a hug and a peck on the cheek, and then took me across town for a drink. I think he intentionally picked something far away, but nothing happened on the ride there. We just chatted innocently.

“We got to the bar and started drinking, and by the time we were buzzed, we were already flirting pretty openly. He would put his hand on my knee and stroke the inside of my thigh just below the hem of my skirt. He was teasing me so bad, and I loved it. I told him about you, and he asked if you knew we were out together. I just told him that it was something you didn’t need to know, then gave him a wink. He seemed to be happy with that answer, and the fact that I would cheat on you with him made him even more bold. He began nuzzling my neck right there in the bar, and we ended up kissing a few times.

“By the time we left, I was so horny. I was dripping wet and so ready to fuck him. We got in his car and I leaned over and started stroking his cock through his pants. He got hard right away, so I knew it was time to give him what we wanted. He pulled up to a red light and I told him to pull it out. He undid his belt and zipper, then pushed his jeans down off of his hips until his cock popped free. Then it was my turn to drop my jaw.

“I must have been thinking of someone else when I said he was about the same size as you, because he’s at least a few inches longer than you, and a lot thicker. My mouth started to water as soon as I saw it, and I immediately dropped my head into his lap and started sucking him off.”

My cock ached as she detailed her story, but it was that moment that really drove it home. My girlfriend had done it. She had sucked another man’s cock, pleasing him with her oral skills. It wasn’t just any man, either. He was bigger and better than me, and she loved his cock.

Elise seemed to be thinking the same thing.

“I felt so naughty. I felt so dirty. I was sucking my old fuck buddy’s dick, and all I could think about was you at home touching yourself, wondering if it had happened. That drove me even crazier, and I gave him one of the most enthusiastic blowjobs I’ve ever given.

“Chris usually has pretty good control, but I must have surprised him, because he only lasted maybe five minutes before I felt him getting ready to cum. I didn’t want to make a mess, and I had no other choice, so I kept my mouth on him as his cock erupted in my mouth, swallowing every drop as quickly as I could!”

“Oh my god, babe!” I replied for the first time since she had started her story. “You swallowed his cum? You never do that with me!”

“I know, baby, but I was just lost in the moment and didn’t want to stop. It even tasted kind of good! I hope you’re not mad…”

“Not at all,” I said. “I’m so hard thinking about it.”

“Show me,” she said.

I snapped a quick picture of my dick and sent it to her, then waited patiently for a response.

“Wow, he really is a lot bigger than you,” she said.

My stomach churned, but I loved how much this was turning her on. I loved that he had a cock that would satisfy her in ways that I couldn’t, and she wasn’t holding back in telling me that.

“I’m glad you like his cock. So what happened after that? Where is he?”

“Well,” she continued, “we got to the hotel and started making out in the car. I asked him if he had any condoms, but he hadn’t brought any. We usually don’t use them, so he was expecting to need one, but I came up with some excuse about not wanting to get pregnant. I told him to go to the store and gave him my room number, then jumped out and came up to my room to text you. He should be back any minute now, and I think your fantasy is going to happen when he gets here. Just think, in a half hour, I’ll be riding another man’s cock while you jerk off again. I never thought that idea would turn me on so much, but it does!”

“I love it!” I answered. “I hope you have fun, and text me when you can.”

“I will, but don’t get mad if you don’t hear from me until tomorrow morning. I might be a little busy all night! Oh, and when I got back to my room, I changed out of my dress and into some lingerie. I’m going to leave the door open a crack so when he walks in, he finds me waiting on the bed. Do you want an idea of what he’s going to see?”

“Yes!”

A picture popped up and my stomach grew even tighter. Elise had aimed the camera at the full-length mirror, so I got a view of the entire room. She was lying on the bed with her phone in her hand, dressed in my favorite lingerie. She had brought it along to do a photo shoot for me, and now she was wearing it for her first bull. I was both jealous and aroused.

“Wow, such a bad girl!” I said. “But you look amazing! Enjoy your moment, baby. I love you!”

“I love you, too! Thank you for letting me do this! He just texted that he’s on his way up, so I have to go. Talk to you soon!”

I sat there and rubbed myself. Five minutes passed, and I knew in that moment that Elise was making out with her old fuck buddy, dressed in her sexiest lingerie. That was all it took to send me over the edge.

I didn’t hear anything else all night, but I did end up playing with myself a few more times thinking about what they might be doing. Eventually I drifted off to sleep, dreaming of my amazing girlfriend.

The next morning, I woke up and checked my phone immediately, but there were no messages. I got up and showered, then made some breakfast. I was just finishing up when I finally heard from Elise.

“Hey, baby, sorry I took so long to respond. I have so much to tell you! How did you sleep?”

“Pretty good,” I said. “It was hard to get to sleep wondering what was happening, but I drifted off eventually. Are you still with him?”

“No, he left a little while ago. I came down to the pool to tan for a bit.”

She sent me a picture of her legs, stretched out on a lounge chair next to a big pool filled with clear blue water. I couldn’t help thinking about those legs wrapped around another man, and that brought me back to her story.

“Don’t torture me any longer,” I said. “What happened?”

“I thought you might be eager to know. I’ll start from when he walked in and found me on the bed. He paused for a second to admire me, and the way he looked at me made me feel so beautiful and sexy. He crawled onto the bed toward me and we started making out as I undressed him. I pulled all his clothes off until he was just in his boxers, and then I pulled those off, too. Once again I was staring at that beautiful cock, just as hard as he had been when I first went down on him in the car. He gets so hard for me, and he never has a problem going multiple times. I sucked him for a little, but he wasn’t satisfied with that. I don’t know if I told you this, but Chris loves to eat me out. He pushed me back on the bed and pulled my panties off, then just started teasing me with his tongue, making slow circles around my clitoris. You can’t even imagine how wet I was right then. It felt so good, and I was thinking about you while he did it. I started cumming within a few minutes and couldn’t stop. He kept going, licking and sucking my lips down there, flicking his tongue inside me every now and then until I was begging him to fuck me.

“He stopped and crawled over me, and started kissing me as his cock brushed across my pussy lips. I knew it was going to happen right then. I was going to cheat on you, and I think even if you had been right there and told me not to, I still would have let him take me. I just needed him so badly, I couldn’t say no.

“I remembered the condom just in time, and I made him grab the bag he had brought. He slipped a rubber on and moved back between my legs. He teased me a little more, and eventually I just said, ‘please.’ That was all it took.

“He pressed the tip against my pussy and it just slid right in. God, he felt so big inside me. I love that full feeling. I mean, your cock feels good in me, but a bigger cock is just different.”

“Better?”

“Yeah, a little. I would never cheat on you just for that, but it really does feel so good. He pumped me slowly at first, just feeling how tight I was. The longer he went, the more passionate and forceful he became. He pulled out and rolled me onto my belly, then climbed on me and buried his length inside me again. From behind, he was even more forceful.

“I started cumming every few minutes. I have no idea how many times he made me climax, but it seemed like dozens of times. I even squirted a few times, and I know how much you love making me do that.

“I think we fucked for like two hours that first time. Sometimes he would stop and I would suck his cock or he would go down on me, but it was non-stop. I started thinking he would never cum, and then he just stopped and grunted as he came into the condom. The sex had been so great, that it was kind of anticlimactic. I found myself wishing he had pulled out and came on me, because I wanted to feel it on my body if I couldn’t have it inside me.”

My stomach fluttered as I stroked myself. I found myself wishing I hadn’t told her to use a condom, but it was too late now.

“You said you went for two hours the first time,” I replied when she seemed to pause. “Did you fuck again after that?”

“Patience, my cuckold, I’ll get there!” she snipped back.

“After he finished, he went to the bathroom to get rid of the condom. I slipped his shirt on, and we snuggled up in bed for a little bit. My whole body felt as light as a feather, but I could feel some soreness starting to set in. I got up and started filling the tub, then suggested he join me to soak for a bit. I had a bottle of wine, so we opened it and slipped into the tub together.

“At first, we sat on opposite side with our legs kind of intertwined. We chatted and giggled, but I felt myself wanting more. I wanted to feel his arms around me, so I switched sides and sat in front of him, laying back against him while his hands touched and explored me. His fingers found my pussy again, and while he rubbed me softly, I leaned back and started to kiss him.

“Our kissing became very passionate, and soon I turned around and straddled his lap. Luckily it was a big tub with plenty of room to move around. I felt his cock brush against me, already hard again, and that’s when I did something bad, baby.”

The flutter came again, this time more intensely. I knew what she was going to say as soon as I read that.

“Please don’t be mad, but I wanted to fuck him again, and the condom wouldn’t really work in the hot tub, so I just lifted up and slid down on him. I knew I shouldn’t be doing it bare, but his cock felt even better without that layer between us, just his warm cock stretching the walls of my pussy. I couldn’t stop myself.”

She paused, waiting for a response, but I didn’t know what to say. I wasn’t mad. I was even more turned on.

“Baby? Are you really mad?” she asked after I was silent for a few minutes.

“No, honey, I’m not. It’s okay. You just caught me off guard. That… that sounds so hot. God, I wish I could have been there to see it!”

“I wish you were, too. I was even imagining you in the room with us, playing with yourself in the bed while we fucked in the hot tub right next to you. That would be so hot!”

“What happened next? Did he pull out when he came?”

“We didn’t really have a lot of room to switch positions, so we stayed like that the whole time, just bucking against each other while the water splashed around us. I came twice before I felt him start to get harder. I knew he was close, and I was going to climb off when he came, but then I started having a third orgasm and all my muscles tightened around him. I couldn’t stop or move, and I had a tight grip on him. His cock exploded and I felt it flooding inside me, filling me with his seed. I feel so bad saying this, but it felt so good. I felt so naughty fucking him without the condom, and letting him cum inside me made me feel like a total slut. I know I shouldn’t have done that, but I loved it. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay!” I said, letting my instincts take over. “I wanted you to give in to your desires, and that’s exactly what you did!”

“Mmm, I’m glad you’re happy about it! It really was so good. We got out of the tub after that and dried off, then cuddled up in bed again. We ended up falling asleep after that, but as soon as we woke up, I felt his hard cock pressing against my back. His hand started to stroke my thigh, and I rolled over and started kissing him. I was still wearing his shirt, so he pulled it up and started stroking my pussy with his fingers. My entire body began to tingle, and I knew I wanted him again.

“I had already fucked him without a condom and let him cum inside me, so I decided it wouldn’t really matter if I did it again. I just pushed my ass back against him and felt him stiffen even more. He slid his boxers off and pressed the head of his cock against my labia. He kept doing that, just teasing me until I reached down and guided him inside me.

“He fucked me like that, our bodies spooning together, nice and slow. His hands were all over me, up under my shirt and cupping my tits to keep a hold on my body. I couldn’t stop moaning because it felt so good. That’s when I said something that turned him on even more. I didn’t mean to say it. It just sort of slipped out because I was thinking about you.”

“What did you say?” I asked.

“I told him his cock felt so much better than my boyfriend’s,” she replied.

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” I replied.

“You like that? Are you touching yourself imagining it?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Don’t cum yet. I’m almost done.”

“Okay, baby,” I said, then waited for the next text.

“He was fucking me from behind and I said that, and he just laughed and grabbed me tighter. His hand came up around my throat, not too tight, but just enough to let me know he was in control. You know how much I love that. He started whispering in my ear. He told me he wanted to fill me with cum, to own another man’s girlfriend. I started begging him to do it, but he still held back. He asked me who owned my pussy, and I knew the answer he wanted, so I said it. I told him my pussy belonged to him and I wanted him to fill it. He grabbed me tighter and pushed all the way inside. I felt it squirt into my pussy, not just once but over and over again. I started to climax with him, clutching the sheets as I cried out. It was so intense, I couldn’t move for almost ten minutes afterward.

“The whole night was incredible. Thank you so much for trusting me to do that. You know I love you, right?”

“I know, and I love you, too,” I said. “That was an incredible story. I just came so hard thinking about it.”

“You aren’t mad that he came inside me twice?” she asked hesitantly.

“Not at all,” I replied. “If that’s what you wanted in the moment, I’m glad you did it. So how did you guys end things? Are you seeing him again tonight, or was it just a one time thing?”

“I wasn’t going to, but he did ask me. We got dressed and went to breakfast together. He was asking if I enjoyed it, and I slipped and said something about how I couldn’t wait to tell you. He gave me a look and I realized what I had said, so I decided to come clean and tell him about your fantasy. He wasn’t weirded out, and thought it was great that you trust me that much. That was when he suggested meeting up tonight to make a video for you. I was so nervous about how you would react to everything, I told him I wanted to see how you responded before I gave him an answer.”

“And now that you know my response, what are you thinking?” I pressed.

“I think it’s up to you, baby,” she answered, still holding back.

“Do you want to fuck him again?” I asked.

“I mean, yeah, I would love to. I just don’t know if two nights in a row would be too much for you. That doesn’t make you jealous?”

“It does, but in a good way. I love hearing what you want, your urges and desires. If you want to fuck him again tonight, then do it. I’d love to have a video of you and him together, so that’s a nice little bonus for me!”

“You’re sure?” she asked one final time.

“Yes!”

“Okay! I have to visit a few more offices today, but I’ll set something up for this evening and let you know what’s happening. I love you so much, babe!”

“I love you, too!” I said. “Go get some sun, and have a good day. I’ll talk to you later.”

Around five in the afternoon, Elise texted me to give me an update on the evening ahead. Once again, I had planned to relax at home and contemplate what she would be doing.

“Hey, honey! I just wanted to let you know the plan. Chris is going to be here in about an hour. This resort has a bunch of pools, and one of them has a bar in the actual pool! So we are going to go down and grab a few drinks and watch the sunset, then probably come back to the room for some fun afterward. I thought you might enjoy knowing that he’s going to be hanging out with me in a public place while I’m wearing one of my skimpy bikinis. I don’t think he’ll be making a lot of eye contact with me, if you know what I mean.”

“Sounds fun,” I replied. “Which bikini are you going to wear for him?”

Elise replied with a photo of herself in an American flag bikini. As promised, it was very skimpy, with two small triangles of fabric holding in her voluptuous breasts. A similarly small triangle covered the mound of her pussy, with two small straps that rested on her hips to hold it in place. It was one of her sexiest bikinis, and I was already getting hard just looking at the picture of it. She was right: he would be spending the evening appreciating her half naked body, not her lovely eyes.

“Damn, you are stunning,” I said after ogling the picture for a few minutes. “Have fun and text me when you can!”

“I will! Now that he knows that you are into it, maybe I can even text you while we are hanging out.”

“That would be amazing!” I said.

An hour passed, and then another. I looked outside and noticed the sun setting, and I imagined them sitting together with drinks in their hand, enjoying the view. I grabbed a beer and decided to do the same.

As soon as I sat down, I got a message from Elise. I opened my phone and found a picture waiting for me. It showed Elise and another man standing waist deep in a pool. She was dressed in the same bikini she had showed me earlier, and he was wearing some swim shorts without a shirt. The picture looked like it had been taken by the bartender, and Elise had her arms wrapped around her friend while she kissed his cheek innocently. She looked like she was having fun and loving life.

This was the first time I had seen Chris, and now I understood her interest in him. His body was toned and muscular, with a strong jaw line and a handsome face. He looked a little like a douchebag, but physically he was perfect. It was exactly what you would want in a fuck buddy.

It was also the first time he had seen his girlfriend touching another man. The kiss was innocent, but I knew the truth beyond the picture. This was the man who had fucked her that very morning, burying his cock in my girlfriend’s tight little pussy while she came all over it. Her lips would be all over his body later that night, and the thought fueled my desire for her.

“You two make quite a cute couple,” I replied. “Shouldn’t he be kissing you too, though? It looks like you two are being a little too well-behaved.”

A few minutes later, another picture popped up. This one was a selfie of the two of them, but this time with the two of them kissing. It wasn’t just a peck; it was clear that their tongues were intertwined in a very passionate kiss.

“Is this better?” the accompanying text read.

“Much,” I texted back, then rubbed my freshly sprung erection.

“He’s has his hands all over me,” she said. “He’s been touching me, and I've had my hand in his lap for the past ten minutes, rubbing his cock behind the bar. I’m pretty sure everyone here thinks we are a couple. Do you want me to be good, or can I keep up the PDA?”

“You can do whatever makes you happy. Too bad you aren’t wearing a wedding ring, because then they’d know what a dirty little slut you are!”

“Mmm, for some reason I really like that idea…”

“What are you thinking?” I asked, knowing that she was up to something.

“You’ll see!”

She stopped texting for a bit. A half hour later, I got another message.

“We’re still at the bar, but I’ve been a really bad girl!” she said, adding a winking icon at the end.

“Oh yeah? What have you been doing?”

“Just chatting with a few people. At first it was just the bartender. He’s seen Chris and I kiss a few times, and he’s seen us with our hands all over each other, so he knows something is going on between us. He asked me how I liked it out here, and I said it was great but I miss my boyfriend. He looked at Chris and furrowed his brow like he was confused, so I told him that we were just friends. Now he thinks I’m a cheating slut, and I’m kind of enjoying that. Then a large group of people showed up at the bar and we started talking to them and mingling with the crowd. I’ve told a few of them that my boyfriend was supposed to come but he couldn’t make it, and that Chris was keeping me company for the weekend. Every time I told someone that, I would turn to him and give him a really sensual kiss to drive it home. I may not have a wedding ring, but they definitely know I’m a dirty little slut!”

“Not just any dirty little slut. You’re my dirty little slut!” I replied.

“Always, baby! Well, maybe not tonight. Tonight I belong to the guy with his hand on my ass at the moment. You can reclaim me tomorrow when I get home, though!” she teased.

“You can be sure I will.”

My cock was aching again. I considered giving myself some release, but I decided to hold off and see where the night went.

Another hour ticked by in silence before I heard from Elise.

“We’re heading back to the room right now. We went to the hot tub with that big group from the bar, and Chris ended up fingering me under the water while we were sitting with all of them. It was so hard not to moan when he was touching me, but now I can’t wait to fuck him after teasing me like that!”

My stomach tightened. I didn’t know what was going to happen, but Elise had told me the entire point of seeing Chris tonight was to make a video together for me. That at least gave me the looming promise of some resolution to my cuckold angst.

I fully expected that I might not hear or see anything tonight, so I was pleasantly surprised when I heard my phone ding. I looked at the screen and saw a message from an unidentified number. I opened the message, and I immediately understood: she had given Chris my number.

The message was a picture, and a very explicit one at that. It showed his cock, taken from his point of view.  Elise had understated it a bit when she said he had a big cock. His manhood was enormous, with thick veins bulging on the surface and a large purple head. He was sitting on the edge of the bed, and I could see Elise kneeling in the background in her bikini. One of her hands was on him, her fingers wrapped lightly around the base of the shaft, and his skin glistened with saliva. It was obvious she had been sucking his cock moments before the picture was taken.

As it to drive the point home, a second picture popped up, this time with her lips wrapped around the head and pressing into his flesh. It was the visual confirmation of my most intense fantasy, with a woman that I loved with every inch of my being. I stared at my phone in awe, waiting for more, and the pictures started coming every few seconds. Image after image of my girlfriend’s soft lips servicing his thick cock.

I wondered for a moment why she was having Chris send them, and then I saw why in the background. Her phone was set up on the dresser, recording every agonizing detail of Elise’s infidelity for my personal pleasure.

After four or five pictures, the subject changed ever so slightly. Elise’s bikini top disappeared, leaving her firm, round breasts exposed. Another picture showed a close up of her chest, with his length squeezed between her globes. Chris had caught the lower half of her face in that picture, and I could see a devilish smile on those red lips.

There was a lengthy lull after that, and for fifteen minutes I didn’t hear from either of them. Then another picture came through, and my eyes widened when I opened it.

Elise was on her back on the bed, her legs spread wide. Chris’s thick cock was positioned just over her pussy, the head only inches from her slit. The next picture showed the tip pressed into the folds of labia, and then the third and final picture showed him buried halfway inside her. The shaft glistened with her juices, and I found myself wondering if her wetness was from fucking him or from posing for me. It was likely both of those.

The other thing I realized while staring at that picture was that Chris wasn’t wearing a condom. He was feeling Elise’s pussy in the most intimate way, in a way that was only supposed to be for me.

The pictures stopped after that. I could only assume that they were so lost in each other that they didn’t have time to keep track of the camera. At least there would be a video for me to watch later.

It was over an hour before I received another message. The first one came from Elise herself.

“Oh my god, baby! He fucks me so good! His dick is just amazing. I have one more picture for him to send you, and then I’ll send that video in a little bit, too. We’re going to take a break and go get another drink. I hope you enjoy this one!”

As I was reading her response, another text came through from Chris’s phone. It showed Elise reclined on the bed, her hair a tousled mess that gave her a freshly fucked look. Her legs were splayed wide open, and there was a glob of white cum dripping from her freshly fucked pussy. I had never seen something so beautifully erotic in my entire life.

“You are incredible, Elise,” I said, switching back to my conversation with her. “I can’t wait to see the video.”

“I’m going to email it to you. Make sure you don’t play too much watching it. Save some for me tomorrow!”

“I will, I promise,” I said, the waited patiently for her to send it.

The video popped up in my inbox moments later. I clicked on it and sat back to watch.

The video started with Elise right in front of the camera, bent over to set it up with her breasts bulging out of her top. Chris sat on the bed behind her, still wearing his swim shorts. His eyes followed Elise’s ass, admiring my girlfriend’s beautiful form.

Once she was satisfied with the positioning, she stood up and turned around, giving me the same view that Chris had just been enjoying. Her little bubble butt looked perfect in her little bikini bottom.

Chris stood up and they approached each other passionately. Their lips came together in a kiss, and for the first time, I watched my girlfriend making out with another man. There was a fire between them, a thirst needing to be quenched. It made me both nervous and excited to see how he took her.

Their kiss continued for a few minutes, before Elise dropped to her knees and pulled his shorts down and off. His cock sprung free, and she took it hungrily and began sucking it.

Chris glanced around, then slowly backed up toward the bed, pulling Elise along with him. She followed on her knees like a puppy dog. When he sat down, he grabbed his phone from the nightstand and aimed the camera down at her.

“Smile for your man,” he said as she giggled nervously with his cock in her hand.

The camera beeped, and he pulled up a new message.

“What’s his number?” he asked her, and she mumbled my phone number to him. “Good girl. Now suck that cock so I can give him some good pics.”

Elise moaned excitedly and sank her lips around his thick member. Her head bobbed up and down vigorously, pausing every now and then for him to snap a pic. Chris reached down behind her and pulled the tie at the back of her bikini, and the top fell to the floor. She never stopped sucking him, even as he undressed her and resumed his photography.

After a few more poses, Chris put his phone down and pulled Elise up onto the bed. They kissed a little, and then he slid down between her legs and deftly remover her bottoms.

Elise cooed loudly as his tongue found her clitoris, softly bouncing back and forth over it. Her fingers ran through his hair and her entire body squirmed under his skills. I could see she was right; he loved tasting her sweetness and did so eagerly.

Chris stood up, his cock bobbing around as he moved, then gripped Elise by the thighs and pulled her to the edge of the bed. He grabbed his phone again and aimed it down at his cock as he prepared to fuck my girlfriend. He snapped a few pictures, then started to tease her slit with his cock as he continued capturing their exploits. He paused every few seconds to send a picture, then finally tossed the phone aside and focused all of his attention on her.

His bare cock glided easily into Elise, and she cried out in ecstasy. He lowered himself to kiss her, and her arms and legs wrapped around him to pull him even deeper inside her.

My cock throbbed as I watched another man fuck Elise. I knew he was bigger than me, and that meant that his cock was touching her in places that my average size could never reach. Within minutes, she began cumming on his cock. Her orgasm was so intense that she pushed him off of her, but he only paused long enough to dive between her legs and begin licking her sensitive vulva. As her arousal subsided, he crawled onto the bed over her and took her pussy once again with his manhood.

Chris brought her to another orgasm, and when he pulled back, she quickly took control. She pushed him back onto the bed and straddled his waist. I watched his cock disappear as she lowered herself down onto him with a drawn out sigh of pleasure.

Elise began riding Chris’s cock with a enthusiasm that I had often seen when she was on top of me. That was part of what made her one of the best lovers I had ever had, and now this other man was enjoying her prowess while I watched helplessly. I had to keep reminding myself that this had happened over an hour ago, and that they weren’t currently in the middle of this act, but it didn’t matter. Elise had ventured into the taboo world of my fantasy, and I would always remember the beauty of her fucking another man.

The two of them went at it relentlessly, rolling around into every possible position. He took her from behind while she was all fours, he bent her over the bed, and he even lifted her up and bounced her up and down on his length. The more they fucked, the more he had to fight to hold himself back.

When it finally got to the point that he could no longer wait, he rolled her onto her back and began pummeling her pussy. Elise cried out louder than I had ever heard before, until he buried himself firmly inside her and began grunting. He pulled out slightly, still cumming. When he finally pulled free, the last few drops of his seed bubbled out of her. He grabbed his phone to capture the final proof of her infidelity.

Elise took a few moments to catch her breath. They discussed going down for a drink, and she grabbed her phone to text me while he sent the last picture. She climbed off the bed when she was done and stopped the camera.

I looked down and realized that I had cum all over myself without even noticing. The images had been too much, and I was already done. I got up and ran to the bathroom to clean up, then grabbed my phone to text Elise.

“I just finished watching the video. That was incredible, baby!” I said.

There was no response for almost fifteen minutes, and of course my mind started to carve out all sorts of crazy ideas. Maybe they had skipped the drink in favor of another round of fucking, or maybe they had fallen asleep together. When I finally got her response, it didn’t help my angst.

“Oh, hey, baby! Sorry I didn’t answer right away. We went down for that drink, and on the way back to the room, Chris pulled me into an unused stairwell in some back corner of the building. We started making out, and he ended up fucking me right there, where anybody could have caught us! I was wearing my bikini with a cover up over it, so it was pretty easy for him to get it in. I even ended up leaving my bikini bottoms in the stairwell when we were done and coming back to the room with his cum dripping down my thigh. Damn, baby, he makes me want to be so kinky! I love you for letting me have fun like this.”

Chris had now filled my girlfriend with cum four times over the past two days, and I had a feeling he wasn’t done. My jealousy swirled and raged inside, but I fought it back. This was for both of us, and I had given her permission to pursue her most forbidden desires. I was happy that Chris was able to meet the challenge and push her even further.

“I love you, too, Elise,” I said. “That’s so sexy! I’m glad you are enjoying yourself, but save some for me!”

“Don’t worry about that, baby. I’m going to fuck your brains out when I get home. That’s all I’ve been able to think about. Well, at least it is when I’m not fucking Chris! Haha.”

My cock was still half hard, and her continual teasing seemed to keep me in that state.

“What are you doing now?” I asked.

“We just got back to the room. I think he’s going to stay with me again tonight, and maybe give me a ride to the airport in the morning. Is it alright if I leave the camera off and just have some time alone with him?”

“Of course, honey,” I said. “I’ve been teased enough. I don’t think I really need more at this point. I just need you here!”

“I need that, too! I can’t wait to see that handsome smile again. Go get some sleep, because I’m going to want you awake all night tomorrow! Good night, my love!”

“Good night, baby,” I said, then put my phone down for the night.

I didn’t hear from Elise that night, or even the next morning. I already knew her flight came in at two that afternoon, so I made sure I was at the airport early so that I could greet her with a kiss as soon as she walked off the plane.

The baggage claim area was at the bottom of a set of stairs. As the passengers came in, they made their way down those stairs, but you couldn’t go up the stairs without a ticket. I waited there, surrounded by others waiting for their loved ones, looking for her at the the top.

When Elise finally came into view, my heart nearly stopped. Usually, she tended to dress on the conservative side. When we would go out, she would sometimes wear sexy dresses like the one she had bought for her date with Chris, but they never crossed the line toward being slutty. The outfit she wore as she walked off the plane fell well into that category, though.

Elise was wearing a skimpy little tank top that showed a lot of cleavage. That wasn’t unusual for her, but it was the skirt that really gave her that super naughty look. It was short and pleated, stopping just inches below where her thighs came together, leaving her long, slender legs bare and exposed. With a pair of matching high heels, she looked like she was ready for some fun.

We made eye contact, and she smiled devilishly as she began descending the stairs. Her skirt swished back and forth with each step, and when I looked up at her from below, I caught a very brief glimpse under the skirt and realized that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Every guy standing around me was probably watching her with the same lustful interest. She had dressed to tease me, but she was putting a show on for anyone who wanted a peek as well.

“Hi, baby,” she said as she slipped her arms around my neck and gave me a long, deep kiss. “I missed you so much.”

“I missed you, too,” I whispered, loving the feeling of her body against mine. “You look like you’ve been up to no good. Where are your panties?”

“I’ll tell you in a minute. Let’s go get my bag and I’ll fill you in.”

Elise pulled me by the hand toward the luggage carousels, and I followed obediently behind her. She looked back over her shoulder at me with that same playful smile. Once we got to the baggage carousel, she launched into her story.

“Last night, after I finished texting you, Chris and I crawled back into bed. It was probably less than fifteen minutes before we were fucking again. As soon as I felt how hard he was, I had to have him inside me. His stamina is unreal. He kept going all night long, and only came once the entire time. My pussy is so sore right now.”

I glanced around at the other people waiting for their bags, and I realized at least a few of them could hear my girlfriend describing her sexual exploits with her arms wrapped lovingly around me. My cock was pretty hard, but I fought to hide the erection. Her bag came out, and we started to make our way back to my car.

“We finally stopped around five in the morning, and I stopped to pack my things, shower, and change. I had picked this dress out for him, but I decided you could enjoy it, too. Plus, it was perfect for the idea I had.

“We went to breakfast, and then headed to the airport. When he pulled into the parking garage, I told him to find a parking spot far away from everyone else. He went to the top floor, where there were only a handful of cars parked. He drives this big truck with a full back seat, so I slipped back there and slid my panties off. I didn’t have to say anything after that. He jumped out and slid in beside me, then slipped his hand up under my skirt and started touching me. I pushed him away, then straddled him in the back seat. My tits were right in his face, and I could feel his bulge pushing against my pussy. We kept kissing while he opened his pants and pulled his cock out, then teased it along my slit. I was so wet, baby!

“I knew it would be the last time we could fuck for at least a few months, if ever again, so I needed to have him. I lowered myself onto him and began fucking him right there in the parking lot, in the back of his truck. I was pretty eager, too, so I’m sure that ride was rocking. He pulled my tank top down and started sucking on my nipples, and my whole body felt alive. It took him ten minutes before he exploded, leaving one last load inside me.”

We had just gotten back to my car, and I had put her suitcase in the trunk. Instead of walking around to the passenger side of the car, she went to the rear door on the driver’s side and opened it. She stood there and looked at me lustfully.

“I left my panties in his car, and he’s been dripping out of me since then. Would you like to feel it when you reclaim me?”

Elise didn’t wait for my answer. She slipped into the back seat and beckoned for me to join her. I climbed in and pulled the door shut behind me. She was lying in front of me, her skirt riding up just enough for me to see her smooth little pussy. My fingers gently stroked her slit, then pushed in between her lips. I felt the slippery sensation of her cum-filled pussy, and my cock swelled.

Elise wasn’t content with my fingers, and she began clawing at my pants to free my manhood. She managed to get my jeans down around my hips before she grabbed me and pulled me toward her. My cock, fully erect, slipped through his cum and into her freshly fucked pussy.

Her warmth was all around me, pressing against my flesh. I looked down into her eyes and she smiled up at me. I could see the love on her face as she bit her lip and sighed. I was all that she wanted in that moment.

I made love to her in the backseat, hoping nobody walked by. Our bodies moved together with a synchronicity that I had never felt with anyone. I kissed her and her lips pressed back against mine with a hunger. I could feel her body tremble under my touch.

I felt the first pangs of my orgasm spread through my muscles. Our movements were slow and deliberate, and that made it easier to keep control. The gradual build led me higher than I had ever been before, and I knew my climax was going to be intense. Elise squeezed me tighter, and I knew she was getting close, too.

“Give it to me,” she whispered softly in my ear. “Make me yours again. I will always want to be yours.”

My body tightened and I was done. I pumped my seed deep inside her, adding mine to her lover’s. Elise cried out and her own orgasm swept through her body. In that moment, we were one, our bodies joined in the most carnal way. I stayed on top of her, basking in the afterglow as we smiled silently at each other. After a few minutes, she finally broke the silence.

“That was incredible,” she said. “I’ve never been touched the way you just took me. Now I want to see him again, just so you’ll take me like that again!”

“Yeah?” I asked with a knowing smile on my face. “You really want to fuck him again?”

Elise nodded, then pulled me down I to another kiss. When I pulled back moments later, I already knew my answer.

“You can fuck him again, but under one condition.”

“What’s that?” she asked.

“The next time you fuck him, I don’t want you to be just a cheating girlfriend. I want him to be fucking my hotwife.”

“Are you proposing to me in the backseat of your car, while I have another man’s cum inside me?” she giggled.

“I guess I am.”

“Good,” she smiled, “because the answer is yes.”

We kissed again, and I knew right then that I could never lose her. Elise would always be the love of my life, and I knew she felt the same.
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WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and a threesome. 


Cheating with Permission: The Latin Lover

When Mia went out for some salsa dancing with her sister, she never knew it would change her relationship with her husband forever. At first she felt guilty for getting too close to a stranger, but when her husband encouraged her to explore her sexuality and test her boundaries, her curiosity takes control. How far will she take it? 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story explores the world of hotwives and cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of cheating and exhibitionism. 

Taking the Game Further

Things have been tense between Sarah and her husband as they struggle to get pregnant. One night while they are out for drinks, they start a new game: Sarah flirts with other men while her husband watches. While the game distracts them from their problems for a little while, a big fight eventually causes Sarah to take the game a step further with a handsome stranger. How far will she take it, and how will it change her marriage? 


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story explores the darker side of cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of sex, cuckolding, and humiliation. 

The Night Before the Wedding

Stephanie's fiancé loved to watch her with other men, but she had rarely gone out on her own. For the night before their wedding she plans an exciting sexual adventure for herself that will leave her in bliss, while relentlessly teasing her soon-to-be husband. What sort of trouble will she get into on her own, and what surprises will she have in store for her husband?

WARNING: This 11,000-word erotica short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, bondage, group sex, and humiliation.

Taking his Wife

Her name was Keira, and she was absolutely gorgeous. The only problem was that she was married. It was easy to become friends with her and gain her trust, but I wanted more than that. Could I convince her to give in to her base sexual desires and to give herself to me, a wealthy black man?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, cuckolding, and interracial sex.  

The Reluctant Cuckold

When my wife Kim wanted to bring her younger sister Anna along with us on our anniversary trip to Miami, I hoped I might have the opportunity for some fun with the two of them together. Those dreams were dashed when her younger sister met a black man named Joe. After a game of strip poker and a lot of alcohol, I soon realized that my wife had an equal interest in her sister’s new friend. How far would the three of them go as I watched helplessly?


WARNING: This 9,700-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, group sex, and interracial sex.  

College Cuckold

When Eric and Elise first went away to separate universities, they were just an ordinary couple. But the first time he visits her at school, he decides to play a game. He pretends he has never met her before, while encouraging her to explore her sexuality with her friend Tyler. Elise plays along, and the ensuing adventure creates a new dynamic in their relationship. How far will Elise take it, and how will Eric handle becoming a cuckold?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Revenge Cuckolding

When Eva found her boyfriend’s secret stash of cuckolding porn on his computer, she was furious at first. So she decided that the best way to get even would be to carry out his fantasy right in front of his face with the help of her friend Jon. Would the reality of it be too much for him to handle, or would her revenge turn into a fun night for both of them?


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme public humiliation, and cheating.  

While You Were Away

Chris had always fantasized about watching his wife Kylie with another man. One night after a few drinks, a spontaneous moment leads to their first foray into the world of cuckolding and leaves both of them wanting more. When Chris leaves town on a short business trip a few weeks later, he gives her permission to explore the idea further, but how far will she take it without him there? 


WARNING: This 14,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, hotwife behavior, humiliation, and voyeurism.  

My Fiance Prefers My Best Friend

A week before their wedding, Scott’s future wife Katie learned of the unusual nature of his friendship with his best man Kevin, as well as his fantasy of watching her with another man. When he gives her his blessing to explore her sexuality and desires with his best friend, they begin a sexual adventure that will shape the future of their relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of hotwives, cuckolding, and humiliation.  

The Cuckold Honeymoon

When Scott and Katie head out to the island of St. Lucia after an exciting lead up to their wedding, they find that the island offers them some great opportunities to further explore the cuckolding lifestyle. A friendly cab driver named Joe takes them on a wild adventure that pushes their sexual boundaries, leading to a honeymoon that neither of them would forget. 


WARNING: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  

My Wife Prefers Her Ex

Several months after their adventurous honeymoon, Scott’s wife Katie suggests they explore the cuckolding lifestyle further. Her friend Mina wants to experience a well hung man, so she invites her ex-boyfriend Mike for group date. Scott finds himself both excited and nervous about the possibilities of the night ahead when the four of them head out together. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, anal sex, group sex, and unprotected sex.  

Cheating With Permission: My Boyfriend’s Family

For Amanda, it started as just a simple camping trip with her boyfriend Andy, his best friend, his brother, and his dad. When Andy suggested fulfilling his fantasy of having her sleep with his best friend while spending the night in tents, the thrill and excitement of cuckolding him for the first time with his family around kindled her sexual desires. But when his brother catches her in the act, how far will she go to cover it up? What happens when a woman is given the freedom to explore her darkest sexual fantasies?


WARNING: This 13,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  

The Cuckold Experiment

Bill teases his wife about being curious about sleeping with a black man, but has never told her he'd secretly love to watch her with one. When they are approached by a pair of sexy black students to participate in a research study, neither realizes right away that they are being given the chance to make both their fantasies a reality. Will Kara give in to her deepest sexual desires and violate her marriage vows for the sake of research, and how far will the experiment go?


WARNING: This 8,500-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, and anal sex. 

Cuckolds and Cuckqueans

It started off with a simple suggestion. Mark knew his wife often struggled with her sexual interest in women, so he encourages her to explore her sexuality with another woman. Things start off great, but when she decides to try bringing home a handsome male cop as well, it pushes and warps the boundaries of their relationship. Will she be able to handle watching her husband with another woman, just as he watched her with another man?

WARNING: This 19,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cuckqueaning, and threesomes.
 

Raising the Stakes

After he loses his job, John and his wife Melinda place an ad to downsize some of their belongings. Two well-built black men answer the ad, and offer John an unexpected bonus: the chance to watch his wife with not one, but two other men. Will John's shy wife let two strangers convince her to push her sexual boundaries and explore a new side to her marriage? 


WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  

The Hotwife Party

This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 

The Hotwife Party: Ella’s Journey

After a drunken night with her husband and his best friend leads Ella into the world of cuckolding, she decides to confess her exploits to her best friend, Gina. Little does she know that Gina is a hotwife herself, and will lead Ella down a path to new and forbidden desires. When her friend invites her to a hotwife party, how far will she take her husband’s fantasy, and will she be able to control herself when faced with the temptation of a sexy black bull?


WARNING: This 16,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial sex, cuckolding, humiliation, group sex, and anal sex. 

Shannon’s Cuckold

I had always wanted to watch my girlfriend Shannon with another man. When we set up our date with Michael, I knew I would be pushing her sexual boundaries. I had no idea she would also be pushing mine. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and male bisexual exploration. 

The Nanny’s Cuckold

After struggling to raise his son on his own after the death of his wife, James decides to hire a live-in nanny named Allie to help out. Nothing seems out of the ordinary – until he overhears her having sex one night. When Allie catches him and confronts him about it, he expects her to be angry, but instead she leads him down a path into the world of cuckolding that will change his life forever. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  

Capturing the Hotwife

Lily wanted to find the perfect gift for her husband, Justin. While he had always wanted to see her with another man, her shyness always seemed to get in the way. Then one day, she decides to do a boudoir photo shoot for him. When she discovers that Eli, her photographer, is the man of her fantasies, the only question in her head is how far will she take her husband’s fantasy.

WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, bondage, and voyeurism. 

The Right Way to Cheat

Sometimes, all it takes is a chance encounter to show you a whole other world that you never even knew existed. For Alexis King, that moment comes when a handsome stranger walks into her diner and leads her down the road to infidelity. That one day would take her down a slippery slope of lustful sex and illicit affairs that would eventually bring her to Mr. Cole, her billionaire boss with a penchant for cuckolding. With her marriage collapsing, could his knowledge of non-traditional relationships be the key to finding her own happiness?


WARNING: This 60,000-word novel contains graphic sexual descriptions of infidelity, cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex. 

The Cuckold and the Rope Party

Brian and Liz had been married for over a decade, and lately the sex had been lacking. Brian wants to find a way to spice things up, so he asks his friend Ian if they can attend one of his monthly bondage parties. Liz is hesitant at first, but when it becomes obvious that she wants Ian to do more than just tie her up, Brian gives her the freedom to take things as far as she wants. With her husband’s approval and a room full of people watching, how far would Liz let Ian go, and how will Brian respond to watching his best friend take control of his wife?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of bondage, cuckolding, group sex, and humiliation. 

The Hotwife’s Massage

When Anna decides to use her husband’s gift of a free massage, she has no idea that the masseuse is her well-endowed ex-boyfriend, Matt. While she thinks it won’t be an issue, she later finds herself unable to control her thoughts about him. It doesn’t take long before she confesses her thoughts to her husband, but she is surprised to find him turned on by the idea instead of being upset with her. When she comes home the next day and finds another gift certificate waiting for her, she decides that it’s time to make her husband’s fantasy a reality, both for her pleasure and his. 


WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and infidelity. 

The Blind Date: A Cuckold’s Tale

Sam has dated a lot of women, but none of them have been able to handle his fetish for being cuckolded. When his friend suggests a blind date with an charismatic woman named Allie, he decides its best to be upfront about his habits. How will she respond to his unusual tastes, and how much will she be willing to try for a man that she has just met?


WARNING: This 5,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and humiliation. 
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