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‘Hang on a second,’ I say. ‘I think that’s my husband.’ 
 
    I gently push Clark to the side and roll off his bed. My phone’s incessant ringtone grows steadily louder, managing to drown out the gentle background music Clark has chosen for this moment. I brush my hair, trying to flatten it – as though my husband will be able to see me through the phone line, somehow. Clark lies on his side, watching me with bright, interested eyes. His steely blue-gray pupils make my womanhood flush with excitement, as does that cocky, half-arrogant smile on his face. His shirt hangs open where I unbuttoned it a few seconds ago, exposing his firm, smooth flank. My hand still tingles with warmth from touching his body. I stand up and straight my creased red dress, trying to flatten it back down. God, why did my phone have to ring right now? 
 
    My bag is where I left it, on the chair at the foot of the bed. I open it and yank my phone out and glance at the screen. My husband’s beaming face peers out at me, the caller ID photo bright against the candlelit room. Why is he calling me? 
 
    I answer the call and hold the phone to my ear. There’s a brief second of dead air, then my Andrew’s voice comes through the line. I can hear nervous energy in his tone. It sounds like he’s pacing our living room back home. 
 
    ‘Hey!’ he says, sounding relieved. ‘How’s it going?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, shrugging at the handsome man on the bed. ‘So far, so good. What’s up, hun?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, you know,’ he says, giving off the impression that this call is a spur-of-the-moment decision. I know him so well, though – he did not make this call on the fly. He debated and agonized and ran through this moment for at least a full hour before he dialled this number. My husband is many things, but impulsive is not one of them. ‘I was just thinking about you. Wondering how things were going on your date tonight.’ 
 
    I shoot Clark a what the fuck look and shrug. He chuckles to himself and pats the bed. I get back onto his warm, soft bed, kneeling by his feet, twirling an impatient finger through the air, wanting my husband to hurry the fuck up. I’m already in another man’s bed, why is he making this weird? 
 
    ‘It’s going pretty good,’ I say, winking at Clark. ‘My new friend has been a perfect gentleman so far tonight.’ Clark smiles at me. ‘I’m hoping he’s going to stop that once our clothes come off.’ 
 
    Andrew laughs through the phone, but the sound is forced and hollow and tinged with nervousness. 
 
    ‘Actually,’ he says, ‘that’s kinda why I was calling. Um, honey, I, uh… I’ve been having second thoughts.’ 
 
    ‘Excuse me?’ I say. I look around me at Clark’s bedroom. The CD player continues gently chiming with relaxing smooth jazz. The candles flicker and wave, casting romantic shadows over us both. The man laying before me is ready and eager to begin taking this date to the next level – I can see his excitement straining at his pants. ‘Why haven’t you said anything until now?’ 
 
    Clark senses that something is wrong with my call. He sits up and slips his arms around my waist, kissing my exposed neck. I put my free hand on his chest, enjoying how smooth and firm his body feels. Andrew’s chest is nowhere near as toned as this, especially after nine years of marriage. My husband’s skin is soft, almost bordering flabby, and his chest dimples at my touch. Clark’s body is firm, his pectorals warm and hard under my hand. I slowly swirl a fingertip over his chest in a gentle pattern, loving how muscular and firm he feels. 
 
    ‘It’s only just happened,’ my husband says, snapping me back to reality. ‘Literally since you left the house. I’m sorry, I just… I don’t know if I can go through with this.’ 
 
    Clark’s lips kiss the sensitive part of my neck, gently caressing the little crook where my shoulder meets my throat. Tingles ripple through me. I trace a fingernail around Clark’s nipple, biting my lip to supress a lustful sigh. 
 
    ‘Sweetie,’ I say, fighting my wicked urges and forcing my mind to focus on the voice in my ear, ‘you’re not the one going through with anything. You’ve got nothing to worry about.’ 
 
    My date’s hands slowly make their way down to my ass and squeeze. I feel power and control and intense need in that squeeze. This man wants me. Badly. And I want him, too. This whole date was my husband’s idea, why he is trying to pussy out now? Why right now, just when this is about to kick up into high gear? 
 
    ‘Oh, thank God,’ Andrew sighs, relief flooding the phone line. ‘I know, I know. It’s so stupid. After all our talks and fantasies, I just – I imagined his hands on you and… I couldn’t take it. Does that make sense?’ 
 
    ‘Uh-huh,’ I say, tilting my head to the side so Clark can kiss more of my neck. ‘Perfect sense. You got all jealous thinking about another man touching my body. Squeezing my ass. Kissing my neck.’ 
 
    Clark makes a small, amused chuckle, the sound too low for my husband to hear. He squeezes my ass again, as though challenged to do so. My body responds to his touch and his lips and his powerful, masculine presence. Heat floods my womanhood. God, he’s so hot! Why is my husband stopping me from enjoying my date further? 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Andrew says, his voice distant, as though he’s imagining Clark doing all those things to me. ‘I’m not sure I want to do it.’ 
 
    ‘Do what?’ 
 
    ‘Share you.’ 
 
    Clark’s hands trace the curve of my ass, sliding up to the small of my back. He finds the zipper and follows the tracks with his fingers, all the way up my back, until he feels the tiny metal tag below my shoulder blades. He seizes it and slowly eases the zipper down, warm air touching my freshly exposed skin. I bite my lip to keep quiet. Clark smiles at me, his face filled with hunger and lust. 
 
    ‘You’re not exactly sharing me, are you?’ I say, my pretty dress opening at the back like a flower. Clark pulls the zipper all the way down and gently peels the dress open, exposing my smooth skin. He tugs it down at the front. I chose not to wear a bra with this outfit, so my heavy breasts and firm, erect nipples spill free as soon as the dress slips down. 
 
    Clark’s eyes glitter at the sight of my bare chest. He stops stripping me for a moment to enjoy my newly-released bust, weighing my breasts in his hands and kneading the firm flesh with his fingers. I hope he enjoys my boobs – they weren’t cheap. 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ Andrew’s voice temporarily distracts me from the delicious sensation of a man caressing and fondling my breasts for the first time. 
 
    ‘You’re not sharing me,’ I say. ‘If you were, you’d be here. But you wanted me to go on this date by myself. You pretty much gave me away.’ 
 
    ‘I know, I know,’ he says. Clark leans down and takes one hard nipple in his mouth, flicking his tongue around the flesh in slow circles. I open my mouth in a silent sigh of passion. ‘It was what I wanted, but I don’t – I mean – wait, is he nearby?’ 
 
    Clark hears this last and grins up at me, still sucking and teasing my hard nipple. 
 
    ‘He’s kinda close,’ I say, returning his wicked grin with one of my own. ‘He’s wondering why you called. Our date is going really well so far.’ 
 
    I hear a sigh of relief from the other end of the line, before Andrew says, ‘Okay, that’s great. That’s why I wanted to call now, I wanted to catch you before you left the restaurant.’ 
 
    I giggle and say, ‘Honey, it’s a little late for that.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    Clark switches his attention to my other nipple. His warm mouth, hot breath, and burning tongue feel incredible on this sensitive part of my body. Even after the enlargement, my nipples are super sensitive and love to be sucked like this. 
 
    ‘Well,’ I say, fighting back a deep, passionate sigh, ‘we got to the restaurant and had our starters, but then I told Clark about the arrangement. How you wanted me to date another man. How it was one of your biggest fantasies. All the stuff we talk about when we’re getting dirty together.’ 
 
    ‘You told him that?’ Andrew’s disbelieving voice is high-pitched now. 
 
    ‘Yes, I did.’ 
 
    Clark resumes pushing my dress down my body. I shift my weight, letting him slide it over my ass and legs, until I’m kneeling on his bed in nothing but my black, lacy underwear. 
 
    ‘What did he say?’ My husband sounds cautious. 
 
    I push Clark’s open shirt off his shoulders with my free hand. He takes the hint and throws his shirt to the floor, letting me get a good look at his body. I purse my lips, nodding in approval, and he grins. 
 
    ‘He said, Shall we get this to go?’ I say, recalling Clark’s words at the restaurant around thirty minutes ago. The words that proceeded our quick dash back to his place and led us to this moment. 
 
    Clark’s warm, large hands sweep and roam my body, sending pleasurable tingles rippling to my very core. It feels wonderful. He’s touching me first the very first time, getting used to the feel of my body, enjoying these gentle, explorative moments, before things get too heated between us. 
 
    Andrew’s nervous laugh rattles down the phone line. He says, ‘So I’ve called at the right time, yeah? I wanted to get you before things went too far…’ 
 
    ‘Like I said, it’s a little late for that. I’m already in his bed.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ Andrews sounds like he’s been slapped in the face. ‘You’re in his bed? Like, now?’ 
 
    Clark chuckles again, this time a little louder. His hands roam and explore my firm, tight ass, squeezing my cheeks and giving me a playful, encouraging pat. He seems to be enjoying this. He shows no signs or hints of stopping. 
 
    ‘Uh-huh,’ I say, leaning my head back and closing my eyes. Goddamn Clark’s hands feel good on my body. His smooth, flat chest feels good against my bare skin. Ripples of pleasure and passion surge through my body, setting off little lightning bolts of delight under the skin. I can feel it through every part of my body. My panties are starting to feel tight and uncomfortable. I want to take them off. I want Clark to take them off. I want him to strip me and pin me down and use me like a dirty slut. Like in my husband’s fantasies. 
 
    ‘Shit, seriously?’ Andrew’s voice is tight. I can picture him pacing the den over and over, one side to the other, his bare feet making a little worried groove in the carpet. I can picture him running one hand through his dark hair, like he always does when he’s talking on the phone. I can picture him looking at the framed picture of us on our wedding day and knitting his eyebrows together as he tries to imagine what his sweet wife is doing on the other end of the line. ‘But, honey, what…’ 
 
    Andrew starts to talk, but I ignore him. I move the phone away from my ear and pull Clark into a hard, passionate kiss. He opens his mouth and forces his tongue into mine. He kisses me hard, ferocity and passion lingering on his lips like predators in the shadows. He grabs my body and holds me against him, unable to get away. Not that I want to go anywhere right now. I don’t even want to go back to my husband at this moment. If Andrew says that I have to choose between our marriage and fucking Clark… I’ll hire a good lawyer tomorrow morning. 
 
    Clark moans – no, growls – into my mouth, his hands squeezing my ass, fingers digging into my flesh in a manner that feels wonderfully possessive and intense. He wants me. I want him. We’re both consenting adults. What do I care about my vows? 
 
    I taste Clark, his tongue probing mine with bold passion and aggressive lust. I feel my body surrendering to him, needing him, yearning for him. He has the power and the drive and the masculine energy I crave. In all the years I’ve been married, my husband has never made me feel like this. 
 
    ‘Emily? Emily? You there?’ Andrew’s muffled, muted voice escapes the tiny speaker, pulling me out of this wonderful moment. I pull back from Clark, breaking off our kiss, and press the phone against my ear. 
 
    ‘Still here,’ I say, breathing a little harder than before. ‘What were you saying, honey?’ 
 
    ‘I was saying,’ my husband’s voice is now tinged with desperation, ‘that maybe we should talk this through a little more, you know? I know this was my big fantasy and all, but now you’re really doing it… I don’t know how comfortable I am with it.’ 
 
    Clark kisses my neck in slow, deep, firm movements. His hand slides around to my front and his fingertips slip beneath my panties. I feel his warm fingers glide across my smooth and freshly-shaven mound, seeking the burning, dripping cleft between my legs. I moan aloud. 
 
    ‘Emily!’ Andrew almost gasps my name in shock. ‘Are you even listening? What are you doing over there?’ 
 
    ‘You want me to be honest?’ I say, looking my date in his sparkling, glittering eyes. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Clark is fingering my pussy.’ 
 
    There’s a sharp intake of breath on the other end of the line. I can almost visualize my husband’s slack-jawed expression right now. His wide brown eyes. Trembling bottom lip. I bet he’s stopped pacing and is standing dead still, staring at nothing. 
 
    Clark takes my words as permission and cups my aching womanhood in his hand, causing me to let out a long, breathy sigh of delight. His warm, strong fingers gently part my lips. I know he can feel how crazy wet I am right now. I’ve been wet since getting dressed for this date a couple hours ago. Every passing minute in his company – knowing that my husband wants this to happen – has only made me wetter. 
 
    He trails a finger around my entrance, spreading my slick juices further and further. God, his touch feels fantastic. I grab his bare arm with my free hand, using it as an anchor to keep me upright, and start to breathe a little harder. I know my husband can hear me. I don’t care. 
 
    Clark’s thick, powerful middle finger probes my womanhood and gently presses inside my dripping tunnel, softly and slowly entering me. I groan with pleasure, a low, throaty sound that my husband recognizes all too well. 
 
    ‘Jesus Christ, Emily…’ he says, voice tight and breathless. ‘You’re serious?’ 
 
    I moan, feeling my body react to Clark’s slow, methodical, insistent intrusion. My pussy tightens, gripping his exploring digit. My breathing deepens. My hips slowly roll forward, allowing him greater access to my body. It feels wonderful. 
 
    ‘Shit,’ Andrew says. ‘Honey, can we – can we talk about this?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ Despite my exhale of pleasure, the word is still firm and strong. ‘No, we can’t talk about this. It’s way too late now, Andrew. I’m in his bed. He’s touching my body. I’m not stopping him now.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, my God…’ I hear the squeak of furniture through the line. Andrew must have slumped down into a chair. Probably the leather couch. 
 
    I moan again. Clark pushed his finger all the way inside me, slowly swirling it around my tight pussy, spreading and opening me wider, preparing me for his cock. I feel his finger begin to pump in and out of my dripping entrance, slowly fucking me. 
 
    ‘Emily,’ Andrew says, voice thick with emotion. ‘I know I said I wanted this, but…’ 
 
    ‘You did,’ I say, another moan escaping my lips. Clark adds a second finger to the one probing my womanhood, pushing both digits inside me. Fuck, his fingers are stretching me wider than my husband’s cock! ‘You begged and pleaded and fantasized for years about this, didn’t you? How many times did you tell me how hot you thought it would be?’ 
 
    ‘I know, I know,’ he says. ‘It was all my idea, but-’ 
 
    ‘Remember how you always told me you could only come when you thought about me getting fucked by someone else?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but-’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been thinking about that, too. A lot. And I want to get fucked by someone else.’ 
 
    There is a long pause from the other end of the line. Clark’s fingers slip in and out of my aching slit, soaked in more of my juices with every little movement. I moan again. I’m losing control, I can feel it. My sex tightens around his fingers, yearning for something bigger and harder. Heat begins to build deep in my gut, a raging inferno preparing to spread and consume every part of my body. I love this feeling – the cusp, the precipice, the edge of losing all control. 
 
    ‘Take your pants off,’ I say, tugging on Clark’s waistband. I want to see more of his delicious body. 
 
    ‘What?’ Andrew says, confused. 
 
    ‘Not you,’ I say. ‘Clark. Although…’ I giggle. ‘You can take your pants off, too. Nobody’s gonna stop you.’ 
 
    Clark unbuttons his pants and pushes them down his strong, muscular thighs. I watch him take them off completely, kneeling on the bed in just his shorts – shorts that barely conceal his hard, thick length. My eyes trace the size and shape of his bulging excitement. God, how big is he? Easily more than six inches. Seven, maybe. Eight. Fuck… 
 
    ‘Oh, my God, honey,’ I say, breathless with excitement. ‘This guy has one hell of a body!’ 
 
    ‘He’s naked?’ Andrew says, on the verge of panic. ‘Like, now?’ 
 
    ‘Almost,’ I say, flashing a hungry smile at Clark. ‘Actually, right now, he’s gonna sit down and I’m gonna undress him.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck,’ Andrew says. ‘Oh, Jesus…’ 
 
    Clark’s eyes flash with triumph. He sits on the edge of the bed, his feet on the floor, and beckons me over. I climb off and step over and kneel between his legs. 
 
    ‘You remember how you always fantasized about me sucking another man’s dick, honey?’ I say, grasping the waistband of Clark’s shorts with my free hand. 
 
    ‘Emily, I’m not sure…’ 
 
    ‘Shh,’ I say. ‘Too late. You wanted this, honey. You got it now.’ 
 
    Clark lifts his butt off the bed and I pull his shorts down. His erect cock springs free and I gasp loud enough for my husband to hear. 
 
    ‘What?’ Andrew’s voice is tight. I can picture him sitting on the edge of the couch, gripping the phone so tight his knuckles turn white. His face is probably strained, too, like he’s trying to pass a kidney stone. ‘What’s going on?’ 
 
    I glance up at Clark, seeing the wide, shit-eating grin on his face, and touch my date’s hard, ready, eager manhood with one finger. I feel the incredible pulsing heat of his member through my finger, all the way along my arm. His hardness is far bigger than my husband’s – maybe almost twice the size. 
 
    ‘Honey,’ I say, unable to tear my eyes away from the thick, hard tower of masculinity before me, ‘his dick is huge.’ 
 
    ‘Jesus.’ My husband is almost as breathless as I am right now. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna stroke it,’ I say. ‘Would you like that? You want me to stroke another man’s cock?’ 
 
    ‘Emily…’ 
 
    I grasp Clark’s manhood with my hand. He’s a good thickness – my fingers don’t quite reach all the way around. I giggle and say to my husband, ‘Too late.’ 
 
    Andrew groans on the other end of the line. Partially in wounded pain, partially in erotic excitement. 
 
    ‘Fuck, honey, his dick feels so good in my hand,’ I say, gently beginning to stroke Clark’s member. Erotic thrills ripple through my body. My womanhood burns even hotter. Desire swells in my chest. My nipples feel even harder. ‘He’s, like eight inches at least.’ 
 
    ‘Eight and a half,’ Clark says, shrugging like it’s no big deal. 
 
    ‘Eight and a half,’ I say to Andrew, giggling. 
 
    My husband remains silent, but I can hear his heavy breathing. He’s not jerking off, just struggling to function right now. I make a series of deep, throaty, excited groans and stroke Clark’s hard cock a little faster, loving the feel and weight and warmth in my hand. 
 
    ‘I wanna suck his dick,’ I say, looking up at Clark. ‘Would you like that? These lips on this cock?’ 
 
    ‘Please, Emily,’ Andrew says. ‘Come home, baby. ‘ 
 
    ‘I wasn’t asking you,’ I say. ‘I was asking Clark if he wants me to suck his dick.’ 
 
    Clark nods, leaning back on the bed to allow me better access. 
 
    ‘A little louder, Clark,’ I say. ‘My husband didn’t hear you.’ 
 
    ‘Hell yeah,’ Clark says. ‘Get your fucking mouth over here.’ 
 
    I lean forward and part my lips. Andrew says something in my ear, but I pull the phone away far enough where his desperate pleas fall on silence. My lips slide over Clark’s thick, throbbing purple head and down his shaft. He groans long and loud, exhaling with passion. I bring the phone a little closer so my husband can hear Clark’s dick filling my mouth. 
 
    Clark closes his eyes, groaning at the feel of my lips and tongue working his shaft. I take my time with him, enjoying how thick his cock feels and how much of his length can’t fit in my mouth. His shaft seems to fill my entire mouth. I love it. My eyes roll back and I make deep, satisfied, throaty purrs of lustful pleasure. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck,’ Andrew says. His tone sounds almost defeated. 
 
    I ease Clark’s eight-and-a-half inch member out of my mouth, spit and drool clinging to my lips. I smile up at him, panting hard. 
 
    ‘I think he likes my blowjobs,’ I say. ‘I like sucking his dick, too.’ 
 
    ‘Emily…’ Andrew’s thin, reedy voice is strained by emotion. 
 
    ‘Hang on a sec,’ I say, ‘I want to suck his dick some more.’ 
 
    I drop the phone on the floor and use both hands and my mouth to pleasure Clark’s huge, Godlike cock. He groans and I moan, both of us loving this feeling of giving and receiving such pleasure. My wedding ring slides up and down his shaft, coated in my saliva and his excitement. It feels wonderfully naughty to desecrate the symbol of my marriage like this. 
 
    Clark grabs the back of my head and pushes my mouth down further on his shaft. I gag and choke, but don’t give up. His breathing deepens and his groans become aggressive. I love the sound of his pleasure. My husband is always so quiet, so subdued. But Clark knows what he wants and how to get it. 
 
    I suck his cock harder, flicking my tongue back and forth over his head, letting beads of saliva trickle down his shaft. I stroke and squeeze and jerk and massage his shaft with my hands, spreading slick juices up and down his member. Fuck, I’m so turned on right now. My pussy throbs, desperate to feel this thick monster. 
 
    After a few long minutes, Clark releases my head. I lean back, panting hard, still stroking his cock with both hands. My lover beams with pride and satisfaction. 
 
    ‘Put him on speaker,’ he says. 
 
    I grab the phone and hit the speaker button. Andrew’s voice pours from the speaker in mid-sentence. 
 
    ‘…it was my idea, sure, but I really don’t know if I can do this!’ 
 
    Clark takes the phone and puts it on the bed, next to his leg. He pulls me a little closer and pushes his cock between my breasts. 
 
    ‘Oh, you wanna fuck these titties?’ I say, loving how firm and aggressive he’s getting with me. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘Tits that good should be fucked.’ 
 
    ‘Emily?’ Andrew says, his faint voice floating up from next to my lover’s naked leg. ‘Are you there?’ 
 
    I push my breasts together with my hands, enveloping Clark’s shaft. He grins rolls his hips, pumping my full, hard tits. I spit on his cock head, moaning at the sensation of his red-hot shaft gliding up and down my breasts. It feels fucking fantastic. My husband isn’t big enough to do this. 
 
    ‘I’m here, honey,’ I say, another moan of delight escaping my lips. ‘Clark’s fucking my titties!’ 
 
    ‘He’s doing what?’ 
 
    Clark rocks his hips harder and says in a loud, clear voice, ‘I’m fucking your wife’s tits!’ 
 
    My husband falls into stunned silence. I can almost hear him trembling. Clark groans as he uses my body for his own pleasure. That knowledge drives me crazy with lust. 
 
    ‘He’s really enjoying my big, hard tits, honey. He says, Thank you for buying them.’ 
 
    Andrew makes a moan. The sound is a perfect blend of pleasure and pain. 
 
    ‘Emily, please…’ he says, in a pathetic whimper. ‘Please come home. Don’t do this.’ 
 
    Clark pushes my head down. His big cock slips effortlessly between my tits and into my mouth with every thrust. He growls; a low, breathy sound of blissful satisfaction. I make delighted little giggles every time the head of his cock passes my lips. 
 
    Finally, I lift up my head and respond to my husband. I say, ‘Not yet, honey. I haven’t fucked him yet. Wasn’t that the biggest part of your fantasy?’ 
 
    I stand up and push Clark back onto the bed. He lies down, hard cock pulsing toward the roof like an arrow pointing to heaven. God, he looks incredible. Hard body, hard cock, arrogant, horny smile on his handsome face. I take my panties off and stand naked in his bedroom. He looks me up and down, studying my figure, eyes glittering with triumph and lust. 
 
    ‘I don’t think I wanna share you!’ Andrew says, imploring desperately. I know that tone. That’s the voice he uses when he knows it’s too late to change my mind. I don’t think I wanna paint the bathroom green! Too late, honey. Far too late. 
 
    I push the phone further onto the bed, moving it away from us. I climb up onto my lover and slowly kiss his chest, sending little tingles through his body. I hear him inhale harsh, sharp breaths. His hands paw at my body. 
 
    ‘Emily?’ Andrew says, his voice faint and pathetic in the room. The sound of my husband’s pleading, begging voice makes Clark’s wicked grin broaden. 
 
    ‘Honey,’ I say, straddling Clark’s body, ‘I know that we talked about this and we agreed on using condoms if things ever went this far… but, honestly, his cock is fucking beautiful. I really wanna feel it inside me properly. I don’t want him to wear a condom. I want to feel it. You don’t mind if Clark fucks me bareback… do you?’ 
 
    ‘God, Emily…’ 
 
    ‘I’ll take that as a yes,’ I say, reaching between my legs and grasping Clark’s glistening length again. I ease my body onto him, until the tip of his cock touches my burning, silky lips. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna fuck him,’ I say. ‘I’m gonna make you fantasy come true.’ 
 
    Then I ease back. Clark’s shaft pierces my womanhood and penetrates me. I let out a long, loud groan of pure passion. He burrows into me deeper and deeper, inch after inch, stretch my entrance and filling me utterly. I sink down on him, until our bodies connect. All eight and a half inches of his delicious, red-hot thickness are buried deep inside me. 
 
    ‘Holy… fuck!’ I say. ‘He’s so fucking big, honey!’ 
 
    My body begins to move, hips rolling, thighs clenching, making me slowly ride his massive length. Every movement makes me gasp and moan. His cock touches every part of my vagina at once. My husband has never filled me like this. 
 
    ‘Shit.’ My husband’s voice briefly distracts me for a moment. I smile down at Clark. He reaches up and squeezes my breasts with his large hands, toying with the firm flesh. 
 
    I start to ride Clark a little harder now, a little faster. He groans with pleasure and grabs my hips, pulling me deeper with every stroke. My breathless cries grow louder and more high-pitched. Holy fuck, this feels beyond good. 
 
    ‘Emily!’ Andrew says, unable to do anything except listen to my moans of pleasure as I fuck another man. The bed squeaks beneath us, adding to the cacophony of sound effects. He can only imagine how good this feels. 
 
    I lean forward, putting my breasts on his chest. He grabs my ass and starts to thrust upward, pushing deeper into me. I moan louder and louder, an orgasm already beginning to build and expand in my belly. Clark grits his teeth, watching my face contort as I lose myself to total pleasure. 
 
    My moans and Clark’s groans and the squeaking bed drown out all the protests from my husband. Within a minute or two, the only thing I can hear is the roaring rush of blood in my ears. We fuck hard and loud on his bed. I make as much noise as I can. I want my husband to know that he did this to himself. 
 
    Clark drives his length deep inside my womanhood and pushes me over the edge. I sit grip his hard chest with my fingers, crying out in bliss, colors exploding behind my eyes. My legs shake uncontrollably. My throat goes dry mid-climax. I scream Clark’s name in silence. 
 
    He keeps fucking me, every thrust of his massive length pushing me deeper and deeper into a world of pleasure. I am drowning in it; overcome by it; utterly lost to it. I can’ move. I can’t speak. I can’t breathe. 
 
    And my husband hears everything through the phone. 
 
    I finally come back down to earth, gasping and panting, still climaxing on my lover’s bare cock. Clark wraps his strong arms around my waist and pounds me hard, slamming into my body in firm, aggressive, passionate strokes. His thick length reaches depths I’ve never felt before. 
 
    ‘Oh God!’ I say, crying out over and over. It feels like nothing I’ve ever felt before. Better than wonderful. Better than perfect. Clark moans in my ear, the sound of his pleasure driving me even crazier. 
 
    Then he rolls us over on the bed, mounting me and taking control. His arms slip under my legs, opening me wider. He keeps fucking me like a man possessed, going wild with desire, determined to prove himself a better lover than my husband. 
 
    ‘I gonna come,’ Clark says, grunting through gritted teeth. 
 
    ‘Louder,’ I say, ‘so he can hear.’ 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come!’ Clark says. 
 
    I don’t hear my husband’s response over the squeaking bed and loud, wet sounds of Clark’s body driving deep into mine. My fingers grip his firm body, my pussy grips his hard cock, my eyes roll back in my head. This is the longest, hardest, most intense orgasm of my life. 
 
    Clark groans – almost yells – and drives his length all the way inside me. He climaxes hard. I cry out, feeling his hot, sticky seed filling my sex. I feel him pouring into me, emptying his balls into my greedy pussy. He moans again with every throb and pulse, each clench and squeeze sending more semen deep into my womb. 
 
    Then he falls silent. He looks down at me and chuckles. I moan and roll my hips around, squeezing him for every last drop. It feels wonderful to be owned so completely. 
 
    In the silence, I hear my husband’s faint, distant voice again. 
 
    ‘Emily?’ 
 
    Clark eases back, his still-hard cock sliding out of my gaping entrance. I roll onto my side and snatch up the phone. 
 
    ‘I’ll be home when he’s finished with me,’ I say, and hang up on Andrew. 
 
    Clark rolls me onto my front and takes me again. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I open the front door and walk into my home. Andrew is waiting for me in the den, a smile on his face. 
 
    ‘How was your date?’ he says, winking at me. 
 
    I return his smile and close the door. I drop my bag and kick off my shoes. I walk across the room and sit in his lap. He kisses me passionately. I can feel his excitement trembling against my butt. 
 
    ‘It was good,’ I say. ‘Did you enjoy it as much as me?’ 
 
    He chuckles. 
 
    ‘Did he fall for it?’ Andrew says, his hands sliding down my body. 
 
    ‘Hook, line, and sinker. He was set on being all romantic and shit. Once you called, it was game on. You’re a good actor. Thank you for that.’ 
 
    ‘Anything for you. Thanks for asking me to call. I always enjoy being part of your dates.’ 
 
    He kisses my neck softly and gently, in the same place Clark kissed me a few hours before. Tingles wash over me once again. 
 
    ‘I think he liked having you listen,’ I say. ‘He was really rough. I’m kinda sore.’ 
 
    My husband unzips his fly and tugs my panties aside. 
 
    ‘Not too sore, I hope?’ he says. 
 
    ‘For you, honey, never.’ 
 
    I sink down onto my husband, feeling his familiar manhood entering me. Not as big, thick, or exciting as Clark’s, but it feels so much better. It feels like coming home. 
 
      
 
    ### 
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    Wednesday 13th 
 
      
 
    Okay, so, some pretty interesting shit happened yesterday. I’ve gotta write it all down now before I forget any of it. 
 
    I was talking to Tessa on Facebook last night because she put up a status that I thought was pretty interesting. She made some joke or other about men in chastity and how it was the least masculine she had ever heard. It had been a while since we spoke, so I didn’t know if she would even reply, but to my surprise we got to talking and it was like old times again. She asked how things were between me and Harriet. I told her that we broke up a few weeks back and I was getting on my feet again. She was sorry to hear about it – Tessa has always been so kind to me – and asked me what happened. 
 
    I told her the truth. 
 
    I told her about my love for submission. I told her that I wanted Harriet to take control of me – dominate me – both in the bedroom and out of it, too. I told her how much I loved it when Harriet would be mean to me – like that time she tied me up and teased me for a few hours. I told her that Harriet didn’t enjoy dominating me as much as I liked it, and that’s why we split up. 
 
    Then I told her the reason why I had messaged her out of the blue. I don't know why. Maybe it was the half-bottle of whiskey I drank earlier in the day (not a lot to do when you’re single for the first time in two years and have an empty apartment all to yourself!) but I confessed everything to Tessa. I told her that, in the week before we broke up, I had purchased a chastity device – a cock cage – that I never got the chance to wear. I wasn’t expecting her to be interested. Hell, I wouldn’t have been surprised if she had killed the chat and blocked me on all her social media channels right there. 
 
    But she didn’t. 
 
    To my surprise, Tessa was both understanding and sympathetic. She had a hundred questions for me – why did I buy it? What did it feel like? Was it uncomfortable to wear? Did I wear it often? She’s currently studying psychology in college and was super interested to know everything about my kinks and fetishes. We ended up exchanging messages until way after one in the morning, when she said that she had to go because she had an early class. 
 
    I remember lying on my bed last night, staring up at the ceiling, my heart racing. I had never told anyone about my cock cage. Not even Harriet. We broke up before I could show it to her. I thought she would like it. I thought she was enjoying dominating me, but I was wrong. When we broke up, she said that she thought it was weird how much I enjoyed being subservient to her. She thought men were supposed to be butch and manly and take command in the bedroom. She enjoyed controlling me every now and then, but couldn’t deal with always taking the lead in our sex life. 
 
    Yeah, I was hurt. That’s the reason I bought this diary, so I could write down my feelings and try to get it all out of me. I thought it would be a good way to get my head back in the right place and carry on with my life. It seems to be working, so far. 
 
    Anyway, I fell asleep pretty late last night. When I work up, I didn't think too much about my talk with Tessa. I didn’t even think that she would remember. 
 
    But, again, I was wrong about her. 
 
    I woke up to a text on my phone this morning. It read, ‘Can you come over tonight? Bring the cage, I want to see it.’ 
 
    Now I’m sitting at my kitchen table, writing all this down so I don’t forget it. I almost can’t believe it. Tessa wants to know more about the cage. Not only is she interested, but she genuinely wants to see it for herself! My heart is beating so fast right now. I’m so nervous. I’ve spent all morning worrying about this. What if she laughs at me? What if she finds it weird, or disgusting, or unmanly? 
 
    I know my fetish is maybe not for everyone. I know how society expects men like me to act and behave – we’re supposed to be the ones in charge. We’re meant to wear the pants in the relationship. We’re expected to be dominant and controlling and aggressive. I guess that’s why it’s a shock when guys like me appear. I get a real, deep, powerful sexual kick out of submitting to my girlfriends. Not just in the bedroom – I’m not talking about your standard blindfolds and handcuffs here. I’m talking real submission. I’m talking about being completely and utterly subservient to my lovers, bowing to her will and acting out her every desire. 
 
    I guess maybe that’s why I bought the cage. I wanted Harriet to take total control of me. Complete control. If I wore the cage and she held the key, then she would have ownership of the one thing that defines me as a man. 
 
    I though the idea was deeply arousing. It seems that she didn’t agree. 
 
    Now I’m pacing frantically around my house, trying to decide what to wear tonight. I haven’t seen Tessa since she started going to college last year. We’ve almost completely fallen out of contact. I want to look good for her. 
 
    And, yeah, I’m so, so nervous about showing her the cage. What will she think of me? 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Thursday 14th 
 
    It happened. It really happened! 
 
    I took a cab over to Tessa’s apartment last night. I’d never seen her place before. It’s a small place in a cluster of apartment blocks. The area is not-quite-good, but also not-quite-bad – you can walk around at night safely enough, but you shouldn’t make eye contact with anyone else. 
 
    I had the cage still in its box in my backpack. My palms were sweating as I rode the elevator up to her floor. I had to pause in the hallway outside her door and collect myself. I couldn’t believe this was really happening. I was about to show my friend the cage I had purchased to place myself in chastity for my own sexual pleasure. 
 
    But the night quickly turned into something much, much stranger than that. 
 
    Tessa looked incredible. Better than I remembered, even. Her dark curly hair tumbled over her shoulders. She wore loose pajama shorts and a plain white tank top with thin straps. No bra. The barest hint of makeup on her face. The knot in my stomach seemed to tighten as I greeted her. She hugged me tight, her head resting just under my chin. She was warm and soft and smelled good. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry she dumped you,’ she said. ‘But I’m so glad you’re single.’ 
 
    I didn’t get a chance to ask what she meant by that. Before I could even process the words, she released me and strode into the apartment, her hips swaying seductively as she walked along the hallway. 
 
    ‘Would you like a drink?' she said. 
 
    I followed her inside. I was still nervous about showing her the cage, but I felt so much better about being near her again. I kicked off my shoes and left the backpack and its guilty contents by the front door. 
 
    Tessa popped open a couple of beers and we drank them in her tiny, narrow kitchen for a while. I leaned against her flimsy, rickety cupboards, while she sat on the counter top. It was hard not to stare at her bare legs. They looked so smooth and inviting. I hadn’t been this close to a woman’s bare leg since Harriet... and that must have been almost two months now. 
 
    We talked and laughed for a while, shooting the shit like old times. I forgot how much I missed her. It sucks how people drift apart over time. She asked why I stopped talking to her so much. I confessed that maybe I felt guilty talking to her while I was dating Harriet. 
 
    ‘Why?’ she said. She looked at me in a way that suggested she already knew the answer, but wanted to hear it from me. 
 
    ‘Because I’ve always liked you,’ I said. 
 
    ‘Liked me?’ She grinned, her whole face lighting up with mischief and amusement. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘You know... you’re kinda hot.’ 
 
    Her eyes gleamed. I wondered what she was thinking right then, but she said nothing. 
 
    We finished our beers and grabbed two fresh bottles and moved into her living room. It was a cramped little room with a couch taking up roughly a third of the space, facing a TV on the other side, precariously balanced on a stack of psychology textbooks and old journals. She took one side of the couch and sat to face me on the other end, her legs crossed on the seat. I sat facing the TV, trying to appear as relaxed as I felt. We talked about this and that for a while. She asked me how much job was going. I said that I was still working in the hardware store, but cut down my hours to try and do more freelance work – building custom furniture, etc. She was impressed and asked to see my work sometime. 
 
    I asked how college was going. She said was fun, but tons of work. 
 
    ‘I’ve always been really fascinated by psychology,’ she said. ‘I love the idea that people can be understood and conditioned. The brain is such a powerful tool, but we barely understand how it works. All we can do is measure the effects of the human mind on the human body.’ 
 
    She spoke for a long time, talking passionately about her course and the work she does and everything she hoped to achieve in the future. I listened, sipping my beer, watching her face glow with excitement. She really loved what she studied. 
 
    ‘That’s why,’ she said, reaching the end of her monologue, ‘I invited you here tonight. I really wanted to know more about your fetish.’ 
 
    I shrugged and said, ‘I don't know what else there is to tell.’ 
 
    ‘Sure there is.’ She reached over and took my hand in hers. It was soft and warm and smaller than my own. ‘You have no idea how fascinating you are to me. I’ve been with a few guys, and they all want to be the king, the alpha male. They all see themselves as number one. But you... you want the opposite. You don’t just want it, you actively seek it. You gain sexual pleasure from subjugating yourself, and not just to women, but to other men as well. That’s the part I really, really want to know more about. I’ve never met a guy who wanted to be second place before. I’d really like to know more about it. When did this all start for you?’ 
 
    I thought about her question for a few quiet moments, as I sipped my beer and listened to the sound of distant sirens. Part of me wanted to shrug and lie and say that I had no idea where this came from. But I knew I could trust her. I’ve always been able to trust Tessa and I felt that time apart hadn’t changed things between us. She waited for me to speak. She could probably figure out my thought process for herself. She’s good with psychology. 
 
    So I told her the truth. I told her about my ex-ex-girlfriend, Jenny. I told her how Jenny was always the one in control, sometimes to an unhealthy degree. I told her how Jenny was kind of a mind fuck for me – how she would be fine with me going out for drinks with my friends, only to call and demand I come home halfway through the evening. I told her how wild and passionate Jenny was in bed (yeah, I mentioned all the dirty things Jenny loved doing with me!) and I told her how I caught Jenny fucking some guy from her work. 
 
    She listened in silence. When I was finished, she asked one question. 
 
    ‘How did you feel when you caught her?’ 
 
    I didn't have to think hard. Even though it’s been a few years and I’ve been with other women since then, I still remember the exact moment my world changed completely. 
 
    I came home early. My classes had ended prematurely. I bought some flowers on the way home because she loved surprises. I walked quickly to her apartment on fifth, hoping to catch her before she left for work. I used the key she gave me to enter the building and run up the four floors to her apartment. My heart raced as I stood outside her door, carefully slipping the key in the lock. I smiled to myself as the door made a soft click and opened without a sound. 
 
    There was a noise in the air. Music. But not just any music. It was her favorite record, the CD she always played when we had sex. She loved having that album playing in the background while we took our clothes off and enjoyed each other. 
 
    I frowned. Why would she be playing that album when we weren’t having sex? I tried to rationalize it. Maybe she liked listening to it. Maybe she was in the mood to play that CD while she hung out. It never even crossed my mind that there was another possibility. 
 
    I quietly closed the door behind me and crept through the apartment. I’d been in her home enough times to know which parts of the floor would creak and groan underfoot, so the only sounds I made were the small taps of my soles on the wooden panels and the quiet hiss of my ragged breathing. I paused again outside her bedroom and collected myself. 
 
    That’s when I heard another sound. A very intimate sound. One I recognized and knew so very well. The sound of her breath catching in her throat as an orgasm drew close. 
 
    Again, I put two and two together and came up with six. I assumed that she was playing with herself. That explained the music. She must have been in bed, on the other side of this door, pleasuring herself. My manhood sprang to life in an instant. I could picture it all. Jenny, breathing hard. The bed, covers thrown to one side. My girlfriend, legs open, body trembling as she neared her climax... I smiled and grasped the door handle and threw it open and stepped in, ready to join her in ecstasy. 
 
    I froze in the doorway. Part of my imagination had been correct. She was in the bed. She was breathing hard. The covers were thrown to one side. Her legs were open and her body was trembling. 
 
    But she wasn’t alone. 
 
    My girlfriend was on her back, beneath a man I didn’t recognize. He was a large, powerfully built black man with a series of tribal tattoos running down his thick arms. His ass rocked back and forth as he furiously plunged in and out of her. Her fingers dug into his back, leaving little scratches in his dark skin. Her ankles were locked together behind his body, preventing him from moving. His body was raised up on his arms, muscles bulging with the effort of his pounding. I could hear her frantic, desperate breathing. I could hear his passionate grunting. I could hear his manhood entering her slick slit over and over, even above the music. 
 
    I stood in the doorway, clutching my bouquet of flowers, and watched as my girlfriend climaxed for this man. 
 
    I stood in the doorway, clutching my bouquet of flowers, and watched as my girlfriend cried out his name. 
 
    I stood in the doorway, clutching my bouquet of flowers, and watched as my girlfriend convulsed and writhed beneath him. 
 
    I stood in the doorway, clutching my bouquet of flowers, and watched as my girlfriend came over and over as he furiously pounded her body. 
 
    I don’t know how long I stood there watching. I don’t know why I stood there watching. But I remember exactly how I felt. 
 
    I remember this curious bubbling sensation in my stomach. It felt like my guts were a writhing mass of snakes, moving and flailing and biting my insides. I remember feeling both lightheaded and also completely calm. I remember that my vision seemed to blur and swim, but the scene also played out with crystal clarity, every last detail seared into my memory for all time. I know that I will be able to recall every moment of this scene, even on my deathbed. 
 
    I stood in the doorway for what felt like hours, clutching the pathetic bouquet in a tight fist, unable to tear my eyes away, unable to stop watching, unable to leave. Her pale white body rocked and trembled beneath his dark frame, the contrast of their skin as hypnotizing as it was intensely humiliating. As her first (or second, or third) orgasm subsided, her body seemed to relax and loosen. She kept begging for more, urging him on, telling him how good he was, how big he was, how much she loved it. 
 
    After an eternity, he finally grunted and withdrew. He wasn’t wearing a condom. I watched in numb, fascinated horror as he stroked his huge black cock over her, droplets of semen shooting from the tip, coating her breasts and stomach. She sighed happily as he marked her with his come, cooing and coaxing him. He moved from his position between her legs, stumbling forward on his knees, until he knelt beside her head. 
 
    That was when she noticed me. 
 
    ‘Oh,’ she said. ‘I didn’t see you there.’ There was a moment's pause. A dozen different scenarios seemed to play out before my eyes. I could scream at her. I could launch myself at him. I could toss the flowers at her. I could turn and leave. I could do anything. 
 
    But I just stood there in dumb, numb silence, staring at the glistening trail of come on her stomach, at her stretched and puffy sex that seemed to gape more than ever, taunting me with a sneer of derision. 
 
    ‘Aw, those are sweet,’ she said, her eyes falling the flowers at my side. ‘Would you mind putting them in water for me? I’ll be finished soon.’ 
 
    And then she turned her attention away from me, back to her lover. She opened her mouth and received him greedily, cleaning his shaft of their combined juices with her tongue. He glanced over at me, daring me to do something about it. 
 
    I turned and walked into the kitchen. All I could hear was the sound of my girlfriend’s orgasm, reverberating through my mind. I filled a vase with water and put the flowers in it. I listened to them for a moment through the thin walls of the apartment. The album came to an end – meaning that it had been started almost an hour before – and the sound of her muffled groans and lips desperately smacking against his cock were perfectly audible. 
 
    I turned and left. 
 
    Tessa listened to my story in silence until I was completely finished and leaned back into the couch. I had never told that to anyone before. Not even my closest friends. I had always said that Jenny and I had broken up, no reason given. 
 
    ‘Do you think about it often?’ Tessa said, watching me with a curiously neutral expression. She gave no opinion and made no judgement. I felt that I could trust her. 
 
    I told her how the images had haunted me for a long time. Jenny had hurt me badly and it took me a long time to recover. I told Tessa how I couldn’t manage a sexual thought without the image of Jenny and her lover invading my mind. How I started to actively recall the image. How I began to masturbate to the memory of walking on them together. She listened, again making no judgements. My story was fascinating to her, like the account of some ancient figure would be to a historian. 
 
    ‘Did you want Harriet to cheat on you?’ she asked. 
 
    I thought about it for a long moment, then I nodded. 
 
    ‘We liked to talk about other guys while we were having sex,’ I said. ‘I don’t think she knew how much it turned me on.’ 
 
    ‘Is that why you bought the cage?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Do you like the idea of a woman having total control over your sexual freedom?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Do you want to wear the cage while you watch a woman have sex with another man?’ 
 
    She was still asking rational, thoughtful questions, still with that curious, detached air, but something had changed. There was a softness in her voice. A pink hue in her cheeks. A gleam in her eyes. She was enjoying our conversation, but in a different way now. 
 
    ‘I think that’s my fantasy,’ I said. 
 
    She nodded thoughtfully, chewing her bottom lip, like she was weighing up some important decision. 
 
    ‘Can I see it?’ she said, after a long silence. 
 
    I got my backpack from the hallway and brought it back to the couch. She crossed her legs, holding her shins, watching with intense fascination, like an audience member determined to spot a magician’s sleight of hand. I lifted out the box and placed it on the couch between us. She waited expectantly. I opened the box for the first time and lifted out the small metal contraption. She made an excited noise as I held it up for us both to see, turning it around in the light. 
 
    It was smaller than I expected. A little voice at the back of my mind said, that’s not going to fit, but I knew that it would. The device was a small series of metal circles that arced down in a gentle curve a couple of inches long. It was topped with a little metal cap shaped like the top of a mushroom that had a slit in the centre. The base of the piece had a thicker metal spiral and a small series of connective holes through which to attach the coils. It came with a small and unobtrusive, yet very solid, padlock. 
 
    ‘I’ve never seen one before,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Me neither.’ 
 
    She looked at me with bright, excited eyes. The eyes of a lover. She said, ‘Put it on. I want to see it.’ 
 
    For the first time since I walked into her apartment, I felt nervous. Tessa was my friend. We’d never seen each other naked. I’d never even had a sexual thought about her. But now she wanted me to put on a cock cage... while she watched. 
 
    I looked at her and she must have guess what I was thinking. She said, ‘Don’t be nervous. Just put it on.’ 
 
    I got up from the couch and unbuttoned my pants and let them fall to the floor. She leaned back in the couch, a little smile on her face. I pulled down my shorts and bared myself to her. She made no sound, no judgements. She merely watched, that curious expression on her face. She was a scientist, I was her experiment. I eased the base ring over my shaft, until it sat firmly in place. It was cold and unyielding and totally alien. 
 
    I eased the rest of the cage over my manhood, the cold metal teasing and stabbing at my sensitive skin, until it slid into the base ring. It was easily large enough to fit me. The mushroom-shaped metal cap sat perfectly over the head of my shaft, the slit positioned so that I could still take a piss without causing harm or discomfort. 
 
    Tessa held up the little padlock and looked at me with wide, innocent eyes. 
 
    ‘Can I?’ she said. 
 
    I said, ‘Yes.’ 
 
    She knelt down in front of me, looking at the cage with a fascination that bordered on erotic. My manhood tried to respond to her interest, but the cage held firm. Tessa looked up at me with wide, innocent eyes. 
 
    ‘Is this what you want?’ she said. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She carefully inserted the lock into place, clamping both parts of the cage together. She smiled – both a cruel and curiously arousing thing to see – and closed the lock will a small, but firm click. 
 
    ‘How does it feel?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Weird,’ I said. ‘It’s not heavy, or uncomfortable. It feels kinda wrong.’ 
 
    ‘In a good way?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    She placed her hand on the cage and gently stroked the metal. My manhood throbbed and swelled, but the metal prevented me from achieving full excitement. It was the most frustrating and delicious feeling I had ever experienced. 
 
    ‘You like that?’ she said. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    Then she stood and studied me. I stood in her apartment wearing in my shirt, my penis in a small cage. If she found it weird or funny, she didn’t say so. 
 
    ‘Thank you for sharing this with me,’ she said. ‘Can I... can I be your keyholder?’ 
 
    My heart nearly skipped a beat. Erotic lust flowed through me. If I wasn’t wearing the cage – and if I was more of a man – I would have thrown her on the couch and mounted her right then. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I said. 
 
    She took the key out of the box and held it up. She stared at the little metal trinket for a long moment. I watched light glint off its reflective surface, playing over her face like a spotlight. A slow smile spread across her lips. I had never noticed before how soft and kissable those lips were. I had never fantasized about kissing her before. I had never considered the possibility of there being anything sexual between the two of us. But now that I was locked securely in my chastity cage and she held the key, all I wanted was to make passionate love to her. 
 
    Tessa took off her necklace. She looped the chain through the neck and fasted it back into place around her neck. The key hung low, almost dipping into the cleft between her full, ripe breasts. I felt the cage pinch my member. It felt strange and uncomfortable and exciting. 
 
    ‘Can I keep this for a while?’ she said. 
 
    I said she could keep it for as long as she wanted. 
 
    ‘Awesome,’ she said. ‘If you want it back or you want to stop, just tell me, okay?’ 
 
    I was starting to enjoy the feeling of restriction and the knowledge that there was nothing I could do about my growing excitement. It was one of the most intoxicatingly erotic sensations of my life. I couldn’t touch myself or pleasure myself or even get halfway erect without Tessa knowing about it and allowing me to do so. I had only been wearing the cage for a few minutes and already the sexual torment was affecting my mind. 
 
    Then Tessa did something I had not been expecting. She leaned in close and kissed me on the cheek. The warmth of her lips seemed to brand my skin, remaining long after she had stood back. Her scent – feminine and fragrant and familiar – lingered in my nostrils. The cage seemed to have heightened my senses. 
 
    She asked me if I wanted to stay with her that night. I said yes. Didn’t even think about it. 
 
    ‘I think this could be a lot of fun,’ she said. 
 
    I smiled. I hoped the same. 
 
    Then she did something else that surprised me. She announced that she was going to grab a shower. She asked if I wanted to watch. 
 
    I followed her through the hall to the small bathroom with the standing shower. She took her clothes off, totally unfazed by my presence, and stood under the stream of water. I watched, feeling like an intruder, feeling like a voyeur, my heart racing. Her body was fantastic. Her ass was perfectly round and ripe. Her breasts were small but firm, with soft pink nipples. Her skin was smooth and unblemished and her mound was carefully trimmed and tidied. She ignored me while she soaped her body down. Maybe it was my imagination, but she seemed to pay more attention to her intimate regions than was necessary; covering her breasts with lotion, caressing her smoothly shaven cleft, and taking time to make sure her ass was completely clean. The cage stayed firm and tight, forbidding me to enjoy what I was watching, no matter how deliciously sensual it was. 
 
    After a blissful eternity, my peep show came to an end and she shut off the water. I held a towel out to her. She smiled and gestured for me to come closer. 
 
    ‘Dry me,’ she said. 
 
    I dabbed her naked body with the towel. She watched my face as I desperately fought to keep my focus on the task in hand. I dried her head and shoulders. Her arms and hands. I gently rubbed the towel over her breasts and soft nipples. I dabbed water from her stomach. I sank to my knees and carefully dried her legs and feet. Then she parted her legs and looked at me, one eyebrow raised, challenging me, daring me. I brushed the towel against her delicate sex until she nodded. She turned around and made me dry her ass, too. 
 
    It was humiliating and erotic and intimate and maddeningly frustrating, all at the same time. I loved every second. 
 
    When I was done, she walked past me without a word, into her bedroom. I stood in the doorway as she put on a simple gray shirt that hung down to her hips, leaving her ass exposed. I forced myself to look away, I could feel my manhood swelling and pushing against the cage. 
 
    She got into bed and gestured for me to do the same. I took off my remaining clothes and slipped in behind her. It wasn’t a large bed, so her firm, hot body was pressed close against mine. I was worried the cage would dig into her skin, but she said nothing. If anything, I think she liked the feel of the metal touching her ass. 
 
    ‘Am I doing this right?’ she said, her voice small and nervous. 
 
    ‘I’m loving it,’ I said. 
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
    We lay there for a while, pressed together. She took my arm and draped it over her, like we were a real couple. I hadn’t felt so complete, so whole, in a long time. 
 
    ‘I like this,’ she said. ‘I feel safe.’ 
 
    I kissed the back of her neck. She sighed softly. I kissed her a little more, feeling my body warm up, wanting more. 
 
    But she reached back and gently patted the cage, reminding me of my place and my obligation to her. 
 
    ‘Not tonight,’ she said. ‘One step at a time.’ 
 
    She put a movie into the cracked old DVD player resting on top of her closet and we watched it until we fell asleep. I was afraid the cage would prevent me from sleeping, but I woke up feeling refreshed and happy. There was a little discomfort as my morning erection struggled in the confines of its new prison, but it soon passed. Tessa let me pick out her underwear when she dressed. 
 
    She left to go to college. I walked part of the way with her, then turned for home. I almost ran back to my place so that I could write all this down before I forgot. 
 
    I’m still wearing the cage now as I write this. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Sunday 17th 
 
    Tessa has been texting me pretty regularly for the past couple of days, asking me questions about my limits and the things I am comfortable doing with her. She promised that the cage would be our secret, unless I wanted her to tell other people. I said I didn’t know what my limits were yet. She understood. 
 
    Sometimes she’ll send me a picture of the key, resting just above the curve of her breasts. I’m not sure what excites me more – the fact that she enjoys tormenting me with cruel reminders of my place at her feet, or the brief glimpse of her smooth skin. I know what her breasts look like, but I can’t enjoy that fact. 
 
    We’ve both been pretty busy with college and work, so we haven’t had a chance to meet up face-to-face since a couple nights back, when I first put on my cage. My chastity device feels comfortable now. It feels like a part of me, like I’ve always worn it. I thought it would become heavy and awkward, but I’m still enjoying it. I’ve spent a lot of time focussing my mind the past couple of days. I can’t watch porn anymore because I won’t be able to masturbate, and I can’t stroke myself to relieve the stress of the day when I’m lying in bed at night. 
 
    Yesterday Tessa called and asked if I would be able to get her a ride to a friend’s house in the evening. I said I would, a little curious as to where this was going. 
 
    ‘I’ll make it worth your while,’ she said, her voice low and seductive in my ear. 
 
    I agreed, heart racing, a smile on my face. 
 
    Oh boy, did she make it worth my while! 
 
    I pulled up outside her apartment, a few minutes early. I called her and let her know I was waiting. 
 
    ‘Be there in a few,’ she said. ‘I’m just getting dressed.’ 
 
    My mind raced with possibilities. What was she getting dressed for? What was she wearing? I replayed her erotic peep show in the shower from the other night. I remembered the way I gently brushed her perfect sex and tight ass with the towel. The cage began to constrict me and I forced myself to turn on the radio and listen to some music. I had been wearing the cage for a few days and I’d grown used to the feel of it around my shaft. I’d also become familiar with the torment of feeling my manhood crushed against the unyielding metal, unable to achieve full arousal. It’s one of the most exciting and frustrating experiences, like trying to reach for something that remains just out of your grasp. 
 
    Tessa came out of the building a couple minutes later. She looked incredible – hair styled, face made up, clothes freshly cleaned – and she walked with a confident swagger I had never seen in her before. She wore a simple black t-shirt and a deep red skirt that came to just above her thighs, with plain black heels about an inch or two in length. She slid into the passenger seat and gave me a kiss on the cheek. She was wearing perfume and smelled fantastic. Her hair brushed my face like a lover’s hand. 
 
    ‘What's the occasion?’ I said. 
 
    She smiled and gave me an address. I started the engine and we began rolling forward. I kept casting furtive glances in her direction. Her legs looked incredible. Her thigh was barely an inch from my hand on the gear shift. 
 
    ‘Eyes on the road,’ she said, a smile in her voice. 
 
    I forced myself to focus on the road and the lights and the traffic. It was hard to think about anything other than the beautiful woman sat next to me, the woman who held the key to my freedom on a chain around my neck, the woman with the smooth, creamy thighs just a fraction of an inch away from my outstretched hand. I asked again where she was going, but she didn’t answer. She just smiled and watched the road unfolding before us. 
 
    About halfway through our journey, she leaned forward and turned the radio down low enough to talk quietly and still be heard over the rumble of the engine and the road. 
 
    ‘I’ve been feeling a little different lately,’ she said. ‘Like, I feel really sexy and really desirable and attractive. I’ve been trying to figure out why. Maybe it’s because you can’t have me. Maybe it’s because I know that I have total control over your sexual agency. But I feel hot, in a good way.’ 
 
    I stayed quiet, trying to absorb what she was telling me. 
 
    ‘I decided to embrace this feeling,’ she said. ‘See, there’s guy in my class. He’s kinda good looking. Not usually my type, but he’s been making eyes at me. I gave him my number on Friday and we've been talking.’ 
 
    I began to have the strangest sensation. I started to suspect where we were headed, and what might be about to happen. But I didn’t interrupt her. I let her speak. 
 
    ‘Right now, we’re heading to his place,’ she said. ‘I want you to drive me to another man’s apartment so I can fuck him all night. And then I want you to pick me up later, when we’re finished. Do you like that idea?’ 
 
    Holy shit, I loved it. I had to force myself to concentrate and keep driving, or I was going to crash the car. The cage seemed to shrink around my manhood, but I knew that was impossible. The metal rings gripped me like a tight fist, preventing me from really enjoying the moment, and also increasing my pleasure. Pain and pleasure. Desire and frustration. 
 
    She asked me how that felt, a naughty smile on her beautiful face. 
 
    I told her the truth. I told her how exciting and maddening and frustrating that was. 
 
    She asked me if I minded her acting like a slut. I said no. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she said. ‘Because I’m really enjoying this feeling of power and control. I don’t want it to stop.’ 
 
    Then, as if to prove her point, she lifted up her skirt and pulled down her panties. I halted the car at a red light and watched in silent disbelief. She slid her panties down over her smooth, freshly shaven legs and over her shoes. She smiled and crumpled her underwear into a ball and tossed them in the backseat. 
 
    ‘I don’t think I’m going to need those tonight,’ she said, as she rearranged her skirt to shield herself from my eyes. 
 
    My heart pounded so fast I thought I might have a heart attack. That was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to me... and I wouldn’t be the one to enjoy it! 
 
    I drove us to her destination, an apartment complex over on the west side, a place I knew about, but hadn’t ever visited before now. It was a fairly modern building. Definitely more expensive than my place. 
 
    I rolled to a stop in front of the main entrance. She kissed me on the cheek again and whispered into my ear, ‘Keep your phone on.’ 
 
    Before I could respond, she opened the door and climbed out of the car. I got the briefest glimpse of her thighs and the rounded swell of her ass before she adjusted her skirt and closed the door. I watched her walk up to the entrance gate and buzz her lover’s apartment. The gate clicked open and she walked through into the building courtyard. 
 
    She didn’t look back at me. 
 
    Right now, I’m sitting back at my apartment. It’s well past midnight. I haven’t been able to focus on anything all night. I tried playing videogames, but couldn’t concentrate. I couldn’t focus on a book or watch a movie. All I can think about is her and what she might be doing right now. 
 
    Part of me wondered if this was all some cruel joke. Maybe there was no lover. Maybe she was meeting a friend for a study session, or a movie night, or something completely and totally innocent, no sex involved. I half suspected that Tessa was making me think that she was having sex with another guy, just to mess with my head. 
 
    And then she sent me a message via snapchat. 
 
    It was a picture. Tessa was on her knees, in front of a man who was standing and taking the photo as he looked down at her. There was no mistaking what was happening. She looked up at the camera, a smile in her eyes. Her lips were stretched and wrapped around a thick, hard cock, buried deep in her mouth. I couldn’t see how big he was, but from the look in her eyes, he was perfectly sized. I could see the glint of her necklace, almost obscured by her face and his shaft, the key to my freedom tantalisingly out of view, but still very much present. 
 
    Tessa was pleasuring another man, while I sat at home with my cock locked in cage. 
 
    I think I’m going crazy with lust right now. 
 
    Part of me wants to call this off and take the key back and throw the cage in the trash and never do anything so torturous as this ever again. 
 
    The rest of me wants to see how far this goes. I love the effect this is having on both of us! 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Monday 18th 
 
    I think I’m in love with Tessa. 
 
    She tormented me with regular snapchat updates throughout the night. Intimate erotic portraits filled my phone’s tiny screen, larger than life and twice as detailed. Tessa let me see a side of her that only her lovers have previously seen. I saw intense close-ups of his shaft entering her soaking entrance. Smiling selfies as she rode him, her naked body reflected in a mirror over her shoulder. Dramatic portraits of her face in the throes of a powerful, all-consuming orgasm. 
 
    Tessa spent her night having passionate, fiery, intense sex with a man she hardly knew, purely to drive me crazy with constricted lust and stomach-churning jealousy. I sat in my apartment, lying in bed, jumping every time my phone buzzed with a new message. Once or twice, I tried to touch myself, forgetting about the cage. I’d grown so used to the feel of being imprisoned that I forgot I was wearing it. The thought that Tessa was doing this both for me and in spite of me was so intense that I felt lightheaded as each message flashed across my screen, searing itself into my memory for a few brief seconds, before disappearing forever. 
 
    She wanted me to enjoy myself as much as she was. I think I did. But that’s not why I think I love her. 
 
    Around two this morning, I got one final message. It was Tessa, telling me that she wanted me to come and pick her up. I was still dressed and wide awake from hours of sexual teasing, so I almost ran down to my car a few seconds after I got the message. 
 
    When I got to the apartment complex, it was dark and quiet. Light glowed from behind a few closed drapes, but most of the building looked to be deeply asleep. Apart from one window, which was still brightly lit and perfectly visible from my awkward angle. It looked like someone was watching TV. 
 
    I called Tessa. After a few rings, she answered. I told her I was outside. 
 
    ‘Can you see us?’ she said. It sounded like she had something in her mouth. 
 
    I looked up at the building again, not knowing what she was talking about. 
 
    Then I saw her. 
 
    She was on the ground, on the other side of the entrance gates, almost hidden in shadow. She was on her knees. Her lover stood in front of her, his hands on her head. She was giving him a long, enthusiastic blowjob, right there at the front entrance. Anyone could have seen them. 
 
    But I was the only one to witness it. 
 
    I must have made some shocked gasp, because I heard her giggle on the other end of the line. 
 
    ‘I’ll be with you soon,’ she said. ‘He wouldn’t let me go without saying goodbye.’ 
 
    I held the phone to my ear with one a tightly clenched fist and watched. I was too far away to make out any of the details, but close enough to know exactly what was happening on the other side of the gates. I could hear Tessa’s enthusiastic groans of pleasure through the phone. I could hear his soft whispers of encouragement. I could see him moving her head faster and faster as he neared his climax. It was a private show, just for me. They were doing it for me, but neither cared whether or not I enjoyed it. 
 
    The cage had never felt so tight and uncomfortable until that moment. 
 
    Finally, he pulled her head down, forcing her face into his body. I heard the distinct low grunting of a man reaching the zenith of his enjoyment. I heard little choking noises as she almost gagged on his load, then gratefully swallowed. He released his grip on her head and she leaned back, panting. 
 
    ‘I hope you enjoyed that,’ she said, breathless and happy. 
 
    A low, frustrated sigh escaped through my gritted teeth. She laughed and hung up. 
 
    She walked through the gates and opened the passenger door. She waved to her lover. He turned and disappeared into the shadows. 
 
    ‘Did you have a good time?’ I said, unable to keep the smile from my face. She looked sensational. She had the glow of a well-fucked woman. Her hair was a mess and her clothes were creased. She looked as though she had thrown her clothes in a pile and hurriedly pulled them back into place. 
 
    To answer my question, Tessa leaned over and kissed me, letting me taste her tongue. I could taste him, his cock, his come. It was humiliating. It was exhilarating. 
 
    ‘Drive me home,’ she said. 
 
    I did as she asked. She reached into the backseat and snatched up her underwear and slid them back up her legs. As we rolled through the quiet streets, she started talking about her night. 
 
    ‘I’ve never done anything like that before,’ she said. ‘That was awesome. We started making out the second I walked through his door. He came about four, maybe five times. I’ve never felt so bad, yet so good. Does that make sense?’ 
 
    I said it did. 
 
    ‘It’s weird,’ she said. ‘I used to judge women who fucked guys they hardly knew. I always thought that slut was a bad word. But, tonight I was a slut and I loved every second of it. I loved knowing how much he liked it and I loved knowing that it was driving you crazy.’ 
 
    ‘Which did you like more?’ I said. I liked the way she was able to stop and examine her own thoughts and feelings in any given situation. It must come as part of the territory for psychology students. 
 
    She sat quietly for a moment, before responding with, ‘I liked knowing how much it affected you more. It really turns me on that I have this power over you. How did it feel?’ 
 
    I told her the truth. I told her how deliciously frustrating it was to sit at home, forced to imagine what she was doing at any moment. I told her how much I loved the pictures – it made me feel involved, even though I wasn’t there. 
 
    She listened with a smile on her face until I was finished. By that time, we were back at her apartment. I rolled to a stop out front. 
 
    ‘I’ve never felt as sexually aggressive as I do when I wear this,’ she said, lifting up the necklace with my key looped on the chain. My face must have squirmed as much as my insides did, because she laughed with delight. ‘I think you’ve been very good these past few days. Are you tired, or would you like to come upstairs?’ 
 
    It was almost three in the morning, but I had never felt more awake. 
 
    I followed her out of the car and into the building. She took the stairs ahead of me, so I could catch tiny glimpses of her wet panties and well-worn thighs with every step. 
 
    She knew that I could see, but she didn’t stop or adjust herself or chastise me for my glimpses. I had no idea what was on her mind, but I followed her up the stairs like an obedient dog. 
 
    She opened the door to her apartment and gestured for me to go in. I did as she instructed and stood in her hallway in the dark, breathing hard. 
 
    ‘You’ve been very good,’ she said again, closing the door and sealing us in the dark together. ‘I want to reward you.’ 
 
    My heart damned near jumped out of my chest when she said that. My breath caught in my throat. 
 
    She took me by the hand and walked me through her apartment, finding her way in the dark by muscle memory and the intimate knowledge of her living space. She brought me to her bedroom and told me to lay down on the bed. 
 
    I did as she asked, hardly believing what was about to happen. I had no idea what she would do with me. I had plenty of ideas that I wanted her to do, but I was totally at her mercy. 
 
    She opened the drapes, allowing the dim glow of streetlights and the moon overhead to bleed into the room, turning us a strange shade of orange-silver.  
 
    I watched as she lifted the necklace over her head and crawled onto the bed. She carefully unzipped my pants and pulled them down, revealing the firm bulge in my shorts. 
 
    ‘Should we let him out to play?’ she said in a teasing tone. 
 
    ‘Yes, please.’ 
 
    She pulled down my shorts. 
 
    ‘Aw,’ she said, looking at my trapped penis for only the second time in her life. ‘He looks really uncomfortable. Poor little boy.’ 
 
    As she spoke, she gently ran her hand over the cage. I felt the warmth of her fingers on my skin, the barest fraction of an inch away. I made a soft moaning, desperate for release. 
 
    ‘You’ve been very good to me this week,’ she said. ‘I’m really enjoying being your keyholder.’ 
 
    I told her I liked it, too. 
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
    She slipped the key in the little padlock and gently turned it. The sound of the lock snapping open was loud and definite, like a fire cracker popping in a library/ 
 
    I watched as she gently eased the cage away from my swollen, puffy manhood. I thought I would spring to life with a powerful, hard erection, but instead my member seemed to slowly uncoil, lazily, like an animal awoken from hibernation. She smiled and kissed my shaft. I groaned. It was the most sexual pleasure I had received since she caged me last week. 
 
    She started to tease me with her hand. I reached up to touch her beautiful face. She shook her head. 
 
    ‘Lay on your hands,’ she said. 
 
    I did as she instructed, pinning my hands beneath me, totally at her mercy. She continued to slowly tease me, trailing her long fingernails up and down my shaft, sending erotic thrills throughout my body. Her smile grew wider as my manhood slowly woke up, until she could wrap her hand around it and gently squeeze it. 
 
    ‘I’ve been looking up a lot of things that I could do,’ she said, ‘as your keyholder. Seeing as you’re now my little cuck, I can do anything I want, and there’s nothing you can do about it, isn’t that right?’ 
 
    I nodded. It was hard to concentrate. Her warm hand felt so damned good on my body, and she wasn’t even moving yet. 
 
    ‘I can do anything I want, with anyone I want, and you’ll enjoy it, won’t you?’ 
 
    I nodded again, swallowing hard. She started to slow rub her thumb in a circle along the underside of my shaft, just beneath the head of my cock. It felt awesome. I’ve never had anyone do that to me before. 
 
    ‘You want me to be happy, don’t you, cuck?’ 
 
    Another nod. It was hard to concentrate. 
 
    ‘Would you be happy if I wanted to get fucked by a whole group of guys?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ Through gritted teeth. 
 
    ‘Even if they were black guys?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘And if I made you give me a ride afterwards, all covered in come?’ 
 
    ‘Yes!’ Struggling to breathe. 
 
    ‘Are you getting close, cuck?’ She spoke softly, gently, still only rubbing me with her thumb in a small circular motion. 
 
    ‘Uh-huh,’ I said, gasping. 
 
    She let go. 
 
    ‘Not yet,’ she said. ‘I want you to enjoy this for a long time yet.’ 
 
    And she did. I don’t know how many times she tormented me, but she kept going for almost a full hour, taking me to the very edge of release, then stopping short. It was excruciating and I loved every painful, humiliating second. She made me beg to keep going. She made me beg to stop. She did it all with a smile. 
 
    Finally, she said, ‘You might be the most perfect man I’ve ever known. I want you to be my boyfriend.’ She kept her hand on my shaft, slowly moving her thumb around and around. ‘I want to be your girlfriend. But only if we can keep up this arrangement.’ 
 
    I grunted out a reply, barely able to think straight. 
 
    ‘So, it’s settled,’ she said. ‘We’re now boyfriend and girlfriend. You stay loyal to me, and I keep you locked up for as long as I want. In return, I’ll make all your fantasies come true. Do you like that?’ 
 
    I nodded, feeling myself getting close to the edge again. 
 
    This time, she didn’t stop. Instead, she kept teasing me, until I felt myself reach the point of no return. That was when she stopped. She sat back and watched her handiwork. A thick, syrupy trickle of semen gently oozed out of me and trailed down the shaft. My manhood twitched and throbbed. It was almost like an orgasm, but with none of the pleasure. I watched in silent, shocked fascination as my climax slowly rolled down my shaft and pooled on my groin, hot and sticky and rich. 
 
    ‘Ruined orgasm,’ she said. ‘You’ve come, but you don’t feel like you’ve come. One of the things I read about this week. Do you like it?’ 
 
    I nodded, breathing hard, staring down at myself in shock. My body had been relieved, but I felt no relief. It was the best and worst feeling of my life. Pleasure without the excitement. 
 
    She admired her handiwork, a thin, satisfied smile on her face, until my shaft finally stopped trembling and the steady supply of semen ceased pumping from the tip of my cock. She laughed at my reaction, the expression on my face. 
 
    ‘Wow, you really did like that!’ she said. 
 
    I nodded, totally dumbfounded. It was the strangest sensation of my life. I didn’t feel satisfied or relieved in any way. All I felt was a yearning inside me, the feeling that I wanted more. 
 
    ‘I’m glad,’ she said. ‘Now go and clean up. You’ve been out of your cage long enough.’ 
 
    I washed myself in her bathroom, walking on uneasy legs, like I was on a ship at sea. I cleaned myself in Tessa’s bathroom. My erection slowly wilted under the cold rush of water, but the burning lust inside me didn’t fade one bit. When I returned to the bedroom, she had changed into her night shirt, the one that was barely long enough to cover her ass. She stood in front of the mirror, gently removing her makeup with a wipe. 
 
    ‘I don’t know about you,' she said, ‘but I feel exhausted.’ 
 
    I agreed. Her ass looked incredible peeking out from under the hem of the shirt. I wondered how it had looked when today’s lover had bent her over. 
 
    ‘Why are you still standing there?’ she said. ‘Put the cage back on.’ 
 
    I picked up the cage from the bed and carefully slipped the metal rings back into place. It suddenly weighed a thousand pounds. The snapped shut. 
 
    We got into her bed together. She curled up, head on my chest, and sighed with satisfaction. I listened to her fall asleep, staring up at the ceiling, wondering if maybe next time she would let me have a real orgasm. 
 
    So, yeah, I think I’m in love with Tessa. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Saturday 23rd 
 
    Tessa has been busy this week, mostly attending college during the days. She invited me over a couple of evenings. We chilled on her couch together and watched a movie, like a real couple. The only difference was the cage, hidden beneath my clothes. The other nights, she was busy. She called me on one of those nights – Wednesday, I think – and I heard her give an enthusiastic blowjob to a man who may or may not have been the same guy from before. She didn’t let me out of my cage all week, but she seemed to really enjoy walking around in as few clothes as possible, the necklace always visible, mocking me with its presence. I was always so close to my freedom, yet completely unable to do anything about it. 
 
    I think Tessa enjoyed the thrill of her sexual domination as well. I caught her looking at me several times, a sly smile on her lips. She would kiss me without warning, passionate, open-mouthed kisses, grinding her body against mine at the same time. Then she would giggle and walk away. It was blissfully painful. 
 
    At some point in the week, I asked about her kitchen cupboards. I noticed them the first time I went to her place. The cupboards are flimsy and weak and look ready to collapse. Frankly, they’ve been bugging me every time I see them. She asked if I would be able to fix them up. I said I could – I had a tool kit at home with all the basics, I would just need some materials. 
 
    This all brings me to yesterday. Holy shit. 
 
    Tessa text me in the morning. She asked if I would mind coming over in the afternoon to fix up the cupboards. I had the tools and a list of the materials and the time, so I figured, why not? I had no idea what she was planning. 
 
    Like a good, dutiful boyfriend, I arrived a little after one in the afternoon, weighed down with tools and pieces of wood I’d bought at my hardware store. I buzzed at for entry and heard her giggle through the speaker. I rode the elevator up to her floor and walked to her door. It was left ajar for me. 
 
    I called out as I walked in and pushed the door shut with my heel. 
 
    Her bedroom door was shut. I stood outside and knocked. After a few seconds, the door opened just wide enough for Tessa to poke her face through the gap. 
 
    ‘Great!’ she said. ‘You can get started.’ 
 
    She groaned passionately. Her body rocked. I tried to see what was happening behind the door, but I couldn’t. I asked what was going on. 
 
    ‘Nothing,’ she said, smiling. ‘You go and fix up my apartment. I’ll be in here.’ 
 
    She closed the door on me. I heard a man’s voice, but couldn’t make out what he was saying. 
 
    ‘Oh, that was my boyfriend,’ Tessa said, loud enough for me to hear. 
 
    I stood outside her bedroom for a moment, my mind racing. I heard the squeak of her bedsprings as she and her lover climbed back in together. This was a torment I didn’t know existed. She wanted me to do chores while she fucked another guy in the same apartment! 
 
    I went to her kitchen and started work, carefully removing everything from the cupboards and preparing my workspace. In the background, muffled by the thin walls, I heard Tessa’s passionate moans and the sound of the bed rocking back and forth. It was hard to concentrate. 
 
    I forced myself to focus. I measured wood. I hammered nails. I fixed loose doors. The whole time, Tessa’s moans and groans and cries of delight filled my ears. It was a miracle I didn’t accidentally hammer my own hand. 
 
    After an hour – maybe two – she appeared in the kitchen doorway. I was halfway through by this point, tightening a screw on a loose hinge. She waited silently for me to notice her and when I did, my cock slammed against the cage like an animal fighting captivity. 
 
    She was naked. Her body glistened with a thin sheen of sweat that left shiny trails down to her shaven mound. Her inner thighs were wet and sticky. A thin, white trickle of semen ran down from her lips. More drops of semen were casually scattered over her breasts. The key hung from her necklace, a small splash of come dangling from the chain. 
 
    ‘Can you get me a drink?’ she said, acting as casual as possible. 
 
    I picked up a glass and filled it with water from the sink. She took it gratefully and placed it to her lips, smearing the rim with sticky come. She took a mouthful and handed it back to me. Then she turned on her heel and went back to the bedroom without another word. 
 
    I stood by the sink for a long few minutes, waiting for my body to calm down. The sight of Tessa, naked and used, coated in her lover’s come, was incredibly erotic. It might have been the most erotic moment of my life. After a few moments of quiet, a deep male groan of pleasure. I could only imagine what she must be doing for him to make a noise like that. 
 
    I continued working, tearing my thoughts away from the sounds echoing out from the bedroom, concentrating on the task in hand. Every minute seemed to be difficult than the one before. I heard his groans. I heard her cries. I heard the bed slamming against the wall. I heard the bedsprings squeak. I felt the walls shake. 
 
    It was torture. Pure, intense, delicious torture. 
 
    Three hours after I began, I stood back and admired my handiwork. It looked good. Solid and sturdy. I hadn’t heard anything from the bedroom for about fifteen minutes or more. I placed all the cups and glasses and dishes back in the cupboards and gathered all my tools. 
 
    Then I hesitated. What next? Did Tessa want me to stay or go? I knocked on her door. 
 
    ‘It’s open,’ she said. 
 
    I paused, unsure what to do. I swallowed. My heart thundered. I pushed open the door. 
 
    She was naked, lying in bed, her legs open towards me, head propped up on a pillow. He was naked, kneeling over her breasts. She was slowly and gently and lovingly stroking his hard cock. I noticed that he was bigger than me. The room was a mess. Clothes and used condoms littered the floor. The air stank of sex and semen and burning rubber. 
 
    ‘Well?’ she said. 
 
    ‘I’m finished.’ 
 
    She nodded. Her lover groaned, nearing yet another climax. How long had they been having sex today? I didn’t know. I could see at least five condom wrappers. 
 
    ‘Wait there,’ she said. 
 
    I stood in the doorway, obedient as a guard dog, watching them. The cage pinched and gripped me. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. I watched my girlfriend slowly and carefully bring him to climax with her skilled hand. He groaned and his body shuddered and his hips bucked and his cock throbbed visibly in her hands. I watched as a couple of drops of semen lazily fell from his shaft, landing on her breasts. She smiled up at him and let go. He sank down on to the bed, utterly spent. 
 
    ‘Thanks for coming over,’ she said. 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    ‘Can you get me a drink?’ she said, this time talking to me. 
 
    I busied myself in the kitchen, grateful to get out of the room. I took far longer than I needed to. By the time I finally finished and entered the bedroom, her lover was dressed. 
 
    ‘See you later?’ he said. 
 
    ‘Maybe.’ 
 
    He turned and headed for the door. He paused as he walked past me and said, ‘Thanks for letting me fuck your girlfriend.’ 
 
    I tried to respond, but nothing came out. He walked out of the apartment and pulled the door behind him. Silence filled the air. Tessa eyed me coolly from the bed. I met her gaze. My girlfriend. My keyholder. My cuckoldress. 
 
    My face burned with arousal and humiliation and desire. My insides twisted like snakes in a sack. My manhood fought a losing battle with the prison. 
 
    ‘Are you still having fun?’ she said. Her voice was calm and level. She betrayed no emotion. I couldn’t tell if she was nervous or excited or happy. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Was that the guy from the other night?’ I said. ‘The one from your class?’ 
 
    ‘Him?’ she said. ‘No. I met that guy last night at a bar. I explained your fantasy and he was very interested to learn more.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I said, my throat dry. 
 
    She asked if I wanted to come. I said I did. She told me that she was too tired to have me as well, but she could think of something. She lifted up my key. It was covered in her lover’s freshly spilled come. 
 
    ‘Whoops,’ she said. 
 
    She wiped the key on a sock from the floor and beckoned me closer. I went willingly. She unlocked the cage for the first time this week and took me in her hand. My manhood unfurled to its full length slowly and sedately. She curled her fingers around my shaft. 
 
    ‘I’m too tired,’ she said. ‘You’ll have to do it for me.’ 
 
    I didn’t know what she meant at first. Then I slowly realized that Tessa wasn’t intending to pleasure me in any way. She was merely going to grip my shaft. If I wanted any pleasure, I was going to have to do I all myself. I rocked back and forth, thrusting into her fist, making love to her hand while she looked up at me with a bored expression as she swirled the fingers of her other hand through the fresh come on her breasts. 
 
    ‘Do you like that?’ she said, with a disinterested voice. 
 
    I grunted my approval and concentrated on fucking her hand. It didn’t feel as good as I wanted, but it didn’t feel bad, either. 
 
    ‘My pussy is so sore,’ she said. ‘Did you see how big his cock was? I think she stretched me. It’s a good thing you’re not going to have sex with me right now, I wouldn’t be able to feel you.’ 
 
    Her words were perfect torment. Everything should have hurt and scorned me, but instead it spurned me on. I fucked her hand faster and faster. 
 
    ‘His come was delicious,’ she said. ‘I couldn’t get enough. Yours won’t taste as good. Maybe next time I’ll make you taste his come. Would you like that, cuck?’ 
 
    I grunted, concentrating on fucking her hand. 
 
    ‘I don’t know if I want you to come right now,’ she said. ‘Maybe I don’t think you deserve it.’ 
 
    ‘I deserve it!’ I said, thinking of everything I had done that week, every little tease she had inflicted on me. 
 
    ‘Really?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Please!’ 
 
    She sighed dramatically, like this was a real hardship for her. 
 
    ‘Fine,’ she said. ‘But you can only come on my feet. You don’t get the rest of me.’ 
 
    I fucked her limp hand as fast and hard as I could. It was embarrassing and humiliating and degrading. I loved it. 
 
    ‘Tell me,’ she said, her voice softer now. ‘Be honest. If I let you jerk off a couple times a week, would you still think about your ex cheating on you, or would you think about me?’ 
 
    ‘You.’ 
 
    Her hand gripped me tighter now. 
 
    ‘Come now,’ she said. ‘Before I change my mind.’ 
 
    I came exactly as she had commanded. I pulled out of her fist and spilled a long, long overdue load across her feet, grimacing and groaning as I did. It was the most overpowering orgasm I had ever felt. My head spun and my knees felt weak. I sank to the floor and sat amongst the clothes and the condoms filled with another man’s come, breathing hard. 
 
    ‘Poor baby,’ she said. ‘When was the last time you had a proper orgasm?’ 
 
    I couldn’t remember. 
 
    ‘It might be the last one you have for a long time,’ she said. 
 
    She slowly sat up and turned her body towards me. She sat on the edge of the bed, her wet, glistening feet on the floor in front of me, her wet, used, pink, puffy sex open before my eyes. Her hair was a mess, her makeup was streaked and smeared, and she looked exhausted. She had never looked so beautiful. 
 
    ‘I love you,’ I said. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she said. 
 
    I think I’m going to marry this woman. 
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Jessica sat at her desk, looking at the ever-increasing pile of paperwork in front of her and thought to herself, What I wouldn’t give for a good hard fuck right now. Maybe that would help her get through the day. 
 
    Her boss, Michael, had recently gone through a bad divorce. It was common knowledge that his wife had left him for another man, taking the home and the children with her, leaving Michael little more than the shirt on his back. In turn, Michael had started taking out his frustrations on the staff in the small office, making everyone work longer hours and piling the workload up to an insane level. While Michael might have been okay with sleeping in the office, Jessica was certainly not. She was young, she had a good body, she had a life to lead. How long had it been since she’d gone out and partied? Too long. How long had it been since she had enjoyed herself? Too long. How long had it been since she’d had anything inside her apart from the little vibrator she kept in the bedside drawer? Too damn long. 
 
    ‘I need these done before you go home,’ Michael said, dumping another stack of files on Jessica’s desk as he walked past. She sighed as she studied the numerous folders of crisp office paper, trying to decide if she needed the job quite that badly. Accountancy was dull work at the best of times, but overdosing on files, forms and numbers was likely to send anyone into a coma of boredom. 
 
    It was a shame that Michael had gotten so hurt. Before the divorce, he’d been one of the nicest, sweetest men she had ever known. His smile seemed to light up every room he passed through. He was always kind, always polite. When Jessica had split up with her last boyfriend, the man she had gone to about it was Michael, and he’d listened and nodded and hugged her when she finally stopped crying. He was the kind of man Jessica could easily have fallen for, with his good looks, dark hair and blue eyes, and she had occasionally thought about him in those long nights when she found herself alone with naught but a battery-operated friend for company. 
 
    What a difference a divorce makes, Jessica thought. If only there was some way I could make him the man he used to be. 
 
    The afternoon passed by, the sun’s colours painting the outside sky a beautiful pastel orange as it began to set. Jessica looked longingly at the sunset, trying to remember when she had last seen the sun with her own eyes and not through the office windows. Another thing that Michael’s divorce had taken from her, she supposed. 
 
    One by one, the others began to leave the office. Jessica bid them goodnight as they left. Every one of them looked exhausted, beaten. And I probably look even worse, she thought. God, what I wouldn’t give for a good, hard fuck right now. Beneath the table, her wet slit throbbed, the heat almost unbearable. 
 
    She tried to focus on the work, to concentrate on something other than her pussy’s aching needs. She pulled out a small compact mirror and examined herself, making sure she still looked presentable. Her hazelnut eyes looked tired and her light brown hair had lost some of its shine, but her full red lips and creamy white skin still had their allure. 
 
    Sighing, Jessica closed the mirror and put it away. She was still young, still had a lot to give. Was it really such a clever idea to waste herself in this small office? 
 
    She pushed the thoughts aside and got down to work, focussing all her energy on the workload in front of her. 
 
    The sun sank below the horizon, bathing the buildings in the financial district in a final orange glow. The streetlights flicked on below her, and Jessica could see the shadows move, bend and grow as night rolled in and everyone else went home, back to their lives. Everyone except her. 
 
    Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. Jessica slammed down the latest folder, unable to bear the incredible heat between her thighs any longer. This is ridiculous. I can’t even think straight. 
 
    She stood and glanced around the office. The only other person in here was Michael, and his door was shut tight. Did she dare? While her boss was sat behind his desk just a few feet long the office? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Jessica sat in her chair and hitched up her tight black office skirt, feeling the coarse material graze her thighs. Even the feel of that made Jessica’s sensitive slit scream out for release. If only it weren’t my hands sliding up this skirt… 
 
    She was wearing plain black panties. Simple enough for the workplace, she supposed. Jessica ran a finger down the front of them, right over her intimate area. She could feel the heat from within, feel how damp her underwear already was. Is it because I need a good hard fuck, or something else? The sensation of her finger sent new ripples of pleasure surging through her and finally she could wait no longer. 
 
    With expert ease, she slipped a finger underneath the fabric and hooked the panties to one side, allowing her access to the cleft between her thighs. The cool office air reached her hot, wet lips and sent a new tingle of anticipation through Jessica’s body. The thought of doing it right here, in the office, with her boss so close… it made her shiver. 
 
    She was already breathing hard as she gently traced a finger along her slit, enjoying the sensation, the anticipation, the tease. She could feel her tight entrance reacting to the stimulation, growing wetter, slowly opening like a blooming flower. Sorry that it’s not the hard cock you crave, she thought, running her finger up and down her wet lips again, feeling the heat spreading throughout her lower body. 
 
    Jessica’s fingers found their way to the hard nub of flesh that was crying out for stimulation. She bit her lip to suppress a groan of pleasure as her fingers gently circled her clit, teasing and caressing it, slowly giving in to the sensation. 
 
    She closed her eyes and leaned back in her chair, allowing her fingers to roam, tease and gently stroke her pussy, massaging her clit with one hand, while the other made its way down to her yearning entrance. She suppressed a moan as one finger gently probed inside, slipping easily into her aching hole as her other hand continued its slow dance across her throbbing clit. 
 
    God, I need this, she thought, slipping another finger inside, feeling her tight hole start to clench and squeeze, pulling at the fingers, trying to get them deep inside herself. She bit her lip harder now, knowing that it wouldn’t take long to come, hoping that she wouldn’t cry out and alert Michael. 
 
    Her fingers moved faster across her clit, slipping easily in the wetness there, dancing side to side, sending jolts of pleasure across her body. Her other fingers slipped in and out of her pussy win increasing ease, the digits now slick with her juice. She felt her nipples stiffen on her firm breasts and wished that she could squeeze them, pinch the hard skin, but didn’t want to stop pleasing her pussy. Again, she wished that her fingers belonged to someone else, so she could please her body. Her sweet tits were crying out for attention. 
 
    Then she felt the pressure building down below, the tightness growing in her pussy, the heat growing in intensity. She knew she was on the verge of coming. 
 
    There was a buzz on her desk. The intercom! 
 
    ‘Jessica, have you finished those reports yet?’ 
 
    She sat bolt upright, removed her fingers, eyes wide. Did he know? Had she made some sound? Her fingers were wet and shiny as she tapped the button to respond. 
 
    ‘No Michael, about halfway through,’ she said, hoping she didn’t sound out of breath or exhausted. 
 
    ‘For goodness’ sake, what are you playing at? Do you want to be here all night? Just get them done.’ 
 
    He rang off. 
 
    Jessica sat there, breathless, her pussy still throbbing from how goddamn close she’d been, her heart pounding. She couldn’t focus on work, she was too far gone for that. Oh god, she needed to come! But clearly Michael wasn’t going to let her have a few moments to enjoy herself. 
 
    If he’s going to try riding me… 
 
    The thought came to her, like a sudden clarity. He hadn’t been with a woman since the divorce. He’d barely been home since the divorce. How frustrated must he be? she wondered. 
 
    It was time to find out. 
 
    If he fires me for trying, then he fires me, she thought, trying to reason to herself what she was about to do. At least I’ll be free of this office. 
 
    She stood up, straightened her skirt, and strode to Michael’s office door. Without knocking, she opened it and walked straight in, confident, sexy, horny. 
 
    Michael looked up from his computer. A few folders covered his spacious desk, but nowhere near the amount that littered Jessica’s workspace. 
 
    ‘Don’t you knock?’ he said. 
 
    ‘Shut up Michael,’ she said, her voice made husky by arousal. 
 
    He seemed shocked by her sudden change in attitude. ‘Excuse me?’ he said, ‘you can’t-’ 
 
    ‘Stop talking,’ she said, walking across his office. She stepped around his desk, right up to his chair. She placed her hands on her hips, looking right down at him. ‘This has gone too far,’ she said. 
 
    ‘What has?’ Michael’s eyes were wide, uncertain. He probably thought that she had gone crazy, or was about to quit, or something. 
 
    She steeled herself, ready to gamble. All or nothing. 
 
    Then she pushed some paperwork aside on his desk and sat down, spreading her legs so her could see right up between her thighs. 
 
    Michael’s mouth gaped open as he stared up her skirt, but he didn’t say anything or move away. 
 
    ‘My turn,’ she said, her voice still husky, still yearning for the orgasm she’d been denied. ‘I’m in charge now.’ 
 
    Michael’s eyes were still fixed on her pussy, still staring up her skirt, but his expression had changed. He didn’t look so shocked now. His features were softening as she watched, as though his defences were crumbling. 
 
    He only nodded, slowly, as though he hadn’t really heard her. She watched as his tongue flicked out, touched his lip, darted back into his mouth. It was the unconscious action of a hungry man looking at an all-you-can-eat buffet. 
 
    Satisfied that she had his attention, Jessica let her hands fall to her exposed thighs. She traced her fingers along the soft skin there, heading toward her soaking cleft. She hitched the skirt, transforming the fabric into more of a belt than an item of clothing, then she tugged her wet panties to one side again, exposing her soft curls and damp lips to her boss. 
 
    Michael’s mouth had come open slightly at the sight of his employee’s pussy. Jessica tried to imagine what he was thinking, but couldn’t. His eyes were fixed exactly where she wanted them and his hands were gripping the armrests on his office chair. 
 
    Got your attention? she thought. Good. 
 
    Now firmly in control of the situation, Jessica traced a finger along her wet slit. She held it out so Michael could see the juice shining on the digit, then placed it in front of his mouth. His lips went out, touched it. His tongue flicked out, tasted it. The feel of his tongue, the feel of the power she commanded, the thrill of being so outrageously daring, all combined and mixed together to form a heady cocktail of sexual arousal. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so powerful, so desirable. She had complete control over her boss. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she said. ‘You’re going to do exactly as I tell you, understand?’ 
 
    He nodded again, slowly, never taking his eyes off her pussy. 
 
    Jessica climbed off the table. She turned her back on him and bent over the desk, pushing her sweet cheeks out towards her employer. 
 
    ‘Take my panties off,’ she commanded. 
 
    Michael’s fingers trembled against her skin and for a moment she feared he was about to back out. But he took hold of her panties and tugged them off, letting them fall to the floor. Jessica stepped out of them, kicking them to one side. She spread her feet wider, opening her most intimate places up for her boss’s inspection, reaching around with her hands to pull those perfect ass cheeks wider, opening herself up like a blooming flower. God, I’m so fucking wet. 
 
    ‘Lick,’ she commanded. 
 
    And he obliged with no hesitation, his tongue delving into her silky folds almost immediately, his hands clutching her thighs, pulling her against him, his face buried in her ass, hot breath steaming on the delicate skin there, while she sagged against the table, moaning, lost to the feel of him. Michael’s tongue lapped at her wetness with such needful intensity that Jessica was forced to wonder how long it had been since he’d eaten a pussy. Judging from the savagery of his movements, a long time indeed. 
 
    Michael’s hands moved up her thighs to her ass cheeks, grabbing and kneading them, sending rockets of pleasure through her body. Jessica grabbed at the desk, clutching the sturdy wood for fear her knees would give out from the intensity of her pleasure. Michael’s tongue thrust in and out of her sopping hole, eagerly tasting her juices, then flicked up, along her velvety folds to her throbbing clit. 
 
    Jessica cried out in pleasure as tongue found her most sensitive area and began slowly circling the little nub of flesh. A tidal wave of sheer joy seemed to cascade through Jessica’s body, rending her incapable of thought. The only sounds she made were cries of pleasure, slowly getting louder, slowly building in pitch. Soon she was screaming with complete bliss. 
 
    ‘Yes!’ she cried. ‘Yes! Right there! Oh god, yes! Make me come, make me fucking come!’ 
 
    He obeyed, squeezing and groping her ass, his face buried in her crack, tongue playing out over her clit, teasing her, caressing her, tasting her, driving her onward toward realms of ever-greater pleasure until finally she couldn’t take it anymore and the orgasm that had been building seemed to punch through her entire body in one huge release. 
 
    Jessica let out the longest, loudest moan of delight in her entire life, coming harder than she had ever come before. Her knees buckled, hands gripping the desk to stay upright, chest heaving with the need to cry out again and again, unable to draw enough breath to scream all in one go. Michael didn’t stop his onslaught against her pussy either, continuing to trace and circle her clit with his tongue before delving back inside her tight hole to sample her sweet juices once more. 
 
    Finally, she couldn’t take anymore and Jessica reached behind her, pushing his face away from her ass. He sat back in his chair, watching her with attentive eyes as she let go of the desk and sank down to the floor, exhausted but more aroused than she’d ever been in her life. 
 
    She sat there for a moment, taking deep breaths, regaining control of her body, allowing the sensitivity to come back to her limbs. She looked up at Michael. He was sitting in his office chair, hard member pushing against his smart office pants, face eager, lips and chin shining with her click juices. She wondered what he was waiting for, then remembered the game they were playing. 
 
    ‘Cock out,’ she commanded, trying to make her trembling voice sound as firm as it had before the orgasm. ‘Now.’ 
 
    He wasted no time obeying her instructions. In seconds, he had unzipped himself and extracted his hard member from the confines of his underwear. Jessica stifled a little gasp looking at it. Whatever the reason for Michael’s divorce had been, his cock wasn’t it. His shaft was thick, hard, and probably the biggest she’d seen for a very long time. The throbbing purple head of his member was shiny with excitement. 
 
    The sight of it sent shivers of anticipation down Jessica’s spine and she felt fresh waves of desire surging down to her soaking hole. How many times was it possible to come in one night? She had a feeling she’d know soon enough. 
 
    Jessica got to her knees, staring at Michael’s huge cock. Now it was her turn to tremble slightly as her hands reached out towards it and gently stroked it Michael closed his eyes and sighed, reaching out to touch her. 
 
    ‘No,’ she commanded. ‘Hands to yourself.’ 
 
    He looked at her with wounded puppy dog eyes, but obeyed, gripping the armrests again. 
 
    Jessica felt him shiver with anticipation as she gently ran her nails down his shaft, taking in the impressive sight of him. How deep would she be able to take him inside her? Only one way to find out… 
 
    Jessica raised herself above his thick member and opened her mouth. Then she sank down onto him. She felt his hot shaft as it filled her mouth, all the way to the back of her throat. She let it stay there for a moment, listening to his groans of delight, then slowly moved her head up again, now stroking his cock with her tongue. 
 
    God, he tastes so good. 
 
    She started to bob her head, feeling the burning desire to satisfy him, to enjoy him, to please him. She was firmly in control and the knowledge that she held all the power gave her an even bigger thrill than any other blowjob she’d ever given. 
 
    ‘Oh, my god, yes, that’s it, that’s fucking fantastic,’ Michael said from somewhere above her. She started moving her head faster, trying to taste his entire length at once, lashing the smooth, hard skin of his shaft with her tongue, tasting the salty tang of his head, desperate to do everything she possibly could to him. Jessica heard the armrests of the chair creaking under Michael’s grip, the change in his breathing as he really started getting into it. She took hold of his shaft with one hand, started to stroke it while she sucked on the head, playing her tongue across the sensitive skin there. Without realising it, her other hand found its way into her dripping folds and began probing again, sending intense waves of pleasure throughout her body. She sucked him harder as her fingers teased and fucked her tight, wet hole. 
 
    ‘Christ, Jess… I’m… fuck,’ Michael breathed and she knew he was getting close. But she didn’t want him to come in her mouth. She wanted this thick, hard cock stuffed deep inside her. 
 
    Jessica let him out of her mouth with a wet smack, a trail of spittle running down her chin, her lips wet, eyes shining for more. 
 
    Michael looked at her, almost hurt, wondering if she was going to leave him hanging, deny him the right to come. No, she wasn’t going to do that to him. She needed it just as much as he did. 
 
    She stood up, unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor, letting him see her sex in all its glory, the soft curls above and the wet lips below. Jessica positioned herself above him, then she sat down on his lap, easing herself down over him. 
 
    Slowly, she felt his pulsing hardness fill her up, taking every inch inside her, bit by bit. She cried out in pleasure as she felt her tight pussy stretch and give, moulding to the size and thickness of his hard cock. It felt so good, so primal, so perfect. 
 
    ‘Fucking hell,’ Michael said, gritting his teeth, look up into her eyes with an expression of total, perfect torment as the last few inches slid inside her and she sat down on his lap. 
 
    Jessica smiled wickedly down at him, at the man she held between her thighs. His hands still clutched the armrests of his office chair, the knuckles turning white with the effort of restraining himself. 
 
    ‘You can touch me now,’ she said to him, unable to make him suffer any longer. 
 
    His hands sprang up faster than she would have believed possible, grabbing her, squeezing her perfect ass, pawing at her clothes, touching her thighs. Finally, his hands came around the front, to where her breasts were crying out for attention beneath the stiff material of her office shirt. Michael pulled, tearing the buttons off. She gasped as he tore the shirt open, his hands pawing at her firm tits, tugging at her bra. He reached around to the clasp and tugged it and Jessica felt the bra fall away from her. Michael buried his face in her tits, grabbing her breasts, sucking her nipples, running his tongue over the skin in a frenzy of heated delight. She had never experienced such need before. He attacked her breasts as though it might be his last time to enjoy a pair. She gasped with delight as the feel of his tongue, at the passion of his desire. 
 
    Then she began to fuck him. Slowly at first, gently moving her hips, rising up and down, feeling the intense pleasure as he filled her wholly, then slid out of her. Michael moaned into her chest, a hard, pink nipple in his mouth. Jessica started to moan herself, feeling another orgasm starting to build in her belly and she began to move faster, bouncing up and down on his hard member, groaning every time it slid deeper inside her. 
 
    Michael stopped his attack on her tits now, clutching her against him, looking up at her, eyes wide with excitement. His need made hers so much more pleasurable and she felt herself getting ever closer to coming. 
 
    Christ, he felt good. His hard length filled her all the way up, sliding perfectly inside her with every thrust. Jessica’s aching clit throbbed and pulsed with each delicious collision of their bodies, the feeling of their pounding shooting all throughout her, lighting every nerve ending on fire. She knew he wouldn’t last much longer. But she needed more of him. She deserved more of him. 
 
    ‘That’s it, Michael,’ she said, ‘right there. Fuck me hard.’ 
 
    There was a knock on the office door. Jessica’s heart skipped a beat. Michael’s eyes widened in surprise. 
 
    ‘Hello?’ came a woman’s voice through the door. ‘Are you still here?’ It’s the cleaner.’ 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ Michael hissed. ‘She’s supposed to come later.’ 
 
    ‘Can you send her away?’ Jessica asked. 
 
    ‘No,’ he said. ‘She’ll just keep coming back.’ 
 
    Jessica climbed off his lap, sighing at the feel of his length sliding out of her. 
 
    ‘Shit,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Under the desk,’ said Michael. ‘Quickly!’ 
 
    Jessica nodded and bent down, hiding under his desk. Michael buttoned his shirt up and pull his chair forward, hiding his erection. 
 
    ‘Come in,’ he said. 
 
    Jessica heard the door open and the sound of footsteps as the cleaner walked around the room, gathering the trash and wiping down the surfaces. But her eyes were fixed on Michael’s erection, glistening with her juices, not two inches away from her face. 
 
    ‘Do you have any more trash?’ the cleaner asked, totally oblivious to the woman hiding under the desk. 
 
    Jessica leaned forward and licked Michael’s hard length, trailing her tongue from the base to the tip in one long, slow movement. She saw his hand grip his leg. 
 
    ‘No, no,’ Michael said. ‘Not tonight.’ 
 
    Jessica flicked her tongue across Michael’s sensitive head, teasing him. He reached under the desk and grabbed the back of her head, preventing her from moving away. She took the hint and took him in her mouth once more, tasting herself on his shaft. The thrill of how naughty she was being sent shivers throughout her body. Her sex ached with desire. She wished the cleaner would hurry up and leave, she needed to fuck Michael so badly! 
 
    ‘You want me to vacuum in here tonight?’ the cleaner said. 
 
    ‘No,’ Michael said, through gritted teeth. ‘That… that will be all, thank you.’ 
 
    Jessica took him in her mouth, right down to the base, as deep as she could manage. She sucked him hard, sliding his length in and out of her mouth, flicking her tongue across his shaft the whole time. She heard the footsteps retreat across the room and the door closed again. She counted to three and let him out of her mouth. He pushed his chair back and she emerged from her hiding place. 
 
    ‘That,’ he said, ‘that was…’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ she said. They smiled at one another, bound by a naughty secret. ‘So, where were we?’ 
 
    ‘You were telling me how you wanted to be fucked,’ he said. 
 
    Jessica spun and bent over the table, hands splayed, offering her ass up to him, knowing that her pussy was glistening with their juices right now. 
 
    ‘Bend me over the desk,’ she breathed through delirious moans of pleasure. ‘Fucking take me now.’ 
 
    Michael stood up. She felt him move into position behind her, his hard member sliding down the cleft of her ass, seeking its target. 
 
    ‘Yes, Michael,’ she said. ‘I order you to fuck me. Make me fucking come. I order you.’ 
 
    Michael’s hands gripped her hips, again surprising Jessica with hidden strength, and his thick, burning head found her yearning entrance. Her moans came louder, more ecstatic than before as he eased inside, gliding all the way until finally he came to rest against her. Christ, she thought, is he even bigger like this? 
 
    His pounding was ferocious, unrestrained, fierce. Her cries came louder and louder, echoing in the small office, drowning out all reasonable thought. All she could do was grip the desk with her hands and grip his cock with her pussy. She felt as though she was holding on for dear life. His hard, throbbing cock slid into her effortlessly now, driving her crazy with the pressure that built up from within. Every single stroke seemed to be making her chest tighter, to make her pussy clench harder, to make her knees weaker. She knew she couldn’t hold out much longer, and neither could he. 
 
    ‘I want you to come with me,’ she commanded. 
 
    ‘Yes miss,’ he said, obedient to the last. 
 
    Jessica began pushing herself against him now, meeting his thrusts with a little one of her own, loving how much he filled her up. Michael thrust forwards to meet her, trying to push himself inside her more and more with every stroke. They fucked frantically for a few sweet seconds, in perfect harmony, in blissful synchronicity over the desk, their cries and moans of pleasure steadily increasing, Michael’s balls slowly tightening, Jessica’s pussy gradually gripping, their orgasms so close to fruition now. 
 
    Finally, Jessica gave one long, loud cry of delight, screaming out Michael’s name as waves of pleasure washed over her and her pussy clamped down on his hard cock. Michael responded likewise, calling out Jessica’s name and gripping her with his hands as his balls emptied and he came inside her, hot, thick come shooting deep inside Jessica’s ravaged pussy. 
 
    She lay on the desk for a long while, letting her breath slowly return, feeling his hardness slowly wither, the hot spend slowly trickle down inside her. It felt incredible. 
 
    ‘Good boy, Michael,’ she said once her breath had come back and she could speak again. 
 
    ‘I’m glad I could please you,’ he said, withdrawing from her and slumping back into his chair. He looked about twenty years younger, like a huge weight had been lifted from his shoulders. 
 
    She lifted herself up onto unsteady feet, enjoying the arousing sensation of his juices moving around inside her. She pulled her skirt back on, looking out the window at the city as the nightlife burst into existence all around them. 
 
    ‘I think half the city just watched us fuck,’ she said with a sly smile, pulling her skirt back on. Buttons from her shirt were scattered all over the office floor. 
 
    Michael smiled at her, the old smile, the one she had thought was lost forever. ‘Hope they enjoyed the show,’ he said. ‘You know I could have you fired for what just happened, right?’ 
 
    ‘You could,’ she said. ‘but you won’t.’ 
 
    ‘Won’t I?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    She stepped over to him, gave him a long kiss, tasting herself on his tongue. Then she stepped away and walked towards the door. 
 
    ‘You’ve been riding me pretty hard lately,’ she said. ‘It was my turn to ride you.’ 
 
    She blew him a kiss and went home. For the first time in a long time, she left work with a smile, looking forward to the next day. 
 
    Maybe she’d offer to work late, too. 
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‘Are you ready to go?’ 
 
    Emily looks at me the way she always does, with a mixture of disappointment and disdain. She adjusts the front of her dress, pulling her breasts into position so the beautiful swell of her chest is perfectly visible to everyone. I glance at her breasts and let out a long sigh of desire. 
 
    ‘I hope you’re not staring at my tits, you pervert,’ she says. 
 
    I shake my head and turn back to the mirror. I adjust my tie, pulling it into position, and examine my reflection. I look like a muscular man in a nice suit. Nobody who looked at me would ever know my secret. 
 
    ‘Are you wearing everything I laid out for you?’ Emily asks. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, adjusting my waistband. 
 
    ‘Yes what?’ she says, cupping a hand behind her ear. 
 
    ‘Yes, mistress,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Good boy, cuckie,’ she says. ‘It’s a special occasion tonight. We can’t spoil it with your bad manners.’ 
 
    ‘No, mistress,’ I say. ‘I’m sorry.’ 
 
    ‘You will be,’ she says, in a tone that indicates she is already planning my punishment. 
 
    I turn the bedroom light off and close the door behind me. Emily is waiting in the hallway, applying a final coat of lipstick in the small mirror hanging on the wall. 
 
    ‘How do I look?’ she says, without glancing at me. 
 
    ‘You look fantastic, as always,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Would you like to fuck me?’ she says. 
 
    I don’t reply. I sense a trap. I am wary to respond too quickly to this question. 
 
    ‘Cuckie?’ she says. ‘I asked you a question.’ She seals the lipstick and puts the tube in her purse. She turns to face me, hands on hips, looking beautiful. The dress hugs her figure perfectly, showing off her ample cleavage and clinging to the curve of her ass. It’s a short dress and most of her toned thighs are on display. ‘I said, would you like to fuck me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, mistress,’ I say. ‘I very much would, if you were to give me the opportunity.’ 
 
    She smiles, satisfied with my answer. 
 
    ‘Well, if you’re a very good boy,’ she says, ‘and you don’t spoil tonight or embarrass me, and I’m really – really – desperate, I may let you fuck me.’ 
 
    I feel my cock twitch. I try to ignore it, but she’s planted the seed now. She’s put the idea in my head and now I’m picturing her beautiful, naked body, pressing against mine, writhing against me, her intimate lips flowering open to let me inside… My cock strains against the confines of its prison, unable to break free, and the effort causes me pain. 
 
    ‘Cuckie,’ she says, snapping me out of my daydream with a click of her finger, a cruel smile on her perfect lips, ‘eyes up here.’ 
 
    I stand to attention, my eyes resting somewhere above her head. She has me well trained by now. 
 
    ‘Good boy, cuckie,’ she says, as though she is congratulating a dog for bringing her the paper. ‘Now, let’s see if we can get all the way to Jessie’s house without you embarrassing yourself, hmm?’ 
 
    I unconsciously glance at Emily’s neckline, not seeing the usual dull glint of metal she always keeps around her throat. She sees me looking. 
 
    ‘What is it, cuckie? Come on now, use your words. You’re a big boy. Well, maybe not a big boy, but, you know. Tall.’ 
 
    ‘Are you not…’ I say, trying to think how to word my question without upsetting her or making assumptions for myself. ‘Are you not taking the necklace?’ 
 
    She reaches into her purse and lifts out a simple metal chain, old and unvarnished, one that long since lost its shine. In the middle of this metal chain is my salvation. The key. My heart skips a beat when I see it. 
 
    ‘Is this what you’re looking for?’ she says, in a mocking tone. ‘Do you really think I’m going to unlock you tonight, cuckie? At Jessie’s house? For God’s sake, you pathetic man!’ 
 
    Her taunts excite me. She knows they excite me. I feel pain again as my penis tries to react to her jibes. But my manhood cannot move within the confines of its prison. 
 
    ‘Unless…’ she says, thoughtful. ‘Unless you get excited just seeing the chain around my neck. Be honest, cuckie. Does it excite you to see me wearing this?’ 
 
    She holds up the chain in front of my face, dangling the key attached to it right before me. I maintain my position, trying not to follow the key as it sways back and forth in front of my eyes. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yes what?’ she cups a hand behind her ear. 
 
    ‘Yes mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Good boy,’ she says. She slips the metal chain around her neck. The key falls into the valley of her cleavage. ‘Forget your manners again tonight and we might have to postpone your treat. Now get out. We’re going to be late.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Anyone who looks on us sees exactly what they want to see. They see me, a tall, muscular man with a decent job, and Emily, my wife, a slim brunette with an incredible figure. People see the muscle man and the hot babe together and they make assumptions about us. If they only knew… 
 
    Very few people know the secret of our marriage. Very few people know what we are like behind closed doors. They don’t know the way she belittles me and mocks me and insults me. And they definitely don’t know how much I get off on it. 
 
    It all started about eighteen months ago when Emily confessed that she didn’t think I was very good in bed. She’d had more lovers than me in the past, that much I knew when we first got together, but I had no idea that I was so far down on the scale. We hadn’t even been married three months when she told me this, and I felt as though the entire world had fallen away under my feet. 
 
    Emily told me she loved me – she kept stressing how much she loved me – but said that something had to change. It wasn’t just an issue of my size, or my performance, or my stamina. It was all three. I was good at a lot of things – cooking, looking after her, providing a home – but sex was not one of them. I just wasn’t built to satisfy in that department. 
 
    Of course, hearing this absolutely broke my heart. There’s no man on earth who wants his wife to tell him how bad he is in bed. Emily admitted that she had hoped she’d be able to change me once we were married, but it just hadn’t happened. All I knew how to do was lay on top of her and aimlessly thrust until I came. 
 
    She stressed that she didn’t want to leave me. She loved me dearly, but something had to change. Either I learned how to step up my game – and fast! – or she would have no choice but to rethink our arrangement. 
 
    Naturally, I tried to be better in bed. I tried to follow instructions and do what she wanted, but I just couldn’t last long enough. Emily began to get more and more frustrated with me. It seemed like out marriage was on the rocks. 
 
    Then we tried something. A last-ditch attempt to improve our sex life. We went on a trip out of town. Stayed at a motel. Had a few drinks. Hired a male prostitute. The idea was that he and I were going to fuck Emily at the same time, give her the ride of her life. 
 
    But something totally unexpected happened. I came early, far too early, as usual, but Emily and the prostitute carried on. And on. And on. I grew hard watching them and attempted to join in again several times, but Emily kept pushing me away. In the end, I watched Emily fuck the man we hired and jerked myself off. It was surprisingly hot, watching her tight body bounce up and down on his cock while she moaned over and over. She begged him to be rough with her, to show me how a real man fucks a woman. I came twice more watching them before he finally finished, pumping his cock hard and deep into my wife. 
 
    The experience with the prostitute opened a door we didn’t even know existed. I admitted to my wife that watching her fuck him really turned me on. I loved watching her body move and bounce, loved hearing the filth she said to him, loved the way he grabbed her hair and pounded her roughly from behind. Watching her dirty side get unleashed like that… it did wonders for our marriage. 
 
    I guess it was a short journey from having threesomes with other guys to my becoming a full-time cuckold for her. Over the last eighteen months, our relationship has slowly changed and developed into what it is now. At first, we would find suitable partners and meet them at a hotel somewhere. He and I would fuck Emily, until I inevitably finished far too soon, when I would sit to one side and watch the two of them continue together. After a while, Emily asked me to skip the part where I failed to fulfil her and just sit in the corner to watch. 
 
    ‘I’d really prefer it if you didn’t embarrass yourself in front of him,’ she said. The bold, commanding way she spoke to me really excited me. 
 
    Soon Emily told me that I needed to start going to the gym after work. She told me that if she had to look at my body around the house, the least I could do was give her something nice to look at. I did as she commanded, and slowly developed my body until I became the large, muscular man I am today. Most girls send appreciative glances my way these days, but I ignore them. I only have eyes for Emily. Besides, she and I both know I could never satisfy a woman. 
 
    My visits to the gym served two purposes. One, I was getting fitter, which was for Emily’s benefit. Two, Emily started bringing men over to our house. Part of our game was that I knew the men would be there, but I couldn’t skip the gym. I had to complete my session and get home to watch my wife fuck the guys in our bed. It was incredibly exciting, pumping iron while knowing that someone else was pumping my wife. If you’ve never experienced it, I could never describe it to you. The thrill, the tension, of trying to concentrate on one task while constantly wondering what was happening behind your back… it was exhilarating. 
 
    Emily began to grow bolder at home. Our relationship grew stronger. She began to call the shots at home, started making little jabs at me, making fun of me. I let her – I liked it. Emily’s dominant side is aggressive and arousing. I love it when she’s in charge. 
 
    It was only recently that Emily made the latest change in our relationship. She told me that the guys she was seeing thought it was weird that I liked to watch them. 
 
    ‘They told me it’s creepy how you sit there and drool over them,’ she said. 
 
    That wasn’t the only change she made. She also said that she fucks other men for her pleasure, not for mine, so it wasn’t right that I masturbated while thinking about her with them. She told me that, because she couldn’t trust me to behave myself, I had to be locked in a chastity cage. 
 
    My heart sank, even as my cock throbbed, when she opened the delivery box and lifted out the cage for the first time. It was a small metal piece, barely large enough for even my below-average manhood, made of cold steel, with a padlock at the base and a key with a chain on it. The cage was a small coil of metal that was designed to clip into place at the base of my manhood. At the tip were a set of small holes to allow me to go to the bathroom. The whole thing looked faintly uncomfortable and alien. 
 
    ‘This is for you,’ Emily said. ‘I have to lock you away now. It’s for your own good, you understand this, right?’ 
 
    ‘I think so,’ I said. 
 
    ‘You can’t perform like a regular man. You’re just not good enough. So, you can’t be allowed to pleasure yourself like a normal man. But I’ll make you a deal. If you’re good to me for a full week and you don’t scare my lovers by watching them fuck me, then I will take you out of this cage every Sunday and let you come. Deal?’ 
 
    I thought about it. 
 
    ‘Deal,’ I said. 
 
    She clipped the cage into place around my penis and testicles. It clamped everything into place, tighter than a fist. My penis throbbed painfully against the bars of the cage for the first time. 
 
    ‘Aw, cuckie!’ she said, using my new nickname for the first time. ‘Your little penis looks so cute like that!’ 
 
    She kissed the cage. I felt her breath and a little of her warm lips on my shaft. I groaned. The cage seemed to grow tighter on my genitals. 
 
    ‘Not now, cuckie,’ she said. ‘You have to wait until next week.’ 
 
    Nobody outside of myself, Emily, and the few lovers she brought home knew that I was her cuckold. We never told anyone. We kept up the appearances of being a loving, happy couple. Emily enjoyed tormenting me when we went out together, dressing in provocative outfits that showed off her perfect body, kissing me on the cheek, and flirting with me whenever anyone was close enough to hear. It was torture. 
 
    Nowadays, I spend my week waiting for Sunday, for that blessed moment when she tells me it’s time for my treat. She will lay down on the bed and part her legs for me. She’ll roll a dice on the cover. The number on the dice is the number of times I must make her come with my tongue before she will let me out of the cage. If I have made her unhappy in the week, she will add a second dice into the mix. 
 
    When I have finally satisfied her, she will take the dull metal chain from around her neck and unlock the cage clamped around my shaft. She will giggle as my member stretches like a bear after hibernation, leaning up toward the sun. Then she will lean down and kiss me, just once, tenderly, on my shaft. She’ll ask me if I behaved this week. If I deserve a little reward for being good. And I will beg her to let me come. I can’t come unless she permits it. She loves hearing me beg. A tiny brunette woman, on her knees, with a large, muscular man, locked in a chastity cage, begging for permission to come. It’s a powerful image. And she loves it. I love that she loves it. 
 
    Finally, after much teasing, begging, and giggling, Emily will gently massage my cock. She will count out loud with every stroke, one, two, three… and I must last as long as I possibly can. My current record is twelve. Emily makes me warn her before I climax so she doesn’t get any of my filthy semen on her. That privilege is only for men who can satisfy her. I don’t satisfy her, so I’m not allowed to come on her. If I fail in this and I make a mess on her, Emily makes me wait an extra week for my next release. Once I have finished, I must clean myself up. Then Emily snaps the cage back into place and strokes it lovingly. 
 
    ‘This is the best thing we’ve ever done,’ she always says, her eyes sparkling with happiness. 
 
    Our relationship might not be what you’d call conventional, but it’s loving, trusting, and very erotic – for the both of us. I get turned on by her dominant, controlling side, and she has regular, satisfying sex with a variety of lovers. I take her of her mind and her heart. Other men take care of her body. This way, I don’t disappoint her and we continue to stay together, very happy and in love. I get off on the frustration, the torment, the teasing. She gets off on making me feel that way. 
 
    Anyone who looks on us sees exactly what they want to see. They see me, a tall, muscular man with a decent job, and Emily, my wife, a slim brunette with an incredible figure. People see the muscle man and the hot babe together and they make assumptions about us. If they only knew… 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘Eyes on the road, cuckie,’ Emily says. ‘I saw you trying to look down my top. If I catch you again, I’ll throw this key out of the window.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, mistress,’ I say. 
 
    We drive along in silence for a while. Emily looks at the trees as we drove past. 
 
    ‘It’s very nice of Jessie to host us all tonight,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Who’s going to be there?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Jessie, obviously. Her husband Ted, obviously. Plus, Keira and Paul.’ 
 
    ‘I haven’t seen Paul in a while,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Mm,’ she says. 
 
    ‘What would you like to do tomorrow?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Tomorrow?’ she says. ‘What about tomorrow?’ 
 
    ‘It was just a question,’ I say, backtracking, sensing that I might have overstepped a boundary. ‘Just making small talk.’ 
 
    ‘I know why you’re thinking about tomorrow,’ she says. ‘Tomorrow’s Sunday.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, it is, mistress,’ I say. ‘But that’s really not why I’m asking…’ 
 
    ‘You’re always thinking about your cock!’ she says. ‘I haven’t been fucked in four days, Jason. Four days! Imagine how I feel.’ 
 
    ‘I can,’ I say, and immediately regret it. 
 
    ‘Was that sarcasm, cuckie?’ she says, a dangerous hint in her voice. ‘I really hope it wasn’t, because I don’t have to let you out of the cage, you know. I don’t have to do anything.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, mistress,’ I say. ‘I really am.’ 
 
    ‘I was thinking about getting you one of those pocket pussies,’ she says. ‘You know, the plastic vaginas you stick your dick into and fuck.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ I say. ‘For me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she says. ‘Because then I wouldn’t have to touch you at all. But now I’m thinking I should maybe leave you in that cage for a little longer.’ 
 
    ‘Please, mistress,’ I say, begging already, a full day before I’m supposed to. ‘Please don’t do that.’ 
 
    She smiles at me, that cruel, yet loving smile. 
 
    ‘I love you, Jason,’ she says. 
 
    I look over at her. 
 
    ‘I love you too, Emily.’ 
 
    ‘Eyes on the road, cuckie.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘Hey guys!’ 
 
    Jessie greets us happily at the door, throwing her arms around Emily and giving her air kisses on each cheek. Then she hugs me in turn and waves us both inside. Emily smiles at me now, acting every part the loving wife. There are other people around us, so our cuckold relationship becomes a secret once more. Nobody knows except me, Emily, and the men she beds. I have no idea how our friends would react if they found out, and I don’t plan on telling them. 
 
    The cage constricts painfully again on my cock as I hug Jessie. She smells good. I can’t help but notice that. You notice things when you’re denied pleasure. 
 
    Jessie closes the front door behind us and ushers us into the dining room. The others are already here, seated around the table. Two bottles of red wine are opened. Everyone has a glass in hand. Jessie hands Emily and I a glass each as we say our hellos. Keira gets up to hug us, while Ted and Paul offer a lazy wave. Everyone is dressed up, as though we’re going somewhere fancy, even though we only plan to have a few drinks around Jessie’s dining room. 
 
    ‘So good to see you all again!’ Emily says. ‘How long has it been? Two, three months?’ 
 
    ‘About that,’ Paul says, glancing at me. ‘But that’s because we went on vacation for most of that.’ 
 
    ‘How was it?’ I ask, looking between him and Keira. 
 
    ‘It was amazing!’ Keira says. ‘So hot! I almost burned my butt.’ 
 
    Everyone laughs. 
 
    ‘That’s true,’ Paul says, placing a hand on her thigh and gently rubbing, ‘but we also saw a lot of the hotel room, didn’t we?’ 
 
    ‘Gave the maids an eyeful when we forgot to hang the do not disturb sign up.’ 
 
    We laugh again. My cock twitches again. I try not to imagine Paul and Keira making love in a hotel bed. My eyes fix on his hand, gently touching her upper thigh. I try not to think about how close his fingers are to her intimate areas. I force myself to focus on the conversation. 
 
    The six of us make idle small talk. Emily and the girls make short work of the first bottle of wine. They almost finish the second bottle, too, before I place my empty wine glass on the table. 
 
    ‘Another?’ Jessie says, holding out the bottle towards me. 
 
    ‘No, no, I can’t,’ I say. ‘I’m driving.’ 
 
    ‘You can always crash here,’ Ted says. ‘We finished sorting out the guest bedrooms.’ 
 
    ‘They don’t want to sleep here,’ Keira says, laughing. ‘It’s a special occasion, they’ll want to go home tonight.’ 
 
    ‘Ah, of course,’ Ted says. He raises his wine glass to me. ‘You’ll want to be able to perform.’ 
 
    Ted and Paul laugh. I join in, feeling the cage tight on my shaft. God, I wish I could perform! 
 
    ‘I’ll have his,’ Emily says. She drains the remains of her wine and holds the empty glass out to Jessie. ‘I’ll need it if he’s planning on fucking me later.’ 
 
    The girls laugh now. Jessie tops up Emily’s glass and puts the empty bottle to one side. The cage presses into my flesh again at the very idea of Emily pressing her perfect body against mine. God, I wish I could perform! I wish I was a real man. Instead, I’m a pathetic cuckold who wears a metal cage around his penis so his wife doesn’t have to put up with his lack of sexual ability. 
 
    ‘To love and relationships,’ Keira says, holding her glass. 
 
    We all raise our glasses together. 
 
    ‘So,’ Emily says, turning to Paul and Keira, with a naughty smile on her face, ‘tell us more about your holiday. Sounds like you two had a lot of fun.’ 
 
    Keira giggles into her wine glass. 
 
    ‘We might have… misbehaved,’ Paul says, with a smirk. 
 
    Keira snorts with laughter and spits a mouthful of wine back into her glass. Everyone laughs at her reaction. 
 
    ‘We got asked to leave the casino one night,’ Keira says, blushing slightly, one hand over her mouth. Paul laughs. 
 
    ‘What did you do?’ Ted asks, smiling. 
 
    ‘We, uh, we got on a lucky streak,’ Paul says, glancing at Keira. ‘And she got a little excited.’ 
 
    ‘I started jerking him off under the poker table!’ Keira says, her face a mixture of pride and embarrassment. 
 
    Jessie laughs, a shrill, excited sound. 
 
    ‘You bad girl!’ she says. 
 
    ‘I don’t know what happened!’ Keira says. ‘I just… got so excited. He was winning and there were all these chips on our side and I just… yeah, slipped my hand in his pants and started jerking him off.’ 
 
    ‘The dealer thought we were cheating,’ Paul says, ‘and we got asked to leave.’ 
 
    ‘With your hand down his pants?’ Emily asks, laughing into her wine glass. 
 
    ‘Well, no,’ Keira says. ‘But when we stood up, it was pretty obvious what we were doing. He walked through the casino with a pile of chips in his arm and his cock bulging out and his zipper open.’ 
 
    ‘I felt like a king,’ Paul says. 
 
    Ted and Jessie laugh wildly. Emily giggles again, wiping her chin on the back of her hand. I fight the surge of arousal deep inside, once again feeling the confines of the cage pressing into my soft skin. 
 
    ‘We cashed out and ended up fucking on the beach near the casino,’ Keira says. ‘We couldn’t make it back to the hotel. It was dark and there weren’t many people around, and we managed to find a spot hidden in the shadows.’ 
 
    ‘I’m pretty sure a few people got a beautiful view,’ Paul says. 
 
    ‘That was only our second night there!’ Keira says. 
 
    Ted leans across the table and high-fives Paul. 
 
    ‘You dirty bitch!’ Jessie says laughing, tapping Keira playfully on the arm. 
 
    ‘That’s not the worst of it,’ Keira says. She stands up, showing off her pretty little skirt. ‘Remember when I said I almost burned my butt?’ 
 
    She turns around, slips her thumbs inside the waistband of her skirt and slow pulls it down. My heart races in my chest as she slowly reveals more and more of her firm, pert ass. She wears a white thong, the material framing her ass cheeks to perfection. The cheeks themselves are still slightly red, the skin made crisp under the sun. 
 
    My cock leaps against the cage like a wild animal now, pounding the bars, screaming for freedom. I clench my fists under the table, pressing my nails into my palms so hard I’m worried I might draw blood. This is insane. This can’t be happening. I look away from Keira’s delicious ass. Emily notices. Her lips purse in a way that tells me I will be sorry for checking out her friend’s ass later. If the other had any idea how painful this all is for me… 
 
    ‘Ooh,’ says Jessie, ‘that looks painful.’ 
 
    ‘It’s okay now,’ Keira says, softly moving her hips from side to side, making sure that everyone can see her tanned cheeks, ‘but it was really painful the first couple of weeks. Paul had to apply tons of moisturiser for me.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure that was a big hassle for you,’ Ted says. 
 
    ‘The things I do for love,’ Paul says. 
 
    Keira pulls her skirt back up and sits down again. 
 
    ‘Are you okay?’ she says, looking at me. ‘You’ve gone quiet.’ 
 
    ‘I’m fine,’ I say. ‘Just wondering if you used the right factor sun screen.’ 
 
    The conversation moves on for Keira’s ass, for which I am grateful. I get my breath back under control, feeling my cock subside inside its cage, the wild animal sedated once more. 
 
    The wine flows as smoothly as the conversation. A third bottle is soon emptied and we move to the living room to make ourselves more comfortable. It’s a wide open, tastefully decorated space, clearly designed by Jessie. There are two huge couches and a single chair forming a loose semicircle on one side of the room, facing a large entertainment unit that currently has its doors closed. There’s a coffee table in the middle of the space, accessible by everyone on the couches. 
 
    As we file into the room, Jessie indicates for me to take the chair. I do so, and sink into the comfortable cushion. 
 
    ‘That’s Ted’s chair,’ Jessie says, sitting down near me on the corner of the couch. 
 
    ‘He can sit in it,’ Ted says. ‘It’s a good chair, right?’ 
 
    I nod and make some appreciative noises. It feels like a regular chair, I’m not sure what’s so special about it. 
 
    The others come into the room as well. Keira sits down next to Jessie on the couch. Ted, Emily and Paul take the couch opposite me, with Emily in the middle of them. As they sit down, I get a flash of Emily’s inner thighs under the dress. It hits me like a punch in the stomach – that’s the most intimate view of my wife I’ve enjoyed in months. The only other times I get to see her body is after her lover leaves and she walks across the hallway to the shower – I sometimes glimpse her back or her legs, slick with sweat. 
 
    Emily’s eyes flash. She has seen me looking. I swallow hard. I will pay for that later, I have no doubt. She won’t show me any mercy or forgiveness because tonight is a special occasion. She shifts in her seat, parting her legs a little wider. From my position on the other side of the room, I am the only one who can see. It’s a private show, just for me, and I’m not sure if I’m supposed to look. I cast my eyes anywhere else around the room, studying the entertainment unit, looking at the photos of Jessie and Ted on the walls, watching the others in the room. But it’s no good. My eyes are drawn back to Emily’s parted legs, the need to look as inescapable as destiny itself. She knows I can see. She wants me to see. She wants to torture me from across the room, in front of our friends, knowing that I can’t do or say anything about it. The more I try to resist, the harder it becomes to look away. I haven’t been given the opportunity to gaze upon my wife’s sex in so long, all I have to do is look… 
 
    Emily lifts one knee slightly, raising her foot up on her toes. The bottom of her dress lifts, and I can see everything. Emily is not wearing any panties tonight. I can see everything. All of her is on display for me. Her smooth inner thighs. Her shaved cleft. Her pink lips, starting to flower open in arousal. The curve of her ass. I rub one hand over my face and grip my knee with the other, trying to keep myself under control. Nobody else can see what I can see. Nobody else knows that my wife is spreading her legs for me – for the first time in almost a year – and there is not a damned thing I can do about it. The metal bars on my cage grow ever tighter, causing me discomfort, rubbing painfully against my penis. Even after all these months in chastity, I still can’t control my arousal. 
 
    The others continue talking, but I can’t focus. I can’t hear them. My whole world is on the other side of the room, concealed beneath a tight dress. The more I watch, the more she seems to enjoy it. She knows I can’t do anything about it. She engages in conversation, laughing and drinking wine. The rest of the room is white noise to me. All I can see are her pink lips, slowly becoming fatter, redder, wetter. I wouldn’t dare to suggest that she is getting turned on by exposing herself to me. Far more likely that she’s getting turned on knowing how much this is driving me crazy. A real man would storm across the room, throw her down and have his way with her. A real man would pin her to the couch and force her to come, over and over again, while he fucked her. A real man wouldn’t be wearing a cage on his genitals. 
 
    I am not a real man. I cannot do any of those things. I am the kind of man who would crawl naked over broken glass to beg his wife’s permission to lick her feet. That is who I am. My whole life, I thought I was a gentle lover, a caring lover, a generous lover. Emily has made me open my eyes and see what I truly am. A cuckold. A caged, useless, snivelling excuse for a husband. All I can do now I is silently watch from across the room, trying to control my breathing. 
 
    ‘Jason? Are you there?’ Keira’s voice cuts through the white noise of the room, bringing me crashing back to reality. 
 
    ‘Huh?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Looks like you spaced out for a bit there,’ Jessie says, laughing at me. She pours some more wine into her glass. This looks like a fresh bottle. It must be the fourth we’ve shared between us, maybe more, I haven’t been paying attention. 
 
    ‘Something on your mind, baby?’ Emily says from across the room, that wicked smile pulling at the corners of her lips. She rocks her knees from side to side, allowing flashes of her sweet honey pot to flicker across to me. I swallow hard. 
 
    ‘No, no,’ I say, forcing a smile as I turn my eyes away from Emily to the others. 
 
    ‘Are you sure?’ Ted says shooting me a little wink. ‘It’s a special occasion, I know what I’d have on my mind.’ 
 
    ‘Same thing you always have on your mind, you filthy man!’ Jessie says, erupting into gales of drunken laughter. 
 
    Ted raises his hands in a protestation of innocence. 
 
    ‘You men are all the same,’ Emily says. I notice that she places her hand on Paul’s leg as she speaks. I get a little spasm of jealousy in the pit of my stomach. ‘Always thinking with your cock.’ 
 
    ‘Not me!’ Paul says. ‘I also think with my tongue.’ 
 
    ‘If only you used it once in a while,’ Keira says, laughing. 
 
    Everyone laughs. I force myself to look at Paul, at Ted, at Keira and Jessie, anywhere but my wife’s open legs. It’s driving me crazy. My penis is desperate to grow and harden, but the cruel cage bites down, preventing it from moving. The sensation is exquisite – simultaneously painful, humiliating, and exciting. 
 
    ‘It’s weird how relationships change, isn’t it?’ Ted says. He puts his empty wine glass on the coffee table. ‘Like, we don’t notice it, but they do. Slowly, over time, couples evolve and adapt together.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know about that,’ Emily says, smiling at me, ‘we’re the same people we were when we met. Just more experienced.’ She drains her wine glass and slouches into the couch a little more, subtly raising her hips, allowing me to see even more of her hot, pink sex. I start to tell myself that this will end well for me. She wouldn’t be showing me so much if she didn’t mean to do something about it, right? She wouldn’t be playing such an erotic, tense game around our friends if there was no possibility of pleasure for her, right? 
 
    ‘That’s what I mean,’ Ted says. ‘We grow together and change each other, you know what I mean?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know about that,’ Keira says. ‘The first holiday Paul and I went on, we ended up fucking in the hotel room for most of it…’ 
 
    ‘But you wouldn’t have jerked him off in the casino, right?’ Ted says. Keira doesn’t answer. ‘Exactly. Like, at the start, a relationship is something sweet and innocent, but after a few years…’ 
 
    ‘Are you saying I’m not sweet and innocent, hubby?’ Jessie says, laughing. 
 
    ‘You are far from it, my love,’ Ted says. ‘But seriously, how would describe our relationship?’ 
 
    Jessie thinks for a moment. I can see the wine affecting her. On the other side of the room, Emily puts her wine glass on the coffee table and puts her hand on Ted’s thigh. Paul still hasn’t moved her hand from his leg. Jealousy burns deep inside me. 
 
    ‘I guess I would say…’ Jessie says, ‘…I guess we’re confident? Like, that’s how I would describe us.’ 
 
    ‘Right,’ says Ted, ‘but we weren’t at the start, right? You were really shy when we first got together, took me ages to convince you to dress sexy.’ 
 
    Jessie brushes a lock of hair behind her ear. 
 
    ‘What about you?’ Ted says, looking between Keira and Paul. ‘How would you describe your relationship?’ 
 
    ‘Uh…’ says Keira. ‘Fun, maybe?’ 
 
    ‘Uninhibited,’ Paul says. ‘Unrestrained.’ 
 
    Keira giggles. 
 
    ‘Damn,’ says Jessie, ‘I should have said that.’ 
 
    ‘And you?’ Ted says, turning to Emily. 
 
    ‘Hmm,’ Emily says. She runs her hands up and down the men’s legs while she thinks. ‘That’s a good question. How would you describe our relationship, Jason?’ 
 
    All eyes turn to me, faces expectant, waiting for an answer. Emily uses the moment to flash me a glimpse of her cleft once more. I feel a knot of tension in my stomach. 
 
    ‘I’m not sure,’ I say. ‘Maybe, relaxed?’ 
 
    ‘Relaxed?’ Emily says, in a slightly mocking tone. ‘You think we’re relaxed?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, a little unsure, catching looks from Keira and Jessie. ‘I think we’re relaxed. Like, we’re chilled. We’re cool. We don’t stress, we don’t force anything.’ 
 
    Emily laughs. Not a loud, drunken laugh – the other kind of laugh. The cruel, mocking, taunting laugh. The one she only ever uses behind closed doors. She has never laughed like this in front of her friends. It’s the laugh she uses when addressing a cuckold, not her husband. I feel that knot tightening in the pit of my stomach. 
 
    ‘No, we don’t force anything,’ she says. ‘Actually, you never force anything. You’re a good boy, aren’t you, Jason?’ 
 
    ‘I think I’m a good husband,’ I say. 
 
    ‘You’re a good boy,’ she says. I glance around the room. All eyes are on me. If people are confused by her tone, by the way she’s talking to me, they aren’t showing it. ‘You always do what I tell you, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘A good marriage is where the husband listens to his wife,’ I say, the words feeling weak and pathetic even as they leave my mouth. 
 
    ‘You always do what I tell you,’ Emily says again. ‘In fact, I chose your outfit tonight, didn’t I, Jason? Why don’t you stand up and show everyone what you’re wearing?’ 
 
    I swallow hard. Why is she doing this? Humiliating me at home, in private, is quiet one thing. Doing it in front of our friends is something totally different. I’ll never be able to look them in the eye after this. 
 
    I do as Emily tells me, even though I’m more nervous than I’ve ever been. I stand up out of the chair and lift my arms. I turn on the spot. Everyone can see my dress shirt, tie, and black pants. 
 
    ‘There you go,’ I say. ‘She chose a good outfit, right?’ 
 
    ‘That’s not what I fucking meant,’ Emily says. ‘Take your clothes off.’ 
 
    Keira and Jessie laugh. More a cackle than a laugh, a cold, cruel, shrill laugh of excitement. 
 
    I glance over at Ted and Paul. They watch me closely, not saying anything, just observing my humiliation. 
 
    ‘Emily,’ I say, ‘please…’ 
 
    ‘What are you afraid of, Jason?’ she says, her eyes burning into mine. That cruel smile is all over her lips now. She parts her legs even wider and now I can see clearly how excited she is by all this. Her thick pink lips glisten under her dress, her sex inflamed by the act of humiliating me. 
 
    ‘I’m not taking my clothes off in Jessie’s living room,’ I say. 
 
    ‘You wouldn’t be the first,’ Ted says, with a chuckle. 
 
    ‘Yes, you will,’ Emily says. ‘If you know what’s good for you.’ 
 
    Her hand raises from Paul’s leg, goes to the chain at her neck. The message is unmistakable. If I ever want to be let out of the cage again, I must do this. 
 
    I take a long breath. My fingers start working on the knot of my tie. Shame burns my cheeks, stinging as though I’ve just been slapped. Keira and Jessie laugh and cheer and clap as I remove the tie. Ted and Paul watch me, laughing amongst themselves. Emily’s cruel smile gets even wider. 
 
    I throw the tie into the chair behind me. Jessie’s shrill laugh gets louder as I start to unbutton the shirt. I look down at the floor. Can’t bare to have their eyes on me. Why is she doing this to me? This is more than just cuckolding, more than just humiliation. This is total subordination. I didn’t want our friends to know about this. They’ll never look at me the same way again. 
 
    The shirt falls open, revealing my body. As Emily requested all those months ago, I am lean and muscular, with firm pecs and hard abs. Jessie and Keira whoop and cheer as I take the shirt off and show them all my torso. I hold my arms out to them, trying to look happy, trying to look as though I want them to see me. 
 
    ‘And the rest,’ Emily says. I stare at her, tears of shame pricking the corners of my eyes. Emily raises an eyebrow and touches the chain again. 
 
    I slowly undo the zipper while Keira and Jessie chant in time, off, off, off. Ted and Paul watch me closely, grinning. 
 
    I take hold of the button, the one thing keeping my pants up. I look at Emily one more time. She nods, excitement flashing in her eyes. Then I drop my pants. 
 
    My legs are just as muscular as my upper body. I have a fantastic figure, one that most men would kill to have. But that’s not what their eyes are fixed on. The eyes of my four closest friends are all drawn to my groin. Underneath my clothes, all night, I have been wearing a pair of lacy red panties. Emily’s panties. 
 
    Everyone laughs as I stand there, burning with humiliation, showing them all my firm body and women’s underwear. 
 
    ‘You’re a good boy, aren’t you?’ Emily says, after the laugher dies down. ‘Tell them why I made you wear panties tonight.’ 
 
    ‘Because you told me to,’ I say, looking at the floor. 
 
    ‘Because I told you to,’ she says. ‘You always do what I tell you to do. But here’s my question for the room… if he’s wearing my panties… what am I wearing?’ 
 
    My eyes bulge. My heart skips a beat. My cheeks grow even redder. 
 
    ‘Babe, please…’ I say. 
 
    ‘Silence,’ she says. Then she lifts her legs and places them on the couch, on either side of the men next to her, spreading herself wide, mocking me, taunting me, showing me what I will never have, never possess, ever again. Now I’m not the only one who can see her wet and ready sex. 
 
    ‘You’re wearing nothing?’ Keira says, laughing. 
 
    ‘You dirty slut!’ Jessie says. 
 
    ‘I am a dirty slut,’ Emily says, agreeing. ‘Everyone says I’m a dirty slut. Everyone, that is, except you, Jason. What do you call me?’ 
 
    I mumble a reply, trying not to look across at the wet, pink skin between her thighs. 
 
    ‘Say it again,’ she says, ‘louder.’ 
 
    ‘Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Louder.’ 
 
    ‘Mistress!’ 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ she says, looking at the others with a smirk. ‘You call me mistress. So, if you call me mistress, Jason, who is it that calls me a dirty slut?’ 
 
    ‘The others.’ 
 
    ‘What others?’ 
 
    ‘The other men.’ 
 
    ‘Tell our friends about them.’ 
 
    I wince. This is too painful. Too cruel. Even for her. 
 
    ‘I allow my wife to… to take other men into our bed. She sleeps with whoever she wants.’ 
 
    The girls’ faces light up with excitement. I see Paul and Ted exchange a look. Their hands are on my wife’s legs now, gently stroking her smooth skin. 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ Emily says. ‘Jason here is pathetic in bed. I mean pathetic. Two thrusts and then asleep. Tiny cock. Barely feel it inside me. So, I have to take my satisfaction from other men.’ 
 
    Keira and Jessie look shocked, but there is a twinkle in their eyes. 
 
    ‘Can I get dressed now?’ I ask. 
 
    ‘No, Jason,’ Emily says. ‘You didn’t ask correctly.’ 
 
    ‘Can I get dressed now… mistress?’ I don’t know if my face can get any redder than it is right now. Ted and Paul, my closest friends, are looking at me with mocking faces. 
 
    ‘No,’ says Emily. You look so pretty in my panties, baby, you know that?’ 
 
    I look down at the floor. 
 
    ‘You didn’t answer Ted’s question,’ Emily says. ‘How would you describe our relationship, Jason?’ 
 
    I grit my teeth, Shame and humiliation burns through me. I wish I didn’t enjoy it so much. The cage is agonising on my penis right now. 
 
    ‘Cuckold,’ I say, the word tasting foul in my mouth for the first time in our marriage. 
 
    ‘Cuckold,’ Emily says, her expression one of absolute triumph, as though she has broken me at long last. Something feels different now, there’s a tension in the air I can’t quite describe. 
 
    ‘Let me see if I understand this,’ Jessie says, looking right at me. ‘You let other men fuck your wife? Do you, like, watch? Join in?’ 
 
    I screw my eyes shut, hoping they won’t still be here when I open them again. It doesn’t work. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘I don’t watch or join in. I’m not allowed.’ 
 
    ‘He used to,’ Emily says, laughing. ‘He used to try and join in, but I wouldn’t let him. Why spoil an enjoyable time with his pathetic cock?’ She laughs again. ‘Then I stopped letting him watch me fuck my lovers because seeing his face at the end of the bed made them go soft.’ 
 
    Keira laughs, watching me. I fix my gaze on the floor. 
 
    ‘So, he begged me,’ Emily says. ‘He begged me to tell him all the filthy details of my fun so he could jerk off. Can you imagine? My cuckie, jerking his little cock while I tell him how much bigger my lover was? Then I got bored of telling him all the details, so I banned him from enjoying my sex life.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t get any of this?’ Paul says. He slides Emily’s dress back up her leg, exposing more and more of her legs. ‘Your wife has this beautiful pussy and you don’t get any of it?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ Emily says. ‘He’s not allowed to enjoy any of this. Are you, cuckie?’ 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    ‘Glad my husband’s not like that,’ Jessie says. ‘He’d never let anyone else fuck me.’ 
 
    ‘Cuckie isn’t allowed any satisfaction unless I expressly permit it,’ Emily says. ‘He has to let me enjoy my lovers for as long as I want. Sometimes I make him wait in the car outside so I can fuck him some more. One time I made him sleep in the car so I could wake up next to a real man for once.’ 
 
    Ted shakes his head, disappointed in me. 
 
    ‘So now cuckie is only allowed to come when I let him,’ Emily says. ‘Why don’t you take those panties off and show everyone my little gift to you?’ 
 
    I look at her, tears in my eyes. I can’t get any more pathetic than this moment, standing in front of my best friends in my wife’s underwear, while she mocks me. 
 
    ‘Please, Emily,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Mistress!’ she says, a flash of anger in her voice. 
 
    ‘Please, mistress,’ I say. ‘Please don’t…’ 
 
    ‘Take. Your. Fucking. Panties. Off. Now. Cuck.’ She spits out each word through gritted teeth. 
 
    I grip the waistband of her lacy panties in my hands and slowly push them down my legs. There is a gasp from the room when the panties hit the floor and I stand there in nothing but my tiny metal cage. 
 
    Then Jessie and Keira burst into wild laughter, pointing and laughing at me. Emily sits forward now, closing her legs, shaking her head in disappointment with me. Ted and Paul sigh, exchanging a look with one another. 
 
    Finally, the girls get themselves back under control. 
 
    ‘Can I touch it?’ Keira asks. Emily nods. Keira puts down her wine glass and walks over to me. I try to cover myself with my hands but Keira pulls them away. I can’t hide my shame. She runs her fingers over the cage. I can feel her skin between the bars, as she touches my penis. 
 
    I look up at Emily and see her hands massaging Ted and Paul’s inner thighs. She looks at me with that cruel smile again. Jealousy punches me in the gut, but I take it like a good cuckold. 
 
    ‘It’s so… small,’ Keira says. She sounds like a kid seeing snow for the first time, excited and surprised by something she has never, ever experienced or even imagined. ‘Do you even feel that when he’s inside you?’ 
 
    ‘Ha!’ Emily says with a dismissive laugh. ‘Of course I don’t. Even before I started fucking seriously big cocks, I hardly noticed when he was inside me. Now he has no fucking hope – I’ve been stretched out so much his tiny cock won’t even know it’s inside me.’ 
 
    ‘How does he get out?’ Jessie says. ‘I mean, assuming you let him out at all…’ 
 
    Emily lifts the chain from her breast. The key flashes in the light. Everyone stares at it. 
 
    ‘Can I see it?’ Jessie says. Emily lifts it from her neck and throws it across the room. My heart jumps in my chest as my eyes follow the key flying through the air. Jessie catches it, holds it up, examining it like an archaeologist with a new discovery. 
 
    She holds the key out, touches it to the cage. Then she looks up at me. 
 
    ‘You really think I’m gonna let you out of there?’ she says. Then she laughs wildly and waves the key in front of my face as Keira flicks the cage with one long, manicured nail. 
 
    ‘See, cuckie?’ Emily says, still running her hands over the inner thighs of the men on either side of her. ‘You’re not a real man. Not one little bit. Ted, baby, why don’t you show my cuckold husband what a real man looks like?’ 
 
    Ted unzips his pants. Without getting out of the couch, he slides his pants and his underwear down to his ankles. His big, hard, throbbing cock stands up, tall and proud, like a sculpture to the art of masculinity itself. 
 
    ‘And you, Paul?’ Emily says. 
 
    Paul removes his pants and underwear, too. His cock isn’t quite as big as Ted’s, but it’s thicker. Both men look at me with disappointment in their eyes. Emily’s fingers slowly wrap around each man’s shaft. She has hunger in her eyes. I haven’t seen that look in so long. But she isn’t hungry for me or my pleasure. 
 
    ‘My husband,’ she says, ‘my husband begs me for release. He begs me to let him come. He begs me to tell him how my lovers fuck me. And he begs me to sleep in the same bed as him sometimes.’ 
 
    Jessie and Keira giggle, looking at me. I keep looking from the women to the men and back, wondering if the wives are going to stop their husbands from doing this. But Jessie and Keira just smile and laugh. They’re enjoying my humiliation as much as Emily is. 
 
    ‘You see, Jason, that’s why you can’t have me. That’s why you don’t deserve me. Because a real man doesn’t ask. A real man takes. Isn’t that right, Ted?’ 
 
    Ted doesn’t answer. Instead, he looks right at me, a smirk on his face. He reaches up behind Emily’s head and grabs a handful of her hair and pushes her face down into his lap. She opens her mouth and his thick length slides all the way into her mouth, down her throat. She makes little gagging sounds, but he doesn’t let up. He pumps her head up and down on his shaft, holding her hair in his fist as he does. She gags and groans her saliva runs down his shaft in sticky rivers, but she makes no attempt to stop him. 
 
    I’m horrified. My best friend is manhandling my wife. I’ve never seen her get treated so roughly, but she makes noises of delight and arousal in the back of her throat as though this is exactly what she wants. 
 
    Paul reaches to the base of her dress, grabs it in both hands, and tears it along the seam, all the way up Emily’s side, exposing her bare skin to everyone. Jessie and Keira laugh, looking back at me all the time. Keira keeps flicking my cage, as if trying to provoke a sleeping animal that she knows can’t fight back. All I can do is watch. I could pick up my clothes, I could walk out of the room, I could drive home, anything. But I don’t. Partly because my wife wants me to watch this. Partly because I haven’t seen her body in such a long time. Partly because I’m loving it. 
 
    Emily moans deep while Ted keeps pushing her head down over his shaft. He starts thrusting his hips to meet her mouth, driving his length down her throat. I have no idea how she isn’t choking on him. Paul grabs her legs roughly and parts them again, showing us all how wet she is. Then he slips three fingers inside her and starts pumping them back and forth. Emily squeals, the sound obscured by Ted’s hard cock. This isn’t passionate. This isn’t lovemaking. This isn’t even sex. This is pure fucking. 
 
    Finally, Ted pulls Emily’s hair back, letting his length slide out of her mouth, coated in her saliva. She’s gasping for air and her eyes are wild. 
 
    ‘Tell us how much you love it,’ Ted says. 
 
    ‘I love it,’ Emily says, still gasping. 
 
    ‘Tell him how much you love it.’ 
 
    ‘I fucking love it,’ Emily says, looking right at me. 
 
    ‘Tell him what a slut you are.’ 
 
    ‘I’m such a dirty fucking slut,’ Emily says, moaning as Paul continues pumping his fingers in and out of her wet sex. ‘I’m such a filthy slut. I’m their dirty, filthy fucking slut. Not yours! I need these hard cocks in me. These big hard fucking cocks. Not your cock. Not your tiny little cock. I need real cocks.’ 
 
    ‘Get up on your knees,’ Ted says. Paul removes his fingers from her. I can see his hand slick and shining. Emily gets onto her knees on the couch, her head in Paul’s lap, ass up towards Ted, her torn dress exposing her body to everyone. Paul puts his wet fingers in her mouth. 
 
    ‘Taste yourself,’ he says. 
 
    Emily moans desperately, loving the way they treat her. I would never treat her like this. I could never treat her like this. My wife sucks her own juices from Paul’s fingers, licking his hand as though desperate for every drop. 
 
    ‘God,’ Jessie says, ‘your wife’s such a slut!’ 
 
    ‘No wonder you can’t satisfy her,’ Keira says, giving my cage another flick. 
 
    Ted gets to his knees behind my wife. Paul grabs a handful of her hair and forces her mouth down over his shaft, pushing it right down her throat. She groans in pleasure. Paul forces her head down as far as it can go, gagging Emily with his thick length. Ted rubs the head of his member up and down her soaking lip for a moment or two, as though preparing her, then he pushes forward. 
 
    Emily groans again, the kind of intense, hungry groan that only a sexually satisfied woman can make. I watch as Ted slowly penetrates her, his large manhood gradually easing inside her. Emily frantically sucks Paul’s length the entire time, moaning over his shaft with pleasure. I watch as Ted’s shaft slides all the way to the base, stretching my wife, filling her more completely than I ever could. Then he starts to thrust and pump, pounding her, not gently or carefully, but fucking my wife like a wild animal. 
 
    ‘Wow,’ says Keira, ‘not even wearing a condom.’ 
 
    ‘Dirty slut,’ says Jessie. 
 
    ‘Can’t believe you’re letting your wife fuck these guys without wearing a condom!’ Keira says. ‘Aren’t you going to stop them?’ 
 
    I glance over at Keira and Jessie. They have dirty smiles and excited eyes – the same expression that Emily has when she belittles me. I can tell they’re enjoying my humiliation, maybe even getting off on it. I shake my head and look at the floor, my face burning. 
 
    ‘Hey!’ Jessie says. ‘Don’t look at the floor, look at your wife!’ 
 
    Keira taps my cage again with the back of her hand, a little harder. The blow jolts my penis and shocks me. I snap to attention again, eyes fixed on my wife as our friends thrust into her willing holes. 
 
    Emily moans like I’ve never heard before as Ted slaps her ass, hard enough to leave a read handprint. Paul vigorously pushes her head up and down on his length, a trail of sticky, sparkling saliva running down his shaft. I can see the concentration on the faces of the men – they’re focusing all their energy on abusing my wife. 
 
    ‘Do you wish you could join in?’ Jessie says. She holds the key up again. 
 
    I nod, trying not to look at her. 
 
    ‘Too bad,’ she says, ‘cuckie.’ 
 
    Ted grabs Emily hips now, pulling her hard against him as he trusts deep inside her. She moans in a frenzy of passion, almost animalistic now. I have never heard her like this. I have never satisfied her like this. I deserve to be in this cage, watching my friends fuck my wife with this level of intense ferocity. 
 
    ‘I wonder how many men she’s fucked since you two married?’ Jessie says. 
 
    ‘Hundreds, I bet,’ says Keira. ‘A slut like her needs regular cock.’ 
 
    ‘How many days has it been since she got fucked?’ Jessie asks, looking at me. 
 
    ‘Four,’ I say. My face is so red I must look sunburned right now. 
 
    ‘No wonder she’s so desperate,’ Keira says. 
 
    Paul lifts Emily’s head up, away from his cock. Emily still opens and closes her mouth, tongue flicking out, hungry and desperate, like a starving woman denied food. 
 
    ‘I want to fuck her,’ he says. 
 
    Ted slaps Emily’s ass twice more and thrusts deep inside her, as far as he can go. She must feel so full right now. He must be almost twice the size of me. 
 
    ‘Suck my cock,’ Ted says. Emily moans in response and moves on the couch, turning her body around. She lays on her side, legs wide open, allowing me to see her aching sex. Her lips are soaking wet, the deep red entrance wide open, yearning for more. Emily was right. She’ll never feel me again. 
 
    Paul slides down behind her and guides his length towards her. Ted grabs Emily by the throat and forces his length into her mouth. I watch as Paul’s thick shaft slowly stretches my wife. I watch her entrance slowly open for him, gently widening to fit him inside her. There is a strange moment when his thick head is finally engulfed by her sex – a sort of pop, as though her body finally gives out to him – and then Paul begins to fuck my wife hard from behind, pumping quickly. Paul holds her leg open wide, so I can see every detail, every glistening fold, as he fills her over and over. He isn’t gentle or timid, he fucks her hard and fast. I can only watch as his cock enters her again and again. Her body reacts to his thick length, opening around him with every stroke, soaking his shaft with her slick juices. I have never seen her so wet before. I have never seen her so stretched before. She will never feel me again. 
 
    As Paul fucks her hard and aggressively, Ted pulls her head down on his cock over and over. I hear her gag and start to choke. Ted lets her head up so she can breathe for a few seconds, then starts over again, forcing his length into her mouth, as far as it can go. 
 
    Together, the two men abuse my wife, filling her up from both ends, over and over. Emily’s makeup is smudged, her dress torn. She breathes in violent, ragged bursts. 
 
    ‘I hope Ted has some left for me afterwards,’ Jessie says. 
 
    ‘Real men can fuck whenever they want,’ Keira says, running her hand over my cage once more. This is torture. 
 
    ‘Oh fuck,’ Paul says. ‘I’m going to come. I’m going to come inside you.’ 
 
    Emily moans again as Ted forces his length in and out of her mouth. 
 
    ‘Do it,’ Ted says. ‘Fill her up. Send her home with her husband with your come in her slutty pussy.’ 
 
    Paul pumps her harder and harder, like a man possessed. Emily’s cries grow wilder, muffled by Ted’s shaft in her mouth. 
 
    ‘You fucking love that, don’t you, slut?’ Ted says. 
 
    Emily makes a sound of approval. 
 
    ‘Oh shit!’ Paul says. He thrusts inside her once more, hard and deep, the wet smack of their bodies reverberating in my ears. I watch as his balls twitch, hot come pumping deep inside my wife. Thick white semen leaks out, a trickle running down his shaft. Emily groans loudly, hungrily, loving the feeling being filled out by another man. Paul doesn’t withdraw from her. He gently rocks back and forth, as though trying to drive his come deeper inside Emily. 
 
    Ted grabs her hair and pulls her head back. 
 
    ‘Now my turn,’ Ted says. Emily nods, breathing hard. Ted pumps her mouth hard and faster than ever. I can see her throat swelling and shrinking as his length drives deep into her. Then he grips the back of her head and pulls her right into him, his shaft completely filling her throat, as deep as he can be. He moans. My wife shudders and moans and gags. 
 
    ‘Fuck… yes…’ Ted says. Then I see his muscles contract as his ball squeeze tight and he erupts directly down my wife’s throat. Emily gasps and moans and makes gagging noises, but he keeps her head held tightly in place until he is satisfied. 
 
    ‘Wow,’ Jessie says. ‘That was fucking hot. Glad my husband isn’t a cuckold like you!’ 
 
    ‘I can’t believe you just stood there and watched!’ Keira says. ‘A real fucking man wouldn’t stand for that. No wonder she fucks around on you.’ 
 
    Shame burns my cheeks. I watch as the two men slowly disengage from my wife. Ted lets go of her head. Emily leans back, an expression of otherworldly pleasure on her face. She’s just been choked, gagged, and have a man force his come down her throat and she looks at him with love and respect. She never looks at me like that. 
 
    Paul carefully withdraws from Emily, come trickling out of her as he does. I see her stretched, open entrance clearly now, the hole wide and red, lips wet with passion. 
 
    Emily and Paul sit up slowly. Emily pats their legs, looking exhausted. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ she says. ‘I needed that.’ 
 
    ‘Anytime babe,’ Ted says. 
 
    ‘Next time,’ Paul says, ‘I want to fuck your ass.’ 
 
    ‘She doesn’t like anal,’ I say, blurting out. 
 
    There is a shocked silence for a moment. Everyone looks at me. Then Emily smiles, that thin, cruel grin. 
 
    ‘That’s what I told you,’ she says and they all laugh at me. 
 
    I look down at the floor. 
 
    ‘Did you enjoy that?’ Emily asks. ‘Did you like watching me get fucked like that?’ 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she says. ‘And, seeing as it’s a special occasion, maybe we should take the cage off for a minute or two. What do you think?’ 
 
    I look at her. She is sincere. She doesn’t smile cruelly at me. This isn’t a trap. 
 
    ‘Yes please, mistress,’ I say. 
 
    Emily reaches up to her neck. She can’t find the chain. 
 
    ‘I have it,’ Jessie says. 
 
    ‘Would you mind taking my husband out of his chastity?’ Emily says. ‘I can’t move right now, I’ve been fucked way too good.’ 
 
    Ted puts him arm around Emily. She strokes his wilting cock with love and affection. 
 
    Jessie kneels in front of me and carefully positions the key. She holds the key gently, trying not to touch me. Then she inserts the key and turns it. 
 
    Nothing happens. 
 
    ‘Are you sure that’s the right key?’ Jessie says. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ say Emily. ‘I don’t own any other stupid keys on chains like that.’ 
 
    Jessie rattles the key in the lock. My heart is racing as I watch her. She turns the key forward and back a couple of times. 
 
    ‘Do it harder,’ Emily says. ‘Might be stuck, it hasn’t come off in a while.’ 
 
    Jessie keeps working the key. She tries to pull it out but it’s stuck. She turns it again. 
 
    Snap. 
 
    Jessie looks up at me with wide eyes, holding the broken stub of the key in her hand. I stare down at the cage, the lock jammed by the top half of the key. 
 
    ‘Oops,’ she says, her mouth open in surprise. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, whimpering pathetically. My heart breaks. The lock is broken. My swollen penis struggles desperately against the cage, but can’t get free. It may never be free again. 
 
    ‘Oh dear,’ Emily says, not sounding concerned in the slightest. ‘I guess we’ll need to get a locksmith.’ 
 
    ‘Not now,’ Ted says. 
 
    ‘No, not now,’ Emily agrees. ‘They only come out at night for emergencies.’ 
 
    Emily carefully gets to her feet. She pulls her torn dress into place and runs a hand through her ruined hair. 
 
    ‘Pick up your clothes,’ she says. ‘We need to go home. I’m sure Ted and Paul need to have some alone time with their wives.’ 
 
    I gather my clothes and start to get dressed. 
 
    ‘What are you doing?’ Emily says. ‘I told you to pick up your clothes. You’re driving home like that. I want all our neighbors to see your little cage too.’ 
 
    I hold my clothes in front of me and walk out to the car. The chilly night air feels good on my burning cheeks. Emily follows me, taking time to thank everyone for their hospitality tonight. She tells them what a wonderful night she’s had and how she hopes we can do it again soon. 
 
    I start the engine as Emily sits next to me. The dress falls open, exposing her breasts. She doesn’t rearrange it. Her makeup is ruined, her hair destroyed. Trails of sweat and saliva cover her body. Her inner thighs are wet from excitement and sex. 
 
    ‘Let’s go home,’ she says. ‘I’m tired.’ 
 
    I start the car and pull away from Jessie’s house. I am silent for the first few minutes, unable to process my thoughts. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry,’ she says, breaking the silence. ‘We’ll fix your little cage at some point. Maybe next week. If you deserve it.’ 
 
    ‘That’s not what I’m thinking about,’ I say. ‘You fucked our friends. You told them about – about – us.’ I can’t tell if I’m angry or excited. I really wish I could take this cage off and pull over. That’s what a real man would do. 
 
    ‘Oh relax!’ she says, eyes sparkling with delight. ‘This isn’t the first time they’ve fucked me. It’s just the first time I’ve let you watch.’ 
 
    My mouth opens and closes like a fish on dry land. My brain totally shuts down. I have no idea what to say to that. Emily kisses me on the cheek. 
 
    ‘Besides,’ she says, ‘they’ve known for months about our little arrangement. It was Jessie who suggested I buy the little cage for your cock. We just thought that tonight, because it was a special occasion, we’d put on a show for you. Happy anniversary, baby.’ 
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    Cuckoldress: 
 
    Hubby Bends Over 
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The best part of having a cuckold like Josh for a husband is how much goddamn fun I get to have every single day of my life. Being a cuckoldress is one of those things that people will never understand unless they experience it for themselves. Check this out, for instance. Last night, my husband sucked my toes. Why, you ask? Because I told him to. I just had a mani-pedi and really wanted to keep feeling pampered. I laid on the bed and gave him an order and he did as he was told. The best part about it all was that my husband paid for the mani-pedi, and the reason I had that done is because my boyfriend is taking me away for a filthy fuck vacation this weekend. I get all the joys of being married, with absolutely none of the downsides. 
 
    It makes me laugh when I hear the girls in the office bitching about their useless husbands and how crap the men in their lives can be. What’s that, Karen? Your husband forgot to empty the dishwasher? Don’t make me laugh – mine waited in the car while my Tinder date bent me over his couch and fucked me so hard I couldn’t sit down the next day. 
 
    Becoming a cuckoldress is one of the best decisions I ever made. It helps that my husband is already naturally submissive and I’m the kind of woman many people refer to as kind of a bitch. (I thought I was an alpha female go-getter, but bitch is good, too). Hubby and I have a good marriage, but after a few years, it was clear that we were starting to have issues. My high-profile job earns about four times as much as his, so we agreed that he would become a house husband. He seemed to enjoy that, so we slowly started to explore his submissiveness together, both in and out of the bedroom. First, we started only having sex when I wanted it – and how and where I wanted it. My job is highly stressful and frustrating, so I like to enjoy lots of rough, energetic, hard sex when I get home. Those few short hours I get to be with my husband are the hours I look forward to the most, and I hate wasting them. 
 
    Unfortunately, my husband soon proved unable to keep up with my voracious appetite. When I climax, I want to go again, immediately. When Josh climaxes, his cock wilts like a deflating balloon and he needs at least an hour to recharge. That does not fly with me, no sir. I get what I want. 
 
    Maybe it was only a matter of time before we progressed from Josh orally pleasing my unsatisfied and hungry pussy to me insisting that something needed to change. If he wasn’t up to the task of making sure his wife was pampered, pleasured, and thoroughly fucked, then someone else was going to have to do it instead. 
 
    He did not take long to warm to the idea. My sweet man went from caring house husband to obedient beta cuckold in record time. Our marriage grew stronger and my sex life hit the stratosphere and neither one of us have looked back since. Now barely a week goes by that I don’t experience the kind of rough, hard, intense, all-consuming sex that I so desperately require from a lover. And as for Josh – he loves hearing my stories. Sometimes, when I get home, we lay in bed together and I slowly, softly, gently whisper in his ear all the naughty things I did with another man and my sweet, caring, cuckold husband comes in his pants with anybody touching him. 
 
    It’s been almost ten months since I took up the role of cuckoldress in my marriage and Josh hasn’t fucked me once in all that time. The most action he gets is my hand – or, if I’m feeling especially kinky – I’ll sit on his face and let him enjoy everything my lover left behind, but that hasn’t happened for about two months now. These days, the most my husband gets to enjoy my body is when he hands me a towel after my shower, or peeks through the crack in the door while I dress for work. I took control of his pleasure a long time ago… 
 
    I sit in the break room at the office, staring through the window at the gray buildings beyond, my fingers absent-mindedly toying with the key hanging from the chain around my neck. Back when I first started wearing it, some people asked me why I have a key on necklace. I always gave the same response – a coy smile, followed by the words, ‘It’s a gift from my husband. It’s the key to his heart.’ People always thought it was so cute. They had no clue that it’s really the key to the tight metal prison that keeps my husband’s penis locked up tight, only to be released when – and if – I deem it necessary for him to receive pleasure. Naturally, I haven’t touched his penis for around three months now. What’s the point in giving him a handjob when he hasn’t earned it? If Josh was capable of pleasuring my pussy in the manner that a Goddess like me deserves, then why would I waste my energy jerking his little cock? 
 
    Around me, I hear the vague gossip of the other women in the office, bitching about their husbands and boyfriends, their sex lives and the general state of their homes. It takes all my energy to refrain from saying, ‘All you gotta do is lock up his dick, girls. You’ll be amazed how much better your life gets.’ I toy with the key a little more, smiling at nothing in particular. I like to imagine that Josh’s cage gets a little tighter every time my fingers brush the key. Wherever he is right now – grocery shopping, doing chores, watching TV – he’ll feel the pinch of unyielding metal around his shaft and balls and know that I am taking pleasure in his pain. 
 
    He’s such a good husband like that. 
 
    I glance at my watch. Half past three on a Friday afternoon. The working week is almost over, thank the lord. Everyone is looking forward to the weekend, to heading home and enjoying themselves for forty-eight hours and not have to think about anything work-related. As for me, I have other plans. Once five o’clock hits, I’m heading straight over to my current boyfriend’s apartment to spend the entire weekend lost in erotic bliss. I’m so looking forward to it – Chris always gives me the kind of hot, hard, heavy fuck I deserve. Josh gave me his blessing – not that he had much choice in the matter – so long as I told him everything and took plenty of videos. 
 
    My phone buzzes on the table, flashing my boyfriend’s name. I snatch it up and head back to my office before answering the call. Last thing I want is all these gossipy bitches overhearing me talking to a man who is not my husband about all the filthy sex we’re going to have for the next two days. 
 
    ‘Hello lover,’ I say, pushing the office door shut with my heel. ‘I was just thinking about you.’ 
 
    ‘Something good, I hope?’ Chris says, an edge of humor in his voice. 
 
    ‘Always. What’s up? Can’t wait another couple hours to have me?’ 
 
    ‘Actually…’ I hear resignation in Chris’s voice. ‘I’m really sorry, Megan…’ 
 
    I lean against the edge of my desk, already knowing what he’s going to say. All my adrenaline and excitement and energy fades away, like a pan of water coming off the boil. 
 
    I listen in silence as Chris explains that his plans have changed at the last minute. Clients, meetings, projects. Whatever. All I can hear is the sound of my pussy groaning in frustration. 
 
    Dammit! This was supposed to be our big, sexy weekend! Now what am I supposed to do? 
 
    ‘I’m really sorry,’ Chris says. ‘We’ll definitely do it another time.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, fine,’ I say, not even trying to hide how pissed off I am. ‘Gimme a call next week.’ 
 
    I hang up and stay where I am for a moment, leaning against the desk with the phone in my hand. All those naughty, wicked, deeply erotic fantasies I’d been imagining throughout the week just went straight down the tubes. All the delicious scenarios Chris had whispered to me over the phone while Josh ate my puss – gone, just like that. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ I say, to nobody in particular. To say that I’m frustrated right now is a fucking understatement. I’ve been craving this all week. Hell, I’ve been counting on having this wild, spectacular weekend of free-for-all fucking to the point where it was the only release I was going to enjoy. Now I’m just gonna go home to my husband like all the other sad sack clueless women in this office. 
 
    Unless… 
 
    A naughty voice whispers in the back of my mind. The same naughty voice that gives me all my good ideas – like locking Josh’s cock in a cage, or getting new boyfriends, or taking control of my own sex life. That naughty voice whispers, telling me a brand-new idea. A really fun, sexy idea. An idea that brings a cruel smile to my face. 
 
    I dial home and lift the phone to my ear. Josh answers on the third ring. 
 
    ‘Hello?’ he says. 
 
    ‘You took your time answering,’ I say, my voice pitched somewhere between mocking cruelty and amusement. 
 
    ‘Hello Megan,’ my husband says. ‘I’m sorry, I was in the kitchen.’ 
 
    I can picture the scene. My trained house husband, bent over the sink, scrubbing the dishes. One day I’ll have to get him a little maid’s outfit. That image brings a smile to my face. 
 
    ‘I’m calling because Chris had to bail on me,’ I say, absent-mindedly playing with a button on my pants. ‘Something came up, so this weekend is a bust.’ 
 
    ‘Aw, no!’ Josh says. My husband sounds even more disappointed than me that I won’t be getting fucked into oblivion tonight. ‘What’re you gonna do instead? Want me to call around, see who’s free?’ 
 
    My sweet, cuckolded husband. How many other men would volunteer to call around his wife’s friends and find out who’s free to fuck her pussy raw that night? I bet the other women in this office would melt if they ever got such an offer. 
 
    ‘Thanks,’ I say, ‘but not today. I can’t wait that long. I need to fuck the second I get home.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll do anything you need,’ Josh says, subservient to the last. 
 
    ‘I know you will,’ I say, toying with the key around my neck again. Can he feel it? Does the cage get a fraction tighter around his cock? I wish it did. ‘But I really need to fuck tonight. You understand me? I want to fuck you tonight, Josh.’ 
 
    There is a split-second pause on the other end of the line as my husband registers what I’ve just said. I can picture him standing in the living room, phone gripped tight by his ear. Maybe his hands are still caked in bubbles. Maybe he’s wearing his lounging shorts. 
 
    ‘M-me?’ My husband’s stutter is adorable. He’s like a little lost puppy who needs guidance and control and stimulation at all times. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, putting a coy, seductive edge to my tone, like I would when making plans with any of my boyfriends. ‘I want to fuck you. Would you like that?’ 
 
    ‘Yes!’ He says, his eagerness getting the better of him for a crazy second. He takes a moment to collect himself and says again, ‘Yes. I would love that. If you want to, of course.’ 
 
    ‘I would like to fuck you,’ I say, lifting up the key and trailing it over my lips. It smells metallic. Tangy. Still new. Barely used. ‘But only if you’re capable of doing what I want. I like it rough and hard and animalistic, can you do that for me, Josh?’ 
 
    I hear him swallow. How tight is that cage pinching him now, I wonder? 
 
    ‘I can do that,’ he says, his voice hollow. He’s already picturing how he thinks this night is going to play out. I guarantee that he is dead fucking wrong on all counts. 
 
    ‘Good,’ I say, soothing him, putting him at ease. ‘Here’s what is going to happen. When I finish work, I’m gonna make a quick stop before coming home. If you want me to fuck you, you’re gonna have all your chores finished.’ 
 
    ‘They are!’ he says, interrupting me in his eagerness. 
 
    ‘And,’ I say, emphasizing my displeasure, ‘you will be wearing your special panties and a pair of stockings.’ 
 
    There is a pause on the other end. He’s reluctant to talk again in case he interrupts. 
 
    ‘Is that clear?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yes, my Goddess,’ Josh says. 
 
    ‘Good. Run along now. You’ve got a long night ahead.’ 
 
    I hang up the phone, a wicked smile on my face. He has no fucking idea what’s in store for him tonight. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The rest of my day passes fairly quickly and I have a sly smile on my face until the time finally hits five. I leave the office with everyone else, wishing a good weekend to all and sundry. Friday evening traffic isn’t too bad, either. I listen to my own playlist on the drive home – a special getting in the mood playlist – and feel the beat begin to take over, my hips swaying and grinding in the car seat. It’s a shame I won’t be getting the raw, unrestrained, animalistic fuck I sorely need this weekend, but if tonight goes according to plan, I could have a lot of fun instead. 
 
    I make a quick stop on the way home to pick up a little something special for tonight. I don’t buy gifts for Josh – usually he showers me with flowers or dinners or whatever – but today I’m making an exception. It’s been a long time since I let him have any fun, so this is going to be a special evening for him. I hope he appreciates all the effort I’m making. 
 
    It’s almost six fifteen by the time I roll the car into the driveway and kill the engine. Night has already come and there’s frost in the air outside. It’s gonna be a cold evening. I put my special purchase in my handbag and get out of the car and walk to the front door. As always, my husband opens it as I approach, holding it ready for me like a devoted butler. 
 
    ‘Hi!’ Josh says, his eyes bright with excitement. He wears a bathrobe, his stocking-clad feet emerging from the bottom. I can see a bare chest through the V-shaped opening in the robe. ‘Did you have a good day, my love?’ 
 
    I shrug and say, ‘It was fine. Nothing special.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry your boyfriend canceled,’ he says. ‘I know how much you were looking forward to it.’ 
 
    I walk past him into the house and drop my keys on the hook, still clutching my bag. I want to keep the contents of my purchase a surprise for Josh. 
 
    ‘His loss is your gain,’ I say. ‘Can you grab my overnight bag from the trunk?’ 
 
    Josh glances out at the car, then down at his feet. I can almost hear him trying to decide if it’s safe for him to walk outside, dressed like that. After a moment’s hesitation, my husband obeys, like he always does. 
 
    ‘Sure thing,’ he says, taking a step toward the door. 
 
    I snap my fingers and he stop immediately. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna grab a shower and get myself ready,’ I say. ‘I’ll need the robe.’ I hold out my hand, an expectant expression on my face. 
 
    Any other husband might protest at this. A real man might try and stand up to me and say something like, Why can’t you use the other robe? or tell me to get lost. But Josh is not like all the other husbands out there. Josh is well trained and obedient and knows that I enjoy humiliating him. 
 
    My husband glances outside again – making sure the street is still quiet and empty – and slips the robe off his shoulders with a reluctant grimace. I fight to conceal a grin, forcing myself to appear bored, as though such a gut-wrenching and humiliating experience is simply par for the course. Josh takes off the robe, standing in our open doorway wearing only the items I instructed him to wear earlier – a pair of my panties and stockings. He’s chosen a pair of black panties with a little pink bow on the front. Not the sexiest pair, but definitely feminine. His cock cage is totally visible, the metal ridges causing a series of obvious bumps and bulges in the underwear. Nobody would see that and believe that it was his manhood. I can also see that his shaved his pubic hair for me, leaving his tiny cage utterly exposed. His legs look great in the stockings – smooth and feminine and cute. The best part of seeing him in stockings is that I know he would have been forced to shave his legs to put them on. There is nothing more emasculating for a man than the sensation of shaving his own legs, forced to remove something that defines him as a man. It always gives me a wicked thrill to make him humiliate himself for my entertainment. Like now, for instance. 
 
    Josh hands me the robe and steps outside, wearing only his stockings and panties. I watch him walk down the driveway, his cute little butt clenched in fear. Who knows how many of our neighbors might catch a peek of him right now? The shame and adrenaline must be causing that cage to pinch his little cock all over again. 
 
    I wait until he’s opened the trunk before I close the front door with a loud, definitive thud and lock it. Maybe the back door is open and he’ll creep around the house, dressed like a pervert, carrying a bag filled with my naughty underwear and lubes and sex toys. Maybe he’ll be locked outside until after my shower. Either way, it doesn’t matter to me. I head upstairs and strip naked and step into the shower, letting the warm water cleanse my body of the working week. It feels so wonderful. My hands rub lotion into my wet skin, making me feel fresh and alive again. 
 
    My fingers cup my breasts a couple of times. Part of me wishes that Chris was here to help me clean up. The feel of his hands on my bare tits always sends a shiver of delight through my body, but I’m never sure if it’s because I love the touch of a new lover, or because I know Josh would go fucking crazy with impotent jealousy if he ever got the chance to watch me fuck another man. Josh has asked if I will fuck my lovers in front of him. I’m considering it, but I much prefer the tease and torment he endures while waiting for me to come home from my dates. 
 
    I stay under the water for a few moments longer, letting my body be thoroughly cleansed and soothed by the warm cascade. My hands tease and caresses my mound, enjoying how smooth the bare skin feels. I treated myself to a wax in anticipation of this weekend, but it looks like that was pointless. Maybe – if Josh is a very good, very lucky husband – he’ll get to see my perfectly bare pussy for himself. I’m pretty sure he’s never seen that before. Shaved, yes, but not utterly bare and smooth like this. I love the feeling of trailing my fingers over my smooth mound. It makes me feel like a sexy, slutty goddess. Like the most beautiful, desirable woman on earth. I love the way men’s eyes light up when they take my panties off and see my bare lips for themselves. 
 
    All right, I’ve been in the shower long enough now. Time to get out and have my fun. 
 
    I turn off the water and step out into the bathroom. The tiled floor is warm under my feet. I wrap a towel around my naked body and open the bathroom door. 
 
    Josh is sitting in the hallway, on a little stool where he always waits for me. Like a lost puppy. So cute. So pathetic. My overnight bag is on the floor at his feet. 
 
    ‘Why did you lock me out?’ he says, in a wounded voice. His eyes are filled with hurt. A lesser woman would melt before those eyes. I am not a lesser woman. I am a cuckoldress. I am his goddess. 
 
    ‘You left the door open. I didn’t want to lose all the warm air.’ 
 
    ‘I had to walk around the house dressed like this,’ he says, starting to whine with indignation. ‘What if somebody saw and called the cops?’ 
 
    I shrug and say, ‘Then you’d be arrested and I could have a quiet night alone.’ I have to force myself to stop before I say something like, And you’d make very good prison bitch. I don’t want to spoil my fun surprise. 
 
    Josh opens his mouth to say something else – probably something fucking stupid and irritating – but I raise my finger and he stops in his tracks. 
 
    ‘If you want me to fuck you,’ I say, ‘then the only thing you’re going to say is sorry for leaving the front door open.’ 
 
    Josh clamps his lips shut for a moment. I watch him swallow his pride. That look on his face makes my stomach flutter with joy. It means I have won again. Every woman should know and love that expression on a man – the look of shame and defeat and acknowledgement that you are superior to them in every way imaginable. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry,’ he says. ‘I should have closed the door behind me.’ 
 
    ‘Good,’ I say, taking a step toward him. The towel parts for a split second at my side, exposing a brief glimmer of my bare skin. His eyes flick down, hoping to see my body, but the moment is already over. ‘If you complain again, I’ll tie you to the kitchen table and leave you there. Understand?’ 
 
    He nods, urgency in his movement. He desperately wants to please me. He has no idea what I’m going to put him through tonight. My sex tingles with pleasure at the thought. 
 
    I lean down, giving him a brief glimpse of the swell of my breasts, and grab the overnight bag from between his feet. His eyes follow my breasts as I stand back upright, towering over him. If he had a backbone, he would pull the towel down and admire my body. Hell, some of my previous lovers have done exactly that, and fucked me immediately. But my well-trained little bitch doesn’t dare make a move. He’s too afraid that I won’t fuck him afterward. I have all the power and all the control and – mostly importantly – the key to his cock cage around my wet neck. 
 
    ‘Did you look inside?’ I say, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    ‘No,’ he says. 
 
    ‘No what?’ 
 
    ‘No, Goddess,’ he says. ‘I didn’t look inside.’ 
 
    I turn away and head back to the bathroom. I call over my shoulder, ‘Are you sure? I know you love to sniff my panties.’ 
 
    ‘No, Goddess,’ he says. 
 
    I pause at the bathroom door. I grab today’s underwear out of the laundry basket and toss them on the floor in front of him. 
 
    ‘You can sniff those until I’m ready,’ I say. ‘But you can’t touch them.’ 
 
    As I close the door, I see Josh looking at the crumpled underwear on the floor, frowning, wondering how to follow my orders. I shut the door to hide my smirk and begin to get ready. 
 
    Every husband loves to see his wife dressed in sexy underwear, but my dear man hasn’t had that pleasure to himself for many months now. This overnight bag contains about a half-dozen lingerie sets that I thought Chris might enjoy seeing me wear. Josh has never had the privilege of seeing my body in anything this revealing for a few years now. I’m pretty sure that brief towel flash a few seconds ago was the most skin he’s seen since I first bought him that cage. 
 
    I toss the towel on the rack and select an appropriate set of underwear for tonight. Nothing too frilly or fancy or revealing – a simple plain black bra and matching panties. But I know that the sight of me wearing something even as plain and bland as this will probably drive Josh fucking crazy. I gather up my wet hair and tie it into a tight bun on top of my head. Nothing makes a woman look more powerful than having her hair tightly constrained like this. Once Josh sees me looking this way, he’ll know I’m not fucking around. 
 
    I check myself out in the mirror, making sure that my breasts look full and swollen in this bra. They do. My butt looks pretty hot, too. Shame Josh won’t be enjoying any of it tonight. I have something else in mind for him. Something we’ve never done before. 
 
    I open my own bag and take out the items I bought on the way home tonight. The items I picked up from an adult store behind the mall. The items that brought a smile to the cashier’s face when he rang them up. 
 
    Today’s purchases – a little treat for my husband for being such a good, obedient boy – are a purple strap-on dildo and a studded dog collar with a matching leash. Good gifts for a good boy. I can’t help but smile at the weight and feel of the dildo in my hands. It’s about six inches long, about as thick as my index and middle finger together. Beginner size, the guy at the store called it. Perfect for someone new to anal, he said. I wonder if he imagined me using it on a girl, or if he could tell by the key around my neck that this toy was going to burrow into my husband’s asshole? The thought that someone out there knows what I’m planning to do to Josh tonight – and is amused by it – makes me flush with excitement. 
 
    The strap-on is a mixture of harness and underwear. The dildo protrudes through a tight hole in the front to keep the shaft from loose, while the straps tighten around your thighs to hold everything in place – after all, you want your hands free to really enjoy this. I slip the straps up my legs and buckle them into position, flexing and bending to make sure it’s all comfortable. The dildo doesn’t feel awkward or heavy. I shimmy side to side a couple of times, watching the purple shaft sway left and right. It’s a comical image. No wonder guys keep admiring their junk, it’s hilarious. 
 
    I gather up the collar and leash in one hand and open the bathroom door a crack. What I see in the hallway makes me grin with happiness. 
 
    Josh is on his hands and knees, sniffing at my panties like a dog. I hear him inhale deeply a couple of times, his nose as close to the fabric as he can get. How much does his cage grip now, I wonder? Does it hurt him to smell my panties while wearing that device? 
 
    ‘Close your eyes,’ I say, giving him an order. 
 
    My husband snaps upright, staying on his knees, and squeezes his eyes shut. I open the door and walk out into the hallway, the purple dildo bobbing and waving in the air with every step. 
 
    ‘I have a couple of gifts for you,’ I say. ‘Presents. You’ve been a very obedient boy, Josh. Very well trained. I’m proud of you. Thanks to you, I get all the big, hard cocks I want, while you wait at home with nothing.’ 
 
    I bend down and slip the dog collar around his throat. He keeps still, eyes shut tight. He’s better than a real dog. 
 
    ‘It’s not really fair that I should get all these big cocks and you get nothing,’ I say, carefully adjusting the collar and pulling it tight, making sure that he won’t choke on it. I’m a dominant bitch, not a cruel one. ‘So I decided that – for tonight, anyway – I’m gonna let you have a little fun. Would you like that?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Goddess,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
    I stand back, holding the leash in one hand, and put the other hand on my hip. I aim the dildo at his face and say, ‘Open your eyes.’ 
 
    Josh looks up at me. At first he sees me in my underwear. His face lights up in joy. Then he sees the dildo and a cloud of confusion crosses his expression. Finally, he turns his head and follows the studded leash from my hand, realizing what I’ve looped around his throat. He absorbs all these details in just a few seconds. 
 
    ‘Goddess?’ he says, hesitation in his voice. He doesn’t want to sound ungrateful, but he’s worried. Intimidated. The beginner-sized dildo pointing at his face is bigger than his own cock. We both know it. 
 
    ‘Yes?’ I say, forcing myself to sound irritated by his lack of appreciation. In all honesty, his reaction amuses me. ‘Is this what you wanted?’ 
 
    ‘Uh…’ he pauses, trying to find the words. ‘I thought you said…’ 
 
    ‘That I was going to fuck you,’ I say. I rattle the leash, jerking his neck gently. ‘And I am. Like I said, it’s not fair that I get all the big cocks to myself. I need to learn how to share.’ 
 
    His eyes flick between my face and the purple cock aiming at his face. I can see worry in his expression. Not outright fear, but worry. 
 
    ‘Goddess,’ he says, ‘we haven’t talked about this…’ 
 
    I pull him a little closer with the leash. He doesn’t resist or try to move away. He is my lamb to the slaughter. 
 
    ‘We don’t need to,’ I say. I stroke the key hanging from my necklace. ‘I wear this, so I make the rules, isn’t that right?’ 
 
    ‘Goddess…’ 
 
    I pull him a little closer. The dildo is only an inch from his face now. The sight of my husband kneeling so close to a cock makes my pussy throb. 
 
    ‘Did you think I was really gonna let you put that pathetic little penis anywhere near my body?’ I laugh at the absurdity of such an idea. ‘The only thing your tiny cock is good for is being locked away. I did the world a favor when I caged you. No, Josh. I said I was going to fuck you tonight, and this is what I meant.’ 
 
    I stroke the shaft with my free hand, jerking off myself off in his face. His eyebrows knit together as he studies the length and thickness of the dildo. I can see that he’s weakening. His resistances are slowly tumbling. 
 
    ‘Does it…’ he licks his dry lips, ‘does it hurt?’ 
 
    I shrug. 
 
    ‘I’ve had my ass fucked by bigger men than this,’ I say. ‘I enjoyed it.’ 
 
    He opens his mouth to plead again, but I cut him off with a raised hand. I’m starting to get sick of his whining. 
 
    ‘I’ll give you a choice,’ I say. ‘You can either do as I fucking say – right now, like you always have – or I can call up my biggest, blackest boyfriend to come over here tonight and give you the real thing. What’s it gonna be?’ 
 
    He swallows. There is a moment’s silence. 
 
    ‘This,’ he says at last. 
 
    I smile. 
 
    ‘That’s what I thought,’ I say. I grip the leash tight with one hand and cup his chin with the other. ‘I’ve always wanted to say this… suck my cock, you fucking bitch.’ 
 
    I pull the leash again, yanking his head toward the dildo. My husband finally opens his mouth and the dildo glides between his lips. I can’t wipe the vicious smile of purest satisfaction from my face. This is the most humiliating thing I’ve ever done to him. Worse than making him wear my panties and stockings. Worse than locking him out of the house earlier. Even worse than sending him to the store to buy more lube while I fucked my lover in our bed. This is the sexiest, most empowering, most exhilarating experience of my sexual life. 
 
    Josh sucks the tip of the dildo, slowly at first, his eyes burning with shame and humiliation. After a few moments, I push my hips forward, plunging the purple shaft deeper into his mouth, grinning as I watch two, three, and four inches enter my husband’s mouth. 
 
    ‘Oh, look at you,’ I say, taunting him, ‘look how easily you suck that cock! Are you sure you’ve never done this before?’ 
 
    He shakes his head, the collar jingling like chimes. 
 
    ‘No?’ I say. ‘Not even once? I can imagine you at a rest stop bathroom, sucking dick through a glory hole. I bet you would love that.’ 
 
    Before he can respond, I push the dildo further into his mouth, until every purple inch is buried between his lips. His eyes water with the effort of not choking. My sweet little husband has six inches of my girl cock in his throat. 
 
    ‘Come on,’ I say, grabbing a fistful of his short hair. ‘Show me how thankful you are. I bought this cock for you! I’m not gonna suck it.’ 
 
    I start to move his head back and forth, forcing him to fellate the dildo. After a few moments, he gets the idea and starts moving on his own, sucking my cock like a good bitch. A tear rolls down his face. 
 
    ‘Do you like the taste of my cock?’ I say. 
 
    He doesn’t answer. I pull the cock out of his mouth and slap him hard across the cheek with my free hand. 
 
    ‘Hey, cocksucker!’ I say, pulling the chain tight and forcing him to look up at me. ‘I asked you a fucking question! Do you like the taste of my cock?’ 
 
    ‘Yes Goddess,’ he says, panting, spit and drool leaking from the corners of his mouth. 
 
    I pull his head toward me again, shoving the dildo to the back of his throat. He takes it all like a good little bitch, hands at his sides, even when she starts to make those cute gagging noises. My boyfriends love hearing me make those sounds when I deepthroat their cocks. I can see why. It’s fucking adorable hearing someone put your own pleasure before their ability to breathe. 
 
    Josh bobs his head back and forth, his lips dragging up and down the shaft. I watch his spit slowly coat the purple shaft. After a few moments, I begin to get bored. He’s just going through the motions. I want him to enjoy it. 
 
    ‘Come on, you worthless bitch!’ I say, grabbing a fistful of his hair, seeing pain contort his face. ‘Suck it better! Pretend you’re sucking my boyfriend’s cock!’ 
 
    He starts to move a little faster now, beginning to get the hang of giving a blowjob. I see his tongue flick out and around the shaft as he moves his head at different speeds and angles. 
 
    ‘That’s it, just like that,’ I say, stroking his hair with affection. ‘You’re good little cocksucker, aren’t you?’ 
 
    He makes a throaty groan of agreement. I let him move at his own pace for a few moments, until I’m sure he’s well acquainted with the size and thickness of my toy. Then I tug the chain a couple of times, pulling him deeper onto the shaft. He looks up at me each time, tears filling his eyes. He looks so adorable like that – on his knees, wearing a collar and panties and stockings, his cock all caged up and a helpless look on his face. It’s enough to make a girl weak at the knees – shame I’m not the kind of girl who gets weak at the knees. 
 
    ‘You’re good at this,’ I say, teasing him. ‘I want you to get my cock nice and wet. We both know where this is going next, don’t we?’ 
 
    Josh’s water-filled eyes look up at me. He pleads with me silently, still slowly sucking my purple dick, begging with his eyes not to do this to him. 
 
    ‘Don’t give me that look,’ I say. ‘I told you exactly what was going to happen tonight and you agreed. I said I wanted to fuck you – rough, hard, intense fucking. You wanted it, too. Don’t fucking look at me like that.’ 
 
    I push his head back, forcing the dildo to slip out of his mouth with a loud, wet noise. His spit and drool clings to the shaft in silvery strands. I get a wicked idea and pull him in close again with the leash. I use my other hand to grasp the base of my new cock and wipe it over his face, spreading spit and slobber across my husband’s lips, cheeks, chin, and forehead. He grimaces, closing his eyes. 
 
    ‘There,’ I say, leaning back and inspecting my handiwork. ‘You look so much prettier now. You look like I do when my boyfriends throat-fuck me.’ 
 
    Josh gasps for breath and says, ‘Thank you, Goddess.’ 
 
    I step back and turn in the direction of our bedroom. Josh stays on his knees for a moment, until I give his leash a tug. 
 
    ‘Come on,’ I say. ‘Let’s get the real fun started.’ 
 
    Josh starts getting to his feet. I slap his shoulder, hard. The sound echoes in the hallway. A red handprint immediately blossoms on his bare skin. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘You stay on your knees. Only a man walks into this bedroom. Do you see a fucking man around here? All I see is a cocksucking sissy bitch wearing panties and stockings!’ 
 
    Josh’s cheeks flush with color. He sinks back to his knees and crawls along the floor behind me. I lead him into our elegantly decorated bedroom like that, forcing him to crawl like a dog. The sight of my husband acting so submissive and meek sends more tingles rippling through my pussy. I gotta hurry up so I can get my turn. All this dominance is making me wet. 
 
    I stop at the foot of our bed and hook the leash over the end of a bedpost. Josh gets the hint and kneels in place, like a dog waiting for his owner to leave the store. I walk around the bed and open my underwear drawer and take out a few items – two pairs of handcuffs and a small bottle of lube. 
 
    Josh follows me with his eyes as I walk back to him and stop, the wet and shiny dildo just a few inches away from his face. He doesn’t flinch or back away. His lips part and seal again a few times, as though he wants my cock back in his mouth. He’s already learning. 
 
    ‘Hands,’ I say. 
 
    My husband raises both his hands, reminding me of a dog begging for treats. I hide a smirk and snap one handcuff around each wrist. I point at the bed frame. 
 
    ‘On your feet,’ I say. ‘Hold.’ 
 
    Josh stands up and places his hands on the bed frame, spread nice and wide. I take the other end of one handcuff and snap it into place around the frame. I walk around him and do the same on the other side. My husband is now cuffed to the bed, arms spread wide, unable to free himself or move away or resist in any way. The sight of him like this – helplessly spread and wearing those cute panties – makes me tingle all over. Sometimes it’s fun to be the dominant one. 
 
    ‘Let’s get these off,’ I say, grabbing his panties and pulling them all the way down. ‘These look good on you. I think you’ll be wearing these every day from now on, what do you think?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Goddess,’ he says. 
 
    I toss his panties on the bed and pop the cap on the lube bottle. He turns his head to watch me squeeze a little out onto my palm, eyes wide with both fascination and fear. I stroke the dildo with one hand, caressing pale, shiny lube across the surface, until the whole thing gleams. 
 
    ‘Goddess,’ he says, voice trembling a little now. ‘Please…’ 
 
    ‘Shut up,’ I say. ‘From now on, the only thing I want to hear from you is, Yes and, Thank you. Do you fucking understand?’ 
 
    He hesitates before nodding slowly. 
 
    ‘You know what,’ I say, snatching up the panties again, ‘this’ll keep you fucking quiet.’ 
 
    I stuff the panties into his mouth, gagging him. Josh’s cheeks burn with shame and humiliation. His eyes flick down to the key around my neck. 
 
    ‘Oh, this?’ I say, catching his gaze and lifting up the chain. ‘You want me to unlock your little dickie, do you?’ 
 
    He nods. 
 
    ‘You want me to jerk you off while I fuck your ass?’ 
 
    He nods again. 
 
    ‘I don’t think so.’ I let the key fall back into place against my skin. ‘You can wish that I’ll touch your cock, but that’s not happening tonight. 
 
    His expression turns to begging. I slap his cheek again. 
 
    ‘Don’t fucking look at me like that,’ I say. ‘This is happening. Right now.’ 
 
    I step around behind him. I force my knees between his legs and shove his feet apart. He spreads his stance for me, leaving his ass unprotected and available. 
 
    ‘You’ve always wanted to be my little bitch,’ I say, with a trace of cruel humor. ‘Looks like you’re gonna get that wish…’ 
 
    I trail the wet and slippery head of the dildo up and down his ass crack. He shivers and trembles, the handcuffs rattling against the bed frame. The sound makes me laugh. Then I grab one ass cheek and pull it gently, opening him up, and press the tip of my purple cock against my husband’s asshole. I hear a sharp intake of breath, muffled through the panties in his mouth. 
 
    ‘Tell me you love me,’ I say. 
 
    Josh’s response is muffled, but clear enough. He says, ‘I love you.’ 
 
    I push forward and force the dildo into my husband’s virgin ass. His body tenses as though receiving an electric shock. A muffled whimper escapes his mouth. His hands curl into fists. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Feels good, don’t it?’ 
 
    He grunts through clenched teeth, air hissing through the panties blocking his mouth. It’s a wonderful sound. 
 
    I push forward a little harder, feeling his asshole start to give in to the pressure of my dildo. His shudders, gripping the bedframe, every muscle in his arms bulging with the strain. I slap his ass to get his attention. 
 
    ‘Relax,’ I say. ‘You gotta let it in, or it’s gonna hurt.’ 
 
    He pauses. Takes a breath. Relaxes. Josh’s body unclenches, his muscles receding, posture changing, butt relaxing. I push forward gently and the tip of the dildo penetrates his ass. He gasps, a mixture of pain and pleasure. I know the sound very well. I make that sound every time my boyfriends choose my asshole over my pussy. 
 
    ‘There you go,’ I say, patting his ass with approval. I press forward a little more and the shaft of my dildo sinks into tight asshole. He makes a series of deep, throaty gurgling noises, hands jerking and rattling the handcuffs as he struggles against the inevitable pressure that now consumes him. 
 
    I smile to myself as I take my husband’s ass for the first time, forcing him to experience something very few straight men get to enjoy. The raw, powerful feeling of total control is exhilarating. I feel like the ultimate woman. The strongest, most beautiful Goddess on earth. 
 
    ‘Oh, you like that,’ I say, pushing the rest of the dildo inside him until the harness touches his bare ass. ‘You like getting fucked by me, don’t you?’ 
 
    He gasps and grunts and groans. He nods. 
 
    ‘Look at you, baby,’ I say, in a mocking tone. ‘You’re a filthy little anal slut now, aren’t you?’ 
 
    He nods again, breathing hard. 
 
    ‘Does it feel good having my cock in your ass?’ I say, gripping his hips with my hands. ‘It feels so fucking good for me. Better than having you fuck me, anyway.’ 
 
    He moans into the gag now, his body going limp and accepting this new experience. I take that as a sign to move on to more intense pleasures. I hold his hips and slowly start to fuck his ass, making him my bitch, listening to him gasp and moan and groan with every tiny movement. I know exactly what he’s experiencing. I remember the first time a man fucked my asshole. It was more intense than I expected, but so much fun. 
 
    ‘Oh, my husband likes having his ass fucked,’ I say, rocking my hips back and forth, thrusting him in slow, careful strokes, making sure I push the dildo all the way inside him every time. ‘My big, strong man is actually dirty little butt slut, huh?’ 
 
    Josh moans louder in response. Part of me considers unlocking his cage so he can jerk off, but another part really loves the fact that he can’t pleasure himself right now. It feels so much more wicked and cruel. 
 
    ‘You want me to fuck you harder?’ I say. ‘Come on, you fucking sissy bitch, let me hear moan like a whore.’ 
 
    Josh cries out as loud as he can with that gag in his mouth. The sound is the most feminine, slutty noise he has ever made. I laugh, loving his submission and his weakness, and start to fuck him harder. He pushes back into my thrusts, taking my girl cock deeper and deeper, moaning louder with every pump. I try and keep up a steady rhythm, slamming into his ass over and over, but it’s trickier than I imagined. I’m not used to being on this side of the thrusting. 
 
    I spank his ass and pump him full of my dildo, loving the mewling, whimpering, groaning noises that he makes. I laugh at the way he arches his back, offering his ass to me. I knew he was a natural submissive. I didn’t realize he was a natural anal whore, too. 
 
    ‘Are you sure you’ve never been fucked in the ass before?’ I say, spanking him again. ‘You’re good at taking my dick. Maybe I’ll have to get my boyfriends to warm you up next time.’ 
 
    He moans again, either encouragement or fear, and the sound spurs me on. My pussy is on fire right now! I love being in control like this. 
 
    I fuck his ass over and over, feeling his butt muscles relax and loosen as the pounding continues. Seems like my little butt slut hubby is getting used to this cock. I’ll have to consider getting a bigger size next time. 
 
    His whimpers and moans reach a crescendo. He body begins to jerk and shudder, held in place by the restraints. Before I can ask if he’s okay, it suddenly dawns on me that he’s on the verge of a climax. My husband is going to come while I fuck his ass. 
 
    ‘Come for me,’ I say, savage fury overtaking me. I want this. I want this more than anything. I want my husband to come while I fill his ass with my girl cock. I want him to know that I took his ass and he loved it so much he came like a dirty bitch. ‘I give you permission to come!’ 
 
    He moans again, a single rising note of pleasure and shame that fills the air all around us. I pump him again and again and again, not letting up my pace. Then I hear the exquisite sound of liquid dripping on the floor. I glance down to see familiar pearly white drops of his pleasure trickling to the floor in thick, syrupy strands. Josh has climaxed, his come leaking through the cage and splashing onto the floor. I feel warm droplets land on my bare feet and grin. I love it. I’ve broken him. I’ve made him dress in stockings and shave his legs. I’ve made him a cuckold. Now I’ve made him come while I fuck his ass. 
 
    Perfection. 
 
    His warm, sticky come rolls over my feet, dribbling between my toes. The feeling is both gross and amusing. I continue my steady thrusting, pushing the dildo deep into his ass, each pump causing another trickle of come to cascade through the bars of his cock cage. I wonder how frustrating it must feel for him to climax without managing an erection. That thought makes me feel even more powerful. I drive my girl cock as deep as it can go, loving how fucking good it makes me feel to dominate him like this. 
 
    Josh whimpers in pain and pleasure. I can’t keep myself from laughing. The situation is erotic and absurd at the same time. My cuckold husband just became a greedy little anal slut and he loved it so much he came all over the floor. 
 
    He trembles and shudders, his moan rising in pitch as the sound of my delighted laughter fills the air. His body bucks, pushing against me, taking my hard purple shaft deeper and deeper into his ass. He must be going crazy with the sensations right now. The earlier pain has entirely faded away, replaced by the sheer orgasmic pleasure of being fucked. I know that feeling very well. Josh has utterly given himself over to the pleasure of having my girl cock thrusting deep into his virgin ass. 
 
    Josh’s moans turn to wails of indescribable passion as I continue my relentless, steady pounding. I grip his hips for support and drive the dildo into him over and over, as deep as it can reach. His ass accepts it willingly, taking me hungrily. I’m starting to see why guys love anal so much. 
 
    After a few moments, his climax passes and the steady trickle of thick, warm semen comes to an end. His body relaxes, slumping into the bed frame, his ass still thrust out toward me. He pants and groans through the gag, breathing hard now. 
 
    I pump his ass full a few more times, feeling him shudder more and more with every thrust. It must be so intense for him right now – whenever my lovers keep fucking me after a climax, I can feel it through my entire body. 
 
    Then I finally ease back and let my girl cock slide out of his gaping ass. I pat him on the back like a puppy. 
 
    ‘Good boy,’ I say. ‘Did you like being fucked up the ass like a little bitch?’ 
 
    He nods slowly, looking back over at me with a face full of shock, shame, and post-orgasm clarity. It must be dawning on him all over again – my wife just fucked my ass and I liked it – and I hope he’s eager to do this again soon. 
 
    I leave him cuffed to the bed for a moment and head to the bathroom. I unclip the straps holding the dildo in place at my groin and take the contraption off. I toss the dildo into the bath tub – Josh can clean that later – and glance down at my feet. My dear husband sure made a mess! My painted toes are frosted with fresh cum. He’ll have to clean the carpet this weekend, or his come will leave a stain. 
 
    When I return to the bedroom, he’s still exactly as I left him – bent over and trapped in place. I briefly entertain the idea of unlocking him, but then I change my mind. Right now, he’s the most obedient man on the planet. I want to have some more fun with that. What’s the point in having a husband you can fuck up the ass if you don’t humiliate him a little more? 
 
    I climb on the bed and sit right in front of him and cup his chin in my hand, forcing him to look me in the eye. 
 
    ‘You liked being fucked up the ass,’ I say, stating a fact. 
 
    He nods, eyes filled with shame and humiliation. 
 
    ‘Don’t be upset,’ I say. ‘You’ll love it even more next time.’ 
 
    There’s a tiny gleam of excitement in his eyes, masked by the shame he feels about letting me do this to him. My sweet husband. Such a good bitch. 
 
    ‘What do we say to our Goddess?’ I say. I take the panties out of his mouth and drop them on the floor. 
 
    ‘Thank you, Goddess,’ he says. 
 
    ‘What are you thanking me for?’ 
 
    He opens and closes his mouth for a moment, stretching his aching jaw. Then he says, ‘Thank you for letting me come. And for… for fucking my ass.’ 
 
    ‘I enjoyed it almost as much as you did.’ I lean in, as though about to kiss him, but stop before our lips connect. ‘But honey… you made a mess.’ 
 
    Josh glances down at the floor. He sees the creamy pool on the carpet between his legs and a nervous smile crosses his lips. 
 
    ‘Sorry, Goddess,’ he says. ‘I’ll clean that up.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘Not that mess.’ 
 
    I straighten my legs and place my feet on the bed frame, underneath his face. He sees the come clinging to my feet and trickling between my toes. He looks at me, face impassive, wondering what I am about to make him do. 
 
    ‘Clean it,’ I say. 
 
    He hesitates for a second. Then he rattles the handcuffs at his wrists, demonstrating that he can’t move. 
 
    ‘I don’t want you to clean it with your hands,’ I say. I grab the leash again and pull his face down. ‘I said clean it.’ 
 
    After a moment’s pause, my husband’s tongue flicks out and brushes my foot. It feels warm and wet and tickles a little. I keep my face neutral as he slowly lick my foot, tasting his own salty spend. It must be so thick and potent after so long without release. 
 
    Josh slowly and lovingly licks my foot clean, lapping up every last drop. I push my toes into his mouth, forcing him to suck them. He looks at me with pleading eyes, hoping that he is doing this right. I respond with a cruel smile. 
 
    He moves from one foot to the next. I keep a firm grip on his leash, holding him in place. The sight of my husband gingerly licking his own come off my feet drives me fucking crazy. My pussy burns red-hot. I need my turn now. 
 
    ‘That’s good,’ I say, shoving my toes in his mouth again, feeling his tongue caressing my skin. ‘You’ve done so good, Josh. I think you should get a reward.’ 
 
    He nods, eyes filled with hope and happiness. 
 
    I sit back on the bed, legs parted, letting him see the black V of my panties as they hug my hungry pussy. Josh’s eyes almost bulge out of his head. It’s been so long since he saw my pussy. 
 
    ‘For being such a good boy and taking my cock up your ass like a dirty slut,’ I say, a smile creeping over my face, ‘you deserve to eat my pussy for a while.’ 
 
    He nods, desperation in his face. I slip my fingers under my panties, moving extra slow to tease him. I feel my smooth mound and hot, wet lips with a soft fingertip, making a little sigh of pleasure. 
 
    My phone rings from the bathroom. I take my fingers out of my panties. Josh reacts like he’s just been stabbed. 
 
    ‘Goddess, please!’ he says, his desperation reaching boiling point. ‘Please!’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be greedy,’ I say. I climb off the bed and walk into the bathroom. My phone is still in my bed. I take it out and check the screen. It’s Chris. I answer. 
 
    ‘You better be calling to apologize for fucking up my weekend,’ I say. 
 
    He laughs down the phone. 
 
    ‘Actually,’ he says, ‘I’m hoping to make it up to you… I’ve managed to get a lot of shit done tonight, so I’m free now – if you still wanted to come over, that is.’ 
 
    My pussy throbs with need at the thought of receiving Chris’s huge, fat cock. I mull over the options for a few seconds. My husband’s tongue, or my boyfriend’s dick? It’s not much of a choice. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ I say. ‘I can be there in about thirty minutes.’ 
 
    ‘Perfect. I’ll be waiting.’ 
 
    I hang up and shove the phone in my bag, a warm and fuzzy feeling in my chest. I gather up my stuff and walk back into the bedroom. Josh cranes his head, trying to look at me. 
 
    ‘Goddess,’ he says, ‘please, I need to taste you…’ 
 
    ‘Not tonight,’ I say. ‘The plan’s changed.’ 
 
    I open a drawer and grab a simple dress. I pull it over my head and adjust it quickly in the mirror. 
 
    ‘What?’ Josh says. ‘Are you leaving?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, grabbing the keys to the handcuffs. ‘Chris is free now, so I’m gonna spend the night with him. You don’t mind, do you?’ 
 
    ‘But… but…’ His expression is that of a wounded puppy. It’s as pathetic as it is sickening. I grab the panties from the floor and shove them back in his mouth to quell the mewling. 
 
    ‘I’ll be back tomorrow,’ I say. I drop the keys on the floor at his feet. ‘I expect the carpet clean and your new toy washed and in my drawer. If you don’t do as I ask, I’ll fuck your ass with the biggest dildo possible. Understand?’ 
 
    He nods slowly, eyes filling with tears. 
 
    ‘Good boy,’ I say. I kiss him on the cheek and walk out of the room and back downstairs, the sound of his muffled whimpers and sobs filling the air. The sound makes me even wetter. I slip into my shoes and leave the house, ready to get the hot, hard, heavy fuck I deserve. 
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    My Beloved Andrew, 
 
      
 
    I’m only a couple days into my vacation, but I already feel as though I’ve been born again. I feel refreshed, energized, and more relaxed than I have in years. Part of that is the atmosphere at the resort. The sun shines, strangers smile at one another, the sea is perfectly clear and the food is delicious. The other reason I’m feeling so perfectly at peace is because of the man sleeping in the bed behind me as I write this. His name is Frank. You’d like him. 
 
    It’s deepest night as I write this. The moonlight casts a beautiful silver glow over the world. I’m sitting on the balcony that looks out towards the ocean. It’s still warm out, even now, and it must be close to one in the morning. I can see the ocean from here. The beach is a dark stripe running along the front of the resort complex. Beyond that is the ocean. The sea is calm tonight, gently rocking back and forth, reflecting the moonlight in the rolling waves. If I strain my ears, I can hear the waves lapping against the sand. 
 
    It’s so beautiful here. Sometimes I wish you could see it with your own eyes, but you were adamant that I go on vacation alone. You insisted, actually, even helping me pay for the trip. You told me to have fun, to enjoy myself and spend some quality time with Alexis and Chloe. I’m sure they’ve gotten to see a very different side of me this past week! 
 
    From my balcony, I can see most of the hotel on either side of me. The building stretches along the length of the resort in a gentle curve, following the shape of the beachfront ahead. The only thing I am wearing right now is my wedding ring. I’m pretty sure that anyone in the hotel, or anyone on the beach, can see me in all my glory right now if they look my way. 
 
    I imagine that thought excites you. I can picture you now, sitting on the couch, reading this letter a day or two from now. Are you picturing me, I wonder? Let me set the scene a little more. I’m sitting on a wooden chair with a thin cushion under my bare butt, leaning on a matching wooden table. My hair is wet from the shower. My firm breasts glow with a silver light and – oh, look at that! – my nipples are hard as I describe the scene to you. I can feel a dull, wet warmth between my thighs. My body aches from the passionate lovemaking I’ve been enjoying with Frank. It’s a good feeling. I haven’t felt this exhausted, satisfied or fulfilled since our honeymoon, my love. It feels simply wonderful. 
 
    Seeing as my lover is fast asleep – and snoring softly, much quieter than you, I might add! – I thought I would take the time to write you this little letter and tell you all about my adventures with Frank over the past couple days. I’m mostly recording them here so I don’t forget them, but I do have the bonus of driving you wild with my naughty stories until I get home! I know how much you love to fantasize about your wife with another man. 
 
    Frank is a little taller than you. He’s a couple of years older than me. I met him on the first night in the bar and thought he was quite good-looking. Broad shoulders, southern accent, tanned skin from a lifetime spent under a harsh sun. Not the kind of man you’d expect to see in a five-star resort like this. Apparently, he came here to get away from it all – messy divorce, lost the house, you know the story. Well, let me say that his ex-wife’s loss is my gain! 
 
    From the moment we got here, Alexis began flirting with every guy she could. She claimed that this vacation was an opportunity for her to ‘feel sexy again’, so she’s been sunbathing topless at every opportunity and wearing low-cut evening dresses and dancing with every available guy at the club every night. Everywhere she goes, the eyes of every eligible young man are fixed on her tight little body. If she doesn’t ‘feel sexy again’ after this vacation is over, there’s no hope for her! 
 
    Chloe has been much quieter, much more subdued. She blushes every time some cute guy asks to buy her a drink! You should see her on the beach, checking out all the guys that walk by, trying to look unimpressed. It’s adorable. I know she hadn’t been with many (if any!) guys before she got married, but she keeps biting her lip and looking away every time some young stud smiles at her. Chloe got super drunk a few weeks back and told me that she’s not sure of she’s ever had a real orgasm. Poor girl. Can you imagine not knowing if you’ve ever been truly pleasured before? I feel very, very lucky to have married a man like you, a man who understands my needs and encourages me to experience as many worldly pleasures as possible. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    But you don’t want to hear about my girlfriends, do you? I know you, my love. You want to hear more about Frank, don’t you? I can imagine you sitting on the couch, reading this letter, desperate for the juicy details… I wonder if you’re already touching yourself, or if you’ll wait until you finish my letter first? 
 
    As I said, I met Frank in the bar on the first night. I didn’t have any plans to sleep with him – not at first. It was my first night at the resort. I was hungry, tired, sweating from the heat of the night air, and desperate for a drink. Believe me, sex was the last thing on my mind, but you know how these things happen. At first, we just exchanged looks across the bar. Later, we met on the dancefloor. I let him put his hands on my waist and our bodies rocked in a slow, steady rhythm. 
 
    I didn’t sleep with him that night. I’ve never been the sort of woman to jump into bed with a total stranger. I like to get to know men first, before I decide whether I become intimate with them. Besides, I was on vacation. I wasn’t going to force anything to happen if I didn’t want to. I wanted to relax and unwind. 
 
    At the end of that first night, I went up to my room alone. I kissed Frank on the cheek, thanked him for the dance, and left the bar. I glanced back at him as I left. He was watching me walk away. He looked a little disappointed, but I was hot and tired and jetlagged and wanted to go to bed. 
 
    We met again the next day, on the beach. Chloe and Alexis and I were splayed out across the loungers, our skin gently bronzing in the heat of the sun. Alexis was topless, naturally, and attracting a lot of attention from the guys who gathered nearby to play beach volleyball. She loved the appreciative glances and kept waving at her admiring audience. Chloe kept her face turned to the sky, pretending not to notice any of the smiles and glances aimed at her. I walked across the burning sands to get us some cold drinks from the shack a little way up the beach. That was when I met Frank for the second time, while waiting in the line for drinks. 
 
    I didn’t get much of a sense of his body when we danced together the night before. He felt large and firm, but when I saw him on the beach in nothing but his swim shorts, I got a real clear look at his body. He was large and strong, not packed with muscle like a gym freak, but big and solid like someone who has done hard work and heavy lifting for their entire life. His skin was beautifully dark already, with no tan lines on his upper body. I could tell that he probably spent a lot of time outdoors, shirtless, in weather a lot like this. You know me, I’m not one to be easily swayed by a muscular figure, but this guy looked big and square and strong, like a football player or a pro wrestler. 
 
    ‘We didn’t get to finish our dance last night,’ he said, when I slowly came to recognize him. 
 
    ‘Maybe if you’re around tonight?’ I said, and shot him a flirtatious smile. I’ll be honest, I liked what I saw. There was something real, something natural, about him. He had a genuine smile, and his face looked worn by time and good living. There were wrinkles in the corners of his eyes and he was quick to laugh. 
 
    We made small talk for a few minutes while the line of people slowly moved forward. He was staying in the same complex as us, one building over. He was staying for another three weeks – ‘ex-wife is paying for it!’ he said, with a laugh – and asked about myself. He seemed interested. He listened. His eyes were mostly focused on my face, not on my bikini (yes, the bikini you picked out, the one that makes my breasts swell perfectly!) 
 
    One thing led to another and we spent most of that day together. He was good company and I liked him. We decided to meet for a few drinks at the bar later that night. While the girls were dancing, Frank and I sat together in a quiet booth on one side of the room. Alexis was on the dancefloor, grinding her hips against any twentysomething man who so much as glanced at her. Chloe danced by herself, refusing the advances of several men. 
 
    Frank and I drank together. I flirted. He flirted. By the time we got to our third drink, I knew I wanted to sleep with him. We had a connection, chemistry, a spark. He was funny, charming, and good looking. I knew that you would approve of him, if you were here. You would beg me to sleep with him! 
 
    I asked Frank if he was seeing anyone. He said he had been a free agent ever since his wife filed for divorce seven months ago. He said he had spent the last few months catching up on life and everything he had missed during his marriage. 
 
    Frank asked me if I was seeing anyone. I said yes. He frowned, looking disappointed. I told him about you. He looked even more disappointed. Then I told him about our arrangement. I told him that my husband loves me very much, and he chooses to express that love by allowing me to take lovers and boyfriends. 
 
    ‘My husband and I have a very open, very trusting relationship,’ I said. ‘Not only does he encourage me to take additional lovers, he often watches and films us together.’ 
 
    His eyes widened in shock and interest. He asked me for a little more detail, but I could see the excitement in his face. How many men allow their wives to sleep with whomever they choose? 
 
    You should have seen the look on his face as I explained it to him. His smile widened and his eyes lit up like a kid in a candy store. By the end of our talk, he looked like an astronaut surveying the universe, eyes filled with wonder and possibility. He looked at me in a new light, his grin as infectious as it was attractive. 
 
    ‘I only have two rules,’ I said. ‘One – you must wear a condom. Two – my husband gave me a special camera to take pictures of our… time together. If you have a problem being photographed, we can’t do this.’ 
 
    Frank’s eyes lit up. I saw him adjusting his pants under the table and knew he was interested – very interested. 
 
    ‘Are my terms acceptable?’ I said. 
 
    He nodded, still smiling at me, his eyes tracing my body, my bare shoulders, my lips. He finished his drink in one swallow and asked when I would like to get started. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The first time we made love, I went to his room. The bar had closed for the night and everyone slowly made their way along the corridors and up the elevators. I made sure Alexis and Chloe saw me go into my room, so they wouldn’t know what I was doing. Frank had agreed that I would wait twenty minutes before walking to his room. Less prying eyes in the hallways. Less chance that the girls would still be awake to hear me leave my room. (I can’t have them knowing about our arrangement now, can I?) 
 
    I waited twenty long minutes, my heart racing with excitement. You know how anxious and excited I am when we wait for my lover to arrive. If you were there, you might have calmed me down. Instead, I closed my eyes and stood in front of the mirror in my room. I corrected my makeup. Adjusted my outfit. Made sure my breasts looked good. I paused, trying to decide whether to leave my panties behind, to go to my new lover with nothing more than my tiny dress covering my naked ass. Would you like it, I wondered? Would you want me to go to another man’s room without underwear? 
 
    Yes, I decided. Yes, you would. You would love it. If anything, you would demand it. You would beg me to do it. Who am I to refuse the request of my husband? 
 
    I took off my panties, threw them on the bed, and left the room. The cool, air-conditioned hallways were quiet. I could hear the occasional far-off sound of drunken laughter or stumbling footsteps, but everything else was silent. 
 
    I felt so naughty, so wild, like I was sneaking out on my parents when I was a young girl. The cool air crept up my legs, sending thrilling little sensations through my sex. If only you could have seen me, softly walking along the corridors, holding my shoes in my hands, a smile on my face. 
 
    Frank was waiting for me when I arrived. He looked me up and down with an appreciative glance. I made sure to turn around quickly to shut the door. The movement made my dress lift up. I heard a sharp intake of breath and knew that he had seen my ass. 
 
    I leaned against the door, hands behind my back, giving him my best coy smile. He slowly approached me. I could see the bulge in his pants. He pinned me against the door and kissed me, hard. He tasted like the cocktails we’d been drinking downstairs. 
 
    ‘So,’ he said, after our long, slow embrace, ‘did you bring the camera?’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I can’t wait to see your face when you look over the pictures we took together. Frank loved being my naughty photographer. He made sure to take plenty of pictures of the two of us. But not the first time. That first time, I belonged to him and him alone. He made sure of it. 
 
    The first time we made love was slow and gentle. It was almost romantic. Frank asked me to leave the dress on. He said he wanted to slide it up my thighs and expose me. He liked the dress almost as much as you do. 
 
    He took me by the hand and guided me towards the bed. We lay down together, giggling like nervous virgins. He was shy at first, but soon found his rhythm. He told me later that he hadn’t been with a woman since his ex-wife left him. He took his time with me. I felt him explore my body with his hands, lips, and tongue for the longest time. I was desperate for him to get undressed and make love to me, but he kept me waiting. I loved it. 
 
    Finally, after the longest, most enjoyable tease of my life, he allowed me to undress him. I returned the favor, taking my time with him. It was like unwrapping a long-awaited present on Christmas Day. I kissed his body as each part came exposed to me. After several long, teasing minutes, I sank to my knees and gently peeled down his underwear. 
 
    He has a beautiful cock. A little bigger than yours. A little thicker, too. It has a soft curve when it stood fully erect – curving back towards his flat, tanned stomach – and there is a thick vein that runs along the top of his shaft. The head of his cock is a deep purple in color, and much thicker than the rest. I remember his deep, satisfied groan the first time I took it in my hand and grasped it, weighing it, feeling it for the first time. It was hot and thick and all mine. His length was strong and firm and it responded to the feel of my hand with little jerks and pulses. I wasn’t ready to use my mouth on him just yet. My body craved the satisfaction of his passion. 
 
    I gently rolled a condom over the length of his shaft. He sighed with contentment. Frank asked me to lie on the bed. I did so, my dress sliding up my thighs just the way he wanted. He smiled and climbed on top of me. My heart was racing so fast! I wished you had been there to hold my hand and gaze into my eyes as Frank gently pushed his thick length into my glistening sex for the first time. I was so wet with excitement that he had no trouble easing his shaft through my yearning entrance. I moaned loudly, not caring if I woke up the other guests. I felt his thick head push through my entrance, opening me wider than I’ve felt in a long time. It was wonderful! I felt my sex opening for him, stretching wide around his shaft. God, I love that feeling! In a moment – too quick! – the feeling was over and his shaft sank deep inside me, all the way to the base. I moaned his name and told him how good he felt, how big he was. I held him tight against me and we kissed hungrily. 
 
    There is nothing more exciting than taking a lover to bed for the first time, as I’ve told you many times before. This time felt very different, somehow. It was more intense, more erotic. Perhaps it was Frank’s nervous passion, or the fact that he hadn’t been with a woman for so long. Maybe it was because you weren’t in the room, or listening through the door. Maybe it was because I didn’t have to think about putting on a show for you. When he entered me for the first time, I utterly surrendered to him. 
 
    Frank thrust into me, hard, deep, long and slow, while his hands slid beneath me, clutching me tight against his body. His thick length seemed to fill me more completely than any man I’ve ever experienced before. We only stopped kissing to allow ourselves several long moments to breathe and moan and tell each other how much we liked it. I loved the way he looked at me. The passion in his eyes. The smile on his face. I loved the way he held me. Like he needed me. Like he couldn’t live without me. This felt more intimate than sex usually does. This felt like a connection, like companionship. It felt like when you and I make love, Andrew. That’s the only way I can describe it. Frank didn’t want my body, he wanted me. 
 
    Frank slowed his movements, thrusting gently, slowly, as though he wanted the moment to last as long as possible. I opened my legs wider and hooked my ankles together behind him, to let him in as deep as possible. I could feel his fantastically thick head touching the inner walls of my sex, so deep inside me. He was driving me wild. The gentle movements of his hips sent little ripples of pleasure across my body. He whispered in my ear how beautiful I was, how perfect my body was, how lucky he felt. I’m not sure what drove me wilder, the way he spoke to me, or the gentle, shallow thrusts of his length. I came first, a small, intense clenching of my body. It wasn’t earth-shattering, but I felt intensely relieved afterwards, like a blocked river that is suddenly cleared of its obstruction. 
 
    It wasn’t long before he came. I felt his semen splashing against the condom deep inside me. I could tell he was embarrassed about how long he lasted, but I told him not to worry. Seven months without sex will do that to a man. 
 
    ‘Would you… stay here tonight?’ he asked. 
 
    I said I would love to spend the night with him. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I felt strangely satisfied lying in his arms. I’ve had better lovers and bigger orgasms, but this was different. I felt like a woman who has only sampled a tiny portion of a large buffet – I knew there was more to come, but I had to be patient and wait. Frank was like an avalanche – slow to start, but impossibly powerful and unstoppable once in motion. I knew it. I felt it. 
 
    We slept naked, our bodies pressing together, my bare ass against his sleeping penis, joined as one. My body yearned for more, but my mind was exhausted. I slept peacefully in the arms of this man I hardly knew. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The second time was much, much better. I woke to the stimulating sensation of Frank gently licking and sucking my breasts, his tongue dancing across my hard nipples as his skilled fingers gently opened and explored my wet sex. It was a wonderful way to wake up. I didn’t know what time it was, but the bright morning sun was hidden behind the drapes. The hotel was silent. 
 
    We took our time exploring our bodies, slowly, almost teasing, softly, gently getting to know one another. I told him what I liked and placed his hands on me just how I wanted. He was very gentle, very understanding, and eager to learn how to please me. In return, he told me what felt good, what he liked me to do, and took his time becoming acquainted with my body. He had a gentle touch and a wide, flat tongue that he used with expert precision. 
 
    Frank took plenty of photos of me in his bed, posing for him. He smiled and clicked the shutter and I grinned and pouted and posed for him. I could tell how much he enjoyed it by how hard he became. I loved being the centre of his attention, hearing him sigh as I bent and exposed my body for him. We laughed and gasped and slowly stoked the fires of our excitement for the second round. I displayed myself proudly for him – and you! – and let him see every part of my body. Even though we didn’t touch, it felt so intensely intimate and erotic… I loved it. I want all my lovers to see me this way. The way you see me. 
 
    After a long, lengthy tease – and several hundred photos – I sank to my knees in front of him, watching his attractive smile widen. I teased his length with my lips and tongue, slowly, enjoying his taste and the way he sighed and moaned my name. He kept taking pictures the whole time. I saw a few of the pictures afterwards. You can see my lips smiling around his shaft, my tongue flicking across his glistening head. He was delicious! I know how much you enjoy watching me pleasure another man, so we took plenty of pictures. In fact, Frank insisted on retaking a few. He wants to be sure you enjoy this vacation as much as I do! 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The first time I take a lover to my bed is always thrilling, but the second time we make love is so much better. The nervousness, the pretence, the shyness – it all goes away. These feelings are replaced by an intense need, a desire to reach new heights of pleasure, and a burning lust. The second time we throw caution to the wind and stop trying to impress each other. All bets are off! 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Frank let me take the lead that morning. We didn’t rush. We took our time. The sun slowly rose over the world. People in the other rooms woke and went to the hotel restaurant for breakfast. We heard the vague sounds of people laughing and splashing in the hotel pool from far below us. We didn’t care. We lay down on the bed and made slow, passionate, gentle love together. I rode him, my fingers intertwined with his, our bodies rocking back and forth as one. I loved the feeling of his thick shaft entering me. He was slow and gentle and kept telling me how beautiful I was, how good I felt squeezing his cock with my tight pussy, and how lucky you were to have me in your life. I climaxed twice as I rode him. I wished you were there to see it. My whole body shook and I closed my eyes and moaned his name. I think people heard us in the corridor. I didn’t care. He was wonderful. 
 
    Once my second orgasm has passed, Frank took charge. He sat up and grabbed me and rolled me onto the bed. This time he was much more confident in himself and he seemed to take great pleasure in controlling me. He lifted me up, threw me around the bed, rolled me on my stomach, lifted my legs, pinned my arms… it was incredible, Andrew. He moved with me, not against me. He was a fluid lover, constantly adapting to me, sensing instinctively when to speed up, when to slow down, how hard to thrust, how fast he should move… I’ve never ever had a lover like him! 
 
    We must have been making love for at least an hour. Maybe longer, I don’t know. I lost all track of time. I remember the sun was brighter behind the drapes and the room felt warmer. 
 
    Eventually, Frank had me on the bed on my hands and knees, his hands gripping my hips as he pounded me urgently from behind. I heard him ask a question. 
 
    ‘Can I come on you?’ he said. 
 
    I moaned and said he could. In fact, I begged him to come on me. I lay on my back on the bed, my legs parted, my aching, soaking pink sex on display, and looked him in the eyes. He removed the condom and tossed it aside and furiously stroked his length. I massaged his soft testicles, gently squeezing them in that way I know you love. Frank moaned my name and finally came, a hot jet of his spend shooting over my breasts and stomach. It was wonderful. I could imagine you watching us with your mouth open, furiously pleasuring yourself. You love seeing me covered in another man’s come. 
 
    Frank carefully climbed off the bed. He grabbed the camera from where it had fallen and took a few photos of me as I lay on the bed, exhausted and drained, but delighted, with his semen drying on my sweaty, sticky skin. I smiled for the camera. I smiled for you. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I miss you, Andrew. I can’t wait to be back in your arms. No matter how good Frank is in bed, or how much fun I have with him, it’s your body I long to hold. I love the life we have together. I love that you take almost as much pleasure from my lovers as I do. I can’t wait to see the look on your face as I tell you all about my wicked nights with Frank. Maybe I’ll even re-enact parts of my letters with you… 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    This leads me to today. 
 
    Frank and I agreed to respect each other’s boundaries during the day. I didn’t want Chloe or Alexis learning about our lifestyle. I also didn’t want to mix the pleasure of sunning myself on the beach with the pleasure of Frank’s body. 
 
    I was late down to breakfast this morning. I showered in Frank’s room and quickly walked back to my room with wet hair and a crumpled, creased dress from the previous night. I quickly changed into appropriate day attire and headed down to the restaurant. Alexis and Chloe were almost finished eating. They laughed at me, assuming I had been too drunk to hear them knocking earlier. I tried to convince them that I had been in the shower. Alexis said that I looked like I hadn’t slept. Chloe kept asking me why I was smiling so much. I told them I had a wonderful night and was so happy to be on vacation with them. 
 
    We hit the beach as soon as I finished eating my breakfast. Alexis chose a spot with three sun beds close to the volleyball court again so she could admire the tanned bodies of the men as they played. Chloe and I walked down to the calm waves of the sea as Alexis made a show of removing her bikini top and slowly rubbing lotion into her breasts. 
 
    ‘She’s so embarrassing!’ Chloe said, as we walked into the cool ocean. I gasped with delight as the refreshing salt water rose higher up my body. Chloe paused to splash water on her skin, getting her body prepared to sink further down. I dove straight down, under the waves, immersing myself completely. You always said I was a mermaid in a former life! 
 
    We laughed and splashed one another and swam out to the line of orange buoys that kept swimmers separated from the fishing boats. We waved at the passing fisherman and they waved back. 
 
    We spent the day enjoying ourselves. It was wonderful. The three of us sunbathed until we were too warm. We cooled off in the clear blue sea. We gently massaged fresh sun lotion into each other. We bought cocktails at the bar and laughed and drank and lay in the sun. Once or twice I caught a glimpse of Frank across the beach. We smiled at each other and looked away. I think Chloe caught my look, but she didn’t say anything. 
 
    It was a wonderful feeling. I was so relaxed and comfortable. I didn’t have any cares or worries. I was looking forward to being with Frank again that evening, but I was also perfectly content to enjoy my day. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    By the time the sun began its slow descent towards the horizon, I was comfortably buzzing on cocktails and good vibes. The beach had begun to empty as people made their way back to the hotel for a fun evening. 
 
    We gathered our towels and bags and slowly made our way back. Excitement began to build inside me as we walked through the hotel to our rooms. My sex began to tingle and throb with nervous anticipation. I could hardly wait a few more hours to be with Frank again. I hoped he was as excited as me. I showered and selected an evening outfit – the thigh-length blue dress with the low cut at the front! – and headed downstairs to meet the girls in the restaurant. 
 
    I was so excited that I barely ate. The meal was delicious, but all I could think about was Frank. I saw him on the other side of the restaurant, eating by myself. He met my eyes, a coy smile on his face. 
 
    After dinner, we made our way to the hotel’s club room and partied for a few hours. Alexis wanted to drink and dance and party until the small hours again. I had other plans. I slipped through the crowd and found Frank. I whispered my room number in his ear. He nodded. I told the girls I was feeling tired. Alexis begged me not to go to bed so early. Chloe begged me not to leave her alone with Alexis. I hugged them and said I would see them in the morning. 
 
    I went back up to my room, heart racing, an excited tingle trembling in my sex again. I undressed, opened my suitcase and found my lingerie – the lingerie you selected and packed for me – and quickly dressed. I admired my body in the mirror, enjoying the way the lacy red bra cut low across my breasts, both restraining and revealing the firm mounds. My ass looked perfect in the matching red lacy panties, the tight material hugging my cheeks. I looked good enough to eat. I finished my naughty outfit with sheer black stockings over my legs and pair of black heels. Yes, I took photos of myself for you. I knew you would want them! 
 
    Once I was ready, I covered myself up again with my dress. Aside from the slightly slutty heels, I looked like a normal tourist, a sexy woman ready to party. It was super sexy, knowing how naughty I looked under the dress. 
 
    I didn’t have long to wait before I heard a soft knock at the door. I opened it and hurried Frank into my room in case anyone saw, closing the door behind him straight away. He pulled me in and tried to kiss me, but I gently pushed him away, a naughty smile on my face. I made him sit on the edge of my bed and stood back. He watched me with hungry eyes, like a starving man looking at a plate of food, sitting coiled like a viper ready to strike. I smiled at him and slowly, carefully, teasingly, began to take off my little blue dress. He made little appreciative sighs and exhales as I slowly began to let the dress slip down my body. I watched his face brighten as the dress gently peeled away from my skin, until it softly fell to the floor and I stood there in nothing but my lingerie. I could see how excited he was – the bulge in his pants looked like it was about to punch a hole in the fabric. I loved the way he looked at me, the way he smiled as he took me in. (We didn’t take any photos of my striptease. I wanted that to be just for him. Forgive me?) 
 
    ‘My God,’ he said, his eyes sweeping me up and down. 
 
    ‘You like?’ I said, taking a step towards him. 
 
    ‘I love,’ he said. 
 
    I fell to my knees in front of him, my fingers deftly unzipping his pants. His grin widened as I eased his length free. He sighed as I gently, lovingly, kissed his shaft. I took my time with him, placing delicate kisses up and down his manhood. After a few long minutes, I couldn’t restrain myself any longer. I took him inside my mouth, greedily sucking his length in a passionate frenzy. He moaned and placed his hands on my head, encouraging me. I made little appreciate groans in the back of my throat and used my hands to stroke his shaft and gently squeeze his balls. 
 
    Frank moaned and told me how much he loved it. He told me how amazing I was, how lucky you were, how I was the best little cocksucking slut he’d ever met. I don’t usually like to be called a slut, but somehow the word drove me wild this time. I teased him with my tongue and took his length to the back of my throat for as long as he could manage. Finally, he moaned that he was close. I was torn. I badly wanted him to fuck me, to feel that beautiful cock stretching me open again, but I also needed to taste him. I wanted to show him what a dirty cocksucking slut I could be. 
 
    I leaned my head back to look him in the eyes and opened my mouth. Our eyes met. His face was a picture of orgasmic passion. He groaned and his length twitched and jerked in my hands, pumping warm, sticky fluid into my mouth. I smiled at him and lovingly sucked his head until his peak subsided. 
 
    ‘My God,’ he said again once it was over. ‘You are amazing.’ 
 
    I smiled at him and swallowed. 
 
    God, I felt so naughty! 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    He returned the favor later, of course. I lay on the bed, my legs parted, with his face comfortably nestled against my yearning cleft. I insisted on keeping my lingerie on as long as possible, so he pulled my lacy red panties to one side to give him access to my mound. I sighed as he softly explored me with his tongue, carefully teasing and probing my sex, gently caressing my intimate lips. While I devoured him hungrily, he was slow and gentle and took his time. He swirled his tongue across my clitoris like a skilled fencer in a duel. He trailed his tongue up and down my lips, sending shivers through my body. He delved his tongue into my silky entrance, lapping up my juices. Even when I begged him to go faster, or harder, he continued with his slow, steady pace. It was almost sexual torture. It was heavenly. 
 
    I knew I was going to come, it was just a question of when. I felt like a pan that has been left to simmer. It was a slow, gradual build to a beautiful, loud, explosive crescendo. I came hard and felt my orgasm burst through every pore of my being. My thighs clenched into his face, legs locked behind his head. He still continued to tease me in his slow, methodical way, increasing the intensity of my pleasure. In the end, I begged him to stop. It was too much. My body couldn’t take anymore. My clit was too swollen, my pussy too hot. I don’t think I have ever begged you to stop before, have I? 
 
    We lay together on the bed for a long moment, enjoying the glow of one another’s pleasure. It lasted for a few delicious moments, until my hand found his member and gently squeezed and caressed him until I felt it beginning to stir. He asked how I wanted to do it tonight. I told him he could do whatever he wanted with me. I was his dirty slut. 
 
    He didn’t disappoint. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    First, Frank mounted me in a hot, intense, passionate frenzy. He pulled my panties aside again and held my legs open and buried his length inside me. He thrust hard and fast, his body slamming into mine, with a look of fury on his face, completely overcome by lust. I held onto the bed as tight as possible and screamed his name. It didn’t take long for another delicious crescendo to consume me. You know how much I enjoy a deep, hard fuck… well, this was deeper and harder than any fuck I’ve ever had in my life. 
 
    He pushed my legs together and gently leaned down, bringing my knees close to my chest. I gasped in surprise. His length touched whole new parts of me and it felt incredible! You have got to fuck me like that when I get home! 
 
    After my first explosive climax, Frank was gentler. He slowed down his thrusts, gently entering me in long, smooth strokes. My pussy was so tight and so tender that my moans were loud wails of sheer delight. My throat still feels dry from the force of my cries. 
 
    Just like last night, Frank adapted to my body. He controlled me. Threw me around the bed. One moment I was one my back with my legs in his hands. The next, he rolled me over onto my front and mounted me from behind and slid his strong arm under my throat like he owned me. I loved it. I totally loved it. You know how much I love a strong hand in the bedroom. I think I started to come again almost immediately. 
 
    Frank kept whispering in my air, telling me all the filthy things he was going to do to me, all the ways he was going to use my willing body. He filled my mind with impossibly erotic thoughts and desires and I begged him not to stop. He fucked me like it was our last night on earth and I loved every second of it. 
 
    We fucked in as many positions as we could think of. I was underneath him. I was on top, riding him hard. I was bent over in front of him. He spanked my ass and teased my tight little asshole with his thumb. He reached around me and squeezed my breasts. He pulled my hair and grabbed my throat. It was wild. It was dirty. It was passionate. 
 
    Eventually I had to stop him. My body could only take so much. I begged him to come. Pleaded with him. I needed him to come. I was exhausted. Every time I managed to catch my breath, another orgasm snatched the air out of lungs again. If he kept fucking me another ten minutes, I might need medical attention. 
 
    Frank grinned and threw me down on my back again. He mounted me like a king claiming his conquest, easing himself inside my tender sex once more. He looked me in the eyes and slowly, gently, thrust into me. Long and slow. Deliberate and considered. Tender and loving. It was the total, contrasting opposite of everything we had just been doing. We had been animals before, fucking hard and desperately. Now he was making love to me. The change was wonderful. 
 
    He kissed me softly as his thrusts slowly became quicker and deeper. I responded to his lips, opening my mouth to him. I tasted myself on his tongue. I wondered if he tasted himself on mine. 
 
    After a few long, gentle moments, I heard his breathing change. Felt his body tighten in my arms. Felt him tense up as he pressed down into me. I wrapped my legs around his back and drove him deep inside me. For a brief, crazy moment, I wished he wasn’t wearing a condom. But that is your special privilege, and yours alone. I would never take that from you. 
 
    He came inside me. I felt his semen pounding against the rubber sheathe in a furious torrent. I kept him gripped against me tightly until the flow was over. 
 
    Then my body and my mind shut down and I let out a long, grateful sigh. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    That brings you up to where I am now, sitting on the balcony under the moonlight, writing you this letter. I slept for a few short, comfortable hours in his arms before I woke up. I needed to write all this down, to get it clear in my mind. That way I can focus on each day as it comes. 
 
    I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this as much as I’ve enjoyed writing it, my love. Reliving these experiences is exciting. I feel tingly and horny all over again. My nipples are firm. My sex is slick with excitement, hungry for my lover’s skilled touch. My body yearns for satisfaction. 
 
    The night air is still wonderfully warm on my skin, despite how late it is right now. There is a storm at sea, probably several miles out. I can see the clouds flashing every few seconds. It’s quite beautiful. 
 
    I hope you aren’t missing me too badly, Andrew. Frank is taking excellent care of me in your absence. I hope this letter arrives quickly, so you can enjoy it for as long as possible before I return. 
 
    I will write again in a few days. Until then, my body yearns to return to my lover. I wonder if I can wake him using just my mouth. 
 
    I promise, we will take lots of pictures for you… 
 
      
 
    All my love, 
 
    Eliza 
 
    x 
 
      
 
    ### 
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This was supposed to be my fantasy. How the hell did it end up this way? I was the one who wanted to walk this path, now it’s completely out of my control. The ideas and images used to flood my mind, making me feel drunk with erotic lust. Now my heart drops into my stomach every time my wife casually mentions it. If I could go back in time and do things differently, I probably would. Six months ago, if I knew then what I know now, I would’ve kept my damn mouth shut. 
 
    But I didn’t. Instead I told my wife all about my super-hot fantasy and now I’m here, sitting in our bed, watching her slowly apply a careful layer of makeup – making sure she looks perfect in every detail – for another man. I am forced to watch the love of my life prepare her body for the eyes, hands, and lips of someone else. My stomach twists in agony as she smiles to herself in the mirror, humming a song – not just any song, but their song, the one that he played the first time they made love. She sways gently as she uncaps a fresh lipstick tube, the towel around her body swinging back and forth, offering tantalizing glimpses of her bare legs and stomach. I see the gleam in her eyes and the touch of pink in her cheeks and the spring in her step and it kills me. Why the fuck couldn’t I have kept my damn mouth shut? 
 
    Six months ago, we were a normal – or whatever that word means – couple. Husband and wife. In love. Happy – not crazily enamoured, not after fifteen years, but happy enough in each other’s company. One son together. Good house. Good life. We weren’t extravagant or luxurious, but we lived well. Vacations once a year – sometimes twice, if I got my bonus – and occasional long weekends and visits to water parks in the summer. We had a car each and a college fund for our son and good neighbors in a quiet suburb. We even had a pretty good sex life, provided our son left the house for long enough. 
 
    But we were missing something. At least, I thought we were missing something. Hindsight is a bitch. 
 
    Six months later, all those things are still true. We’re still normal – kinda. Still married. Still in love. Still happy. But something has changed. Something deep and dark and hidden from everyone else. My wife and I have a secret that has strengthened our marriage, brought us closer together, and made us fall more deeply in love than ever before. It’s a secret that has made our sex life more intense, more passionate, more exotic than it is has been for the past fifteen years. It is also a secret that worries at my guts like a beaver gnawing through wood. It is the reason I have the suffer the stomach-churning agony of watching my wife get ready for another man. It is the reason she has that smile on her face and that hum on her lips and that gleam in her eye. 
 
    Six months ago, I asked my wife if she would consider trying out my cuckold fantasy. 
 
    At the time, it made sense to me. I could justify my thoughts and feelings and fantasies. I could explain why I found it so appealing and how it turned me on so much. When the fantasy first came into my head, I thought it was just the result of porn. I imagined my wife in place of the starlet. I imagined my wife getting a good, hard, deep fuck from a big, thick lover. I imagined her moans and groans and squeals of pleasure. Somehow this became more than a pleasurable thought. It became my main fantasy. My number one desire. The thought that made my cock hardest of all. 
 
    It’s difficult to explain now. Why did I enjoy the fantasy of my wife with another man? Why did I want to take it to the next level – to openly allow my wife to take a lover on the side? It started out slowly – months before I even brought up the idea to her – as these things so often do. I introduced her to my fantasy in little stages, mostly during our own passionate playtime. She would take me in her mouth and I would slip my fingers insider her. Then I would use a vibrator instead. I’d moan softly and tell her how beautiful she looked with another cock inside her. Gradually, she started to warm to the idea of the vibrator representing someone else. She would let me watch as she pleasured herself, the vibrator sliding in and out of her puffy pink lips, gently buzzing and pulsing as she closed her eyes and moaned. She enjoyed performing for me, letting me watch as she brought herself to orgasm after orgasm. But that wasn’t good enough for me. 
 
    ‘How do I look?’ Dani says, snapping me out of my thoughts. My wife turns from the mirror to face me. The sight of her makes my heart twist and clench like dough being squeezed by a baker. 
 
    As always, she looks beautiful. But’s not just the immaculate makeup on her face, the lovingly crafted eyeshadow – greenish-blue, of course, his favorite color – or the perfect shade of rose-red lipstick she wears. It’s what lies behind these things that makes her so beautiful. It’s the flash of excitement in her eyes. It’s the slight parting of her lips. It’s the way she holds herself. It’s all so different when she does it for him. 
 
    The last time Dani and I had a proper date night – a romantic restaurant dinner, just the two of us, like it used to be, before our lives got so complicated – she got dressed up. She took her time choosing an outfit. She did her makeup. Painted her nails. Shaved her legs – even trimmed her mound for me. But the difference between our last date and tonight was the sparkle in her eye. When she dresses up for me, she is simply a wife who wants to look nice for her husband. When she dresses up for him, she has a different goal in mind. She wants to be sexy. Desirable. Wicked. Naughty. Sexually attractive. Attainable. Everything that I’ve always known her to be, but she never saw in herself until we opened our bedroom door to him. It’s like only he could make her realize how perfect she was. 
 
    ‘You look...’ I say, trying to find the right word, swallowing hard. There is no word in this or any other language to describe how perfectly, soul-crushingly stunning she looks right now. How she always looks. How I always see her. ‘...Awesome.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah?’ she says, placing her fingers on her cheek and posing with a little pout, like a girl on the cover of Vogue, and even though I know exactly what she’s about to say next, it still cuts me like a knife all over again. ‘You think he’ll like it?’ 
 
    Her words are jagged ice to my heart. She always worries about what he thinks. How he will look at something. If he will like a particular outfit or piece of clothing. Sometimes when we’re shopping together, she’ll take a dress off the hanger and hold it up to me and say, Waddaya think? Looks cute, right? and I’ll agree because she would look fantastic in a trash bag and then she’ll say, I wonder if he’ll like it, too, and I’ll feel all the wind get sucked out of my chest because her mind is always divided between two men. Me and him. And I know that she enjoys dressing up for him more than me. Maybe it’s because it’s still new and exciting for her to select appropriate clothing for him. Maybe it’s because he hasn’t seen all her sexy outfits yet. Maybe it’s because she doesn’t feel like she can surprise me after fifteen years of marriage. 
 
    ‘He’ll love it,’ I say, my voice dry. ‘Is that... is that a new shade of lipstick?’ 
 
    Her smile widens, pleased that I noticed. 
 
    ‘Yes it is,’ she says, pouting again so I can see it more clearly. ‘It’s his favorite shade. Plus, he loves it when my lipstick rubs off on his cock.’ 
 
    My stomach clenches. Maybe I wince, too. I don’t know. But she laughs at my reaction. 
 
    ‘Oh honey,’ she says. ‘Don’t be jealous. I’m still your wife, aren’t I?’ 
 
    That’s the worst part of all. She’s still my wife. Right now, she is beloved wife, the woman I married fifteen years ago. The woman I promised to love, honor, and obey above all others. Tomorrow morning, she will be my wife. But tonight… tonight she will belong to another man. She will allow him to undress her. To touch her. To see a body meant for my eyes only. She will caress him and stroke him and tease him. They will make love together. Probably more than once. They will be slow and passionate together. They will make love fast and hard, with the kind of frantic energy reserved for teenagers who haven’t seen each other in months. Maybe she’ll ask him to be rough with her. Maybe they’ll be playful, laughing together, and taking their time. Maybe she’ll spend many long, languid hours enjoying his naked body and taking pleasure in every single part of him. 
 
    And once they’re finished and they cannot possibly spend any more time together, Dani will be my wife once more. She will come home with me. She will make small talk. Maybe she’ll sing along to the radio. We’ll come back to our home – the house we bought after we got married and filled with laughter and love and pictures and one beautiful son – and everything will be as we left it. Maybe she’ll go shower and wash him off her body. Maybe she won’t, maybe she’ll prefer to feel his touch on her skin a little longer. Either way, we’ll find ourselves back in bed and I will take her in my arms for the first time all over again. I will touch her bare skin, knowing that he touched her first. I will kiss her lips, knowing that he kissed them first. I will feel her body against mine, knowing that he did it all before me. When we make love, I will compare myself to him – not just his size, his stamina, his skill, but the way he made her feel. I will never be able to make her gasp the way he does when he enters her. I will never make her cry out with pleasure the way he does. I will never hear her panting with exhaustion and feebly beg for one more – please. 
 
    I will always be her husband, her first love, her soul mate. But I will forever be the inferior lover, second place, the man she no longer fantasizes about. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘You’re still my wife.’ 
 
    She walks around the bed and bends down and kisses me gently on the lips – softly, so she doesn’t rub her fresh lipstick onto me. No, that privilege is his, not mine. I do not get the pleasure of my own wife leaving a ring of rose-red lipstick around my manhood. 
 
    Dani wraps her arms around my and embraces me. She smells clean and fresh from the shower. Her soft hair brushes my cheek. She is perfect. So damned perfect. Why the hell did I ever choose to share her with another man? She should be mine. All mine, the way man and wife were meant to be. 
 
    ‘You know I’m doing this for you,’ she says. ‘Your naughty little fantasy.’ 
 
    My stomach churns again. My fault. My damned fault. Should’ve kept my mouth shut. Never should have given her vibrator a name. Never should have told her how much I enjoy watching her masturbate. Never should have encouraged her to put on filthy shows with her vibrating ‘boyfriend’. 
 
    ‘I know,’ I say, but deep down, we both know that this isn’t my fantasy anymore. It’s hers. I lost control of this a long time ago. I lost control of it the first time they went to bed together. Hell, maybe I lost control the very first time they saw each other and their eyes gleamed in excitement. I remember the way he smiled and took her hand and kissed it. I remember the way she blushed and smiled and told him to call her Dani, like all her friends did. 
 
    ‘I love you so much,’ she says. 
 
    ‘I love you too.’ 
 
    She lets go and leans back, the towel falling open and revealing her beautiful naked body. She smiles at my stunned, open-mouthed reaction and lets me watch for a moment, drinking her in. 
 
    Her body is every bit as perfect as it was when we first met. Sure, the years have left their touch here and there – Dani’s breasts are no longer pert and perky, her love handles have slowly grown, and giving birth to Ben left stretch marks on her belly – but she is every bit as gorgeous as she was the first time I saw her, all those years ago. The ravages of time have only made her more beautiful. I look at my wife’s perfect, sexually appealing body, and I see a map of our history together and the times we’ve shared. 
 
    Dani grins, enjoying my lusty gaze on her, knowing how much I love her body, but also loving the fact that I can’t do a damn thing about it right now. She has an arrangement with him – on the nights they’re together, she won’t let me touch her. I don’t get to lay a finger on my own wife until he has finished with her. All I can do is look. And imagine. 
 
    But, as I look at my wife’s beautiful, naked, shower-fresh body, all I can see is him. I see his lips on my wife’s smooth, soft neck, sucking and kissing. I see his hands on her D-cup breasts. I see his tongue flicking across her sensitive brown nipples. I see his torso – firm and thinner than my own flabby gut – against her belly. I see his mouth on her shaved – always shaved, always for him – and inviting womanhood. I see his fingers parting her pink lips, deftly exploring her yearning entrance. I see his hard, thick, eight-inch manhood – bigger, thicker, better than mine – pushing inside, her lips stretching open to receive him, and receive him gladly. I see his strong arms lifting her legs so he can push deeper inside her, deeper than I have ever been. I see the ecstatic, rapturous, passionate expression on her face as he claims my wife for his own. 
 
    I can’t even enjoy the sight of my naked wife without him taking it away from me. 
 
    ‘God, you’re beautiful,’ I say, my throat dry. I’m overwhelmed with conflicting feelings. Lust. Sorrow. Passion. Regret. Desire. Stomach-churning nervousness. 
 
    She smiles and looks down at herself and says, ‘I feel beautiful.’ 
 
    Those three words hit me like a fist to the gut. All the air is knocked out of me. I sit on the bed – our bed – and force myself to smile, feeling the sting of tears touch my eyes. I’ve been telling her that she’s beautiful for fifteen years. I told her she was beautiful when we were. When we got married. When she got pregnant. When she gave birth and cradled Ben in her arms. When she fell into a deep depression after he was born. When she cried at her stretch-marked body and said she was hideous. I’ve called her beautiful every fucking day of our relationship, but she never believed she was until he said it. Now that he thinks she’s beautiful, she finally sees it in herself. 
 
    ‘Hey,’ I say, forcing myself to sound calm and collected. ‘Here’s a thought. Why don’t you and I skip tonight? We could go for a moonlit drive along the beach, you know, like we used to do.’ 
 
    She wrinkles her nose a little. 
 
    ‘Skip tonight?’ she says. ‘We can’t leave him waiting. He’s been looking forward to seeing me again.’ 
 
    ‘We’ll see him another time,’ I say, ‘but why don’t we make tonight about us instead?’ 
 
    She pauses for a second, looking at me, a tiny hint of suspicion in her eyes. 
 
    ‘Don’t you want me to see him?’ she says, resting on hand on her hip. 
 
    ‘Well,’ I say, stomach twisting, brain screaming, say no, say no! ‘Yeah, of course I do. I just thought...’ 
 
    ‘You want to keep me all to yourself,’ she says, her rose-red lips growing into a wide smile. ‘My greedy husband.’ 
 
    Yes, I think, yes, I want you all to myself. I don’t want to feel this way anymore. I don’t want to watch him touch you and kiss you and make you moan in ways I’ve never achieved before. I don’t want to enjoy watching another man with my wife. 
 
    ‘Can you blame me?’ I say, offering a weak chuckle. ‘Have you seen you?’ 
 
    She smiles, face brightening in excitement. 
 
    ‘I feel so sexy,’ she says, grinning. ‘What should I wear tonight?’ 
 
    Here it comes. The most agonizing part of my night, at least, until the next most agonizing part. Somehow, this is worse than watching them together. I have to watch the love of my life make herself look beautiful – no, not just beautiful, but sexy and desirable and slutty – for the pleasure of another man. I am in the room with her and I am watching and I am giving her pointers, but my wife’s mind is totally fixed on him. She wonders what he would like to see, what outfits would excite him the most, what would be most pleasing to his eyes. I am a bystander, a lonely observer. I have to watch her excitement grow as the time draws nearer. I hear her little giggles and gasps as she tries on outfits and examines herself in the mirror. I have to hear the question, Do you think he would want to fuck me in this? multiple times. 
 
    But I’m a good husband. I will answer honestly. I will smile and nod and tell her how stunning she looks. As much as it pains me to do it, I want Dani to look her best for him. I want him to be pleased with her, to see her the same way I do. This is my fantasy as much as hers. Well, it was my fantasy. I don’t know what it is anymore. My reality. My darkest dreams. It’s not quite my nightmare – no matter how much it pains me to see them together, it’s still the most intensely erotic experience of my life. It makes my stomach twist to imagine them together, but when she undresses and allows him to touch her body, my cock is harder than a steel beam. 
 
    The first time they met, she was totally different. She was excited, but nervous, talking a thousand words a minute. She got dressed, changed her mind, changed her outfit, got dressed, and changed her mind all over again. She almost canceled the date three times. Eventually, she drank a few shots of gin and calmed her nerves enough to go through with it. The whole time, I kept telling her that we were under no obligations to do anything. We were meeting a friend for drinks – a friend we made on the internet for the express purpose of becoming our bull, but a friend nonetheless. If she didn’t like him, or she changed her mind, we would have a nice meal and bid him farewell at the end of the night, no hard feelings. It was entirely her decision. 
 
    My vibrator is one thing, she had said, nervously fiddling with a necklace covered with fake pearls, but this is real life. 
 
    I told her to think of him as a life-like vibrator, only one without the battery port. That seemed to calm her down. She still chattered away nervously the whole ride to the restaurant, but she didn’t say anything else about calling it off. 
 
    Then we entered the restaurant and their eyes met for the first time and all her doubts seemed to wash away. He took her hand and kissed it. She blushed. She smiled. Just like she’s smiling now. 
 
    Dani turns her back on me and walks naked around our bedroom, as confident as a catwalk model and twice as sexy. She opens her underwear drawer and begins to try and choose what to wear tonight. Six short months ago, her underwear drawer looked the same as every other middle-aged wife’s underwear drawer. It was filled with huge, ass-covering undies – granny panties, she called them – without a hint of lace of silk or anything that might enhance or compliment her curves. Nowadays, her underwear drawer is divided into two separate halves. Her ‘everyday’ half – granny panties, comfortable undies, etc. – and her ‘special’ panties. This second half is filled with thongs, lacy underwear, French panties, everything that a man could want to see his wife wearing. Some of her special outfits were bought by him – little gifts, things he wants her to wear for him. Some, she picked up, bought and paid for on my card, but not intended for my eyes, unless she’s feeling really, really naughty – or we’re drunk and Ben is out of the house for the night. Part of me hates him for buying her such sexy underwear. Another part of me is delighted that he sees her as a wonderful, sexual, passionate woman, the same way I see her. A third part of me tries to justify it – he’s the one who unlocked my wife’s sexual energies, why shouldn’t he be the one to enjoy them? 
 
    But the sight of his hands slipping beneath my wife’s clothes and casually sliding her underwear down her legs – that sight always kills me. 
 
    My wife selects a pair of lacy purple panties. She bends down and slips her feet through the holes, allowing me a heart-wrenching glimpse of her perfect, juicy ass and her intimate lips. My mouth waters. My manhood jolts. My stomach drops. It’s not for me. Not now. I can only look, but not touch. 
 
    She pulls the panties up her silky-smooth legs and the purple fabric hugs her ass like it was made for her figure exactly. I exhale as she slips her fingers into the back of her panties and makes sure they’re sitting just right. God, she gets sexier with every passing day. It’s taking all my effort to remain here on the bed, when her perfect body is right over there, just out of reach… but I know that if I touch her before he does, Dani will be upset with me. It might have started out as a game, but we have rules now. 
 
    At first, the rules we established were just for Dani and myself. Simple things. We have to agree that we like the guy. We have to agree that we’re both comfortable with her and him sleeping together. He has to wear a condom. They can’t do anything if either of us is uncomfortable. 
 
    Nothing is to be kept a secret, everything has to be out in the open between all three of us. Finally, most important, the third party needs to respect both of us and our marriage. 
 
    It took us a while to find the right guy. Our early attempts at attracting a partner seemed to only gain the attention of creeps and weirdos – guys who clearly hadn’t read our description and instead replied with dick pics and graphic descriptions of how they were going to – quote – destroy yo married pussy. Eventually, though, we weeded out the assholes and the idiots and the posers to a handful of positive, seemingly decent guys and started to exchange more detailed messages. 
 
    That was how we found him. 
 
    He stood out from the crowd. He was respectful, polite, courteous, charming, funny, and always put Dani’s interests first. He was an experienced bull, having been with many couples before and introduced more than a few nervous first-time wives to the pleasures of extra-marital partners. After a few months of messaging – always Dani and I replying together, never anything behind my back – she asked me if the three of us could meet for dinner. At the time, I was ecstatic. My shy, reserved, sexually inhibited wife was finally coming out of her shell. She wanted us to have dinner with a new man – a dinner that might lead to sexual chemistry and passion. My ultimate fantasy was on the cusp of coming true. 
 
    If I had known the agonizing, gut-wrenching sensations I would be experiencing just a few months later, would I have gone through with it? It’s hard to say. As much as it kills me to see them together, I adore watching them. He’s a good lover – skilled, passionate, enjoys making her climax, has good stamina, and a great cock. When they are together, I see a different side of my wife. Sexually free. Uninhibited. Unrestrained. Not worrying about my pleasure or what I think or what anybody else might think. She becomes bolder. She knows what she wants. She comes so much harder with him. Her facial expressions are different with him, compared to me. She gets lost in passion, eyes closed, mouth open, becoming a part of him. Her passion becomes a whole-body experience, not just something she feels in her mind or her womanhood. 
 
    Aside from being a good lover, he’s a good man, too, the kind of guy who’s impossible to dislike. Witty, charming, good-looking, generous and eager to please. If he wasn’t my wife’s part-time lover, I would happily make him my friend. As it is, I want to try and keep some distance between us. He respects that, too, and insists that we only meet once a month. His reasoning was that it won’t disrupt our lives too much, plus it would give us all something to looking forward to. This seemed perfect at the time. Hell, I remember thinking, You mean I gotta wait four whole weeks for a second go? Now, though… now I know better. After they’ve been together, Dani is my wife – truly, completely, utterly my wife – for one whole blissful week. We passionately kiss every spare moment. She sends me naughty pictures while we’re working. We have sexual clinches in the shower at night and make love almost every day. After that first week, things slowly begin to change. Dani’s passion and excitement begins to cool off. I start feel a heavy tension in my balls and a nagging worm of worry in my gut. When we make love, I try to replicate the things I saw him do, and she gets annoyed, telling me to stick to what I’m good at. She starts to look forward to meeting him, instead of spending time with me. As the date of the next meeting draws nearer, I feel a heavy knot of dread tightening in my stomach. 
 
    And it all culminates in nights like tonight. My beautiful wife in her sexiest panties. Me watching her, feeling that worm of doubt and worry and dread slowly eat its way through my guts. Watching them together is the most perfect cocktail of emotional highs, but I wish – God, do I wish! – that I didn’t have to go through this rollercoaster of nervous, stomach-churning tension every time they prepare to meet. 
 
    ‘What are you gonna wear tonight?’ I say, fighting to stay calm – not an easy feat when my wife stands next to the bed in just her sexiest purple panties. Once upon a time, I would have wrapped my arms around her, hugged her to me, and made passionate, frantic love to her right here and now. But times change. She doesn’t belong to me anymore. Not exclusively. Now I share her with another man, and he insists on being the first to touch her on days when they meet. Dani has extended this privilege to the previous days as well, meaning that, by the time he finally lays a hand on her, she won’t have felt the touch of a man for most of a week. In the final days before their meeting, Dani usually trembles with frustration and anticipation and excitement – but she still won’t let me pleasure her. That’s for him, she likes to say, with a slightly mocking smile, pushing me away. She loves the anticipation almost as much as I hate it. She loves to look forward to him, to bottle up her feelings and frustrations, and let him unlock her deepest passions. 
 
    ‘Oh, I have some ideas,’ she says, a sly smile touching her lips. ‘But you’ll have to wait and see.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ I say, ‘you mean, I don’t get to watch you dress?’ 
 
    ‘Nope,’ she says, giggling at my stunned expression. 
 
    To illustrate her point, she cups her hands over her nipples and turns to face me, showing me what I can’t have. I grip the bed with both hands, toes curling in impotent frustration, heart pounding and eyes bulging out of their sockets. She grins, loving my reaction, and turns back around. 
 
    ‘Get out of here,’ she says. ‘I’m not getting ready until you’re gone.’ 
 
    A pained groan escapes my lips and I say, ‘C’mon, Dani, just a little show. What can it hurt? He’s not here. C’mon, you’re my wife.’ 
 
    ‘I am your wife,’ she says, still with her back to me, ‘but, right now, I belong to someone else. Can you handle that?’ 
 
    Her question runs through me like a katana, cutting me right to the core. How do wives always manage to touch the innermost nerves of their husbands? I’ll never understand. 
 
    I pause for a moment, staring at her beautiful back, picturing how she will look within an hour or two – maybe his stomach will be pressed against her back as he mounts her from behind. Maybe his hands will caress her naked skin as she rides him, moaning with pleasure in a way she never has with me. Maybe his lips will patter gentle kisses down her body as she lays face down on the bed, one eye watching my reaction, while he slowly works his way south. Can I handle it? Honestly, once upon a time, I believed that I could. A little over six months ago, the very idea of watching my wife give herself to another man was the stuff of my most intense fantasies. When we made love, Dani loved to lean in close and whisper into my ear, ‘Can you imagine me getting fucked by someone else?’ The effect was immediate and overpowering - I would lose control and climax almost as soon as she said the words. I believed that I could handle it. I believed that the reality would be exactly like my fantasy. We’d meet the guy, I’d watch them together, we’d all part as friends. 
 
    But nobody ever tells you about the other side of the fantasy. The truth is very different. For starters, a cuckold should – under no circumstances – climax while watching them together. God help any man who jerks off before they’re finished. It’s like diving into freezing cold water without warning – shocking, sobering, and completely washes away all the arousal and excitement you felt just a moment before. Suddenly it becomes real and horrifying and awful, forcing you to ask the worst question of all: Why I am letting this guy fuck my wife? 
 
    If a cuckold can resist jerking off while watching his fantasy come true, things are much more insidious. You come to realize over the coming days that you haven’t just opened your bedroom to an outsider, you haven’t merely allowed your wife to stray – you’ve allowed a third party to take an active role in your life. You won’t be able to look at your wife in the same way. Memories of them will pervade your every waking thought. Sure, at first, it’s the most intensely erotic night of your life, but as the days drag by, you realize that both you and your wife have been fundamentally shaken by this shared experience. You start to doubt yourself – he is bigger, he is better, he takes her to a place you’ve never seen before – and it affects your performance. Sure, your wife can try to comfort you – What we have is so much better than what he did with me, she’ll say, rubbing your shoulder and trying to sound comforting – but you both know it’s a lie. You have an emotional connection, but he plunged eight thick inches right into the heart of that. You won’t be able to see your sexy, sensual wife without picturing him looming over her like a shadow. You won’t be able to get an erection without thinking about them. You won’t be able to climax without thinking about them. Every time you touch your wife’s body, you’ll know that another man touched her in that same spot – and that she preferred him, no matter what she says. 
 
    It feels like there’s a snake in your belly, writhing and wriggling and struggling to get free. You feel conflicted all the time, simultaneously greatly aroused like never before, but also hearing a voice of nagging, clouding doubt in the back of your head. Whenever your wife surprises you by dressing up, you’ll wonder who she’s really doing it for. Every time she closes her eyes while you’re getting passionate together, you’ll wonder who she’s thinking about in that moment. When she climaxes, you’ll hear the difference in her vocals compared to what he did with her. 
 
    Over time, you come to realize that, while your wife is the one enjoying her newfound sexual energy and passion, you are the one who really got fucked by the other guy. 
 
    But in spite of all these negative, stomach-churning emotions, you can’t help but get turned on by it all. The knowledge that he fucks her better. The quiet, almost timid moans she makes with you, compared to the high-pitched shrieks of passion she makes with him. The look in her eyes when he buries himself in her. The sight of her tight sex gripping his thick length. The wild, unrestrained passion in their lovemaking. As much as it kills you, it’s also the source of your every waking fantasy. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, swallowing hard. ‘I can handle it.’ 
 
    ‘Good,’ she says. ‘Go on, get outta here. I’ll call when I’m ready to go.’ 
 
    I slowly get up from the bed, pausing to adjust my pants to hide the awkward bulge tenting the front. Dani giggles, watching me in the mirror. I try to push my straining manhood down, but that only makes it worse. I muster as much dignity as I have left and walk out of the room. 
 
    ‘I’ll wait for you,’ I say, closing the door behind me. 
 
    ‘You always do,’ she says. 
 
    I head downstairs, forcing myself to breathe calmly and slowly. My mind spins with ideas and images. What outfit will Dani choose for the date tonight? What will she choose to wear for another man’s enjoyment? What clothing will fall to the floor at my feet while the two of them collapse into bed? What discarded fabrics will I carefully fold and place to one side while the woman who wore them cavorts naked with her lover just a few feet away? My manhood throbs again, reminding me that it’s been well over a week since Dani and I last made love. When he enters her, she’ll be tight, untouched, almost virginal. That thought causes my stomach to clench involuntarily. 
 
    Our son is hanging out in the game room. I can hear the muffled sounds of exaggerated gunfire and explosions from the TV speakers coming through the door, and the shallow clicking of plastic triggers. I knock once on the door and walk in. Ben is sitting on the couch, controller in hand. He doesn’t look up from the screen. He’s wearing a headset, the microphone positioned close to his mouth, like he’s some kind of combat ranger. His thumbs move across the game controller in a blur, tweaking the analogue sticks and tapping buttons, while his fingers squeeze the shoulder triggers, aiming and shooting over and over. 
 
    ‘You winning?’ I say in a cheery hey-how’s-it-hanging-sport kind of tone. The screen is filled with explosions and flying bullets and ever-increasing scores. I have no idea what I’m seeing. 
 
    ‘Yuh,’ Ben says, still not turning to look at me. 
 
    ‘You got a spare controller?’ I say, sitting down next to him. ‘Can I join in?’ 
 
    The screen suddenly flashes red and the words, YOU LOSE flash up. 
 
    ‘Dammit,’ Ben says, irritated. 
 
    ‘Hey, language,’ I say, gently chiding him. ‘It’s just a game.’ 
 
    Ben takes off the headset and turns to me now. It always amazes me how much he looks like both Dani and myself – but only the good bits. He his mother’s eyes and smile, but my nose and my laugh. 
 
    ‘What’s up?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Nothing,’ I say. ‘Just wanted to hang out. Your mom’s taking ages getting ready for dinner tonight.’ That’s what we call it around Ben. Dinner. Not, Mom’s getting fucked by a guy we found on the internet. ‘Just wondered if you wanted to play together.’ 
 
    ‘All my games are online,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Oh.’ 
 
    He exits the game and starts navigating lobby menus, trying to find another match to keep playing. 
 
    ‘So,’ I say, trying to make conversation, ‘what are you doing tonight?’ 
 
    ‘I’m going to Caleb’s place,’ he says. ‘He dumped his girlfriend.’ 
 
    ‘Poor Caleb.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah. She was cheating on him.’ 
 
     ‘Huh?’ I say, caught off guard. ‘Cheating?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Ben says, his voice nonchalant. ‘She had another boyfriend. Caleb dumped her ‘cause he didn’t wanna be sloppy seconds.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t say that.’ I give him a paternal frown. 
 
    He says, ‘Why not?’, still clicking buttons on the controller. 
 
    ‘You’re thirteen. Too young to say things like that.’ 
 
    He rolls his eyes. I let it go. My heartbeat quickens. I feel a tremble run through me. Sloppy seconds. That’s what I am. That’s what I get, once he is finished with my wife. 
 
    God, what would my son think if he knew? He’s much too young to understand now, but what about later? When he’s a man of his own with a wife and a kid, will he understand what I am and why I choose to live like this? I don’t know. I don’t want to know. 
 
    ‘Where are you guys going tonight?’ Ben says, catching me off guard. It takes me a long second to think of a suitable lie. 
 
    ‘Oh, just to that Italian place,’ I say. ‘Your mom loves it there.’ 
 
    ‘What time will you be home?’ 
 
    I bite my tongue for a second, resisting the urge to say something stupid like, Whenever he’s finished fucking her – could be a good few hours, kiddo. He likes to fuck your mom. Instead I tell my son another little half-truth. 
 
    ‘Probably quite late,’ I say. ‘You can stay over at Caleb’s place if you want. Don’t forget your key.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll go after this match,’ he says. 
 
    He enters a new game lobby and starts playing a fresh match. Bullets start flying and explosions begin thumping through the TV speakers. His character darts left and right, ducking behind cover, vault over car hoods, gunning down his opponents. Scores and awards flash across the screen periodically. 
 
    ‘I bet Caleb’s pretty upset,’ I say, trying to make fatherly conversation. It’s tough to bond with kids once they reach puberty. They tend to close up and cut off adult supervision. Once upon a time, this little boy used to fall asleep in my arms. Look at him now. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Ben says. ‘He’s pretty pissed.’ I frown, but let it pass. I’m a cool dad like that. ‘Her jerk friends on social media keep calling him Caleb the Cuck.’ 
 
    My heart damn near jumps into my throat. 
 
    ‘That’s not a nice thing to say.’ I force my voice to sound calm and detached and neutral. In my head, I have a chorus of teenage girls laughing at me, mocking me, taunting me over and over again with cries of, Bryce is a cuck! Bryce is a cuck! 
 
    The screen flashes over and over. Ben’s score climbs higher and higher. Even though he’s wearing a headset, he doesn’t say anything to anyone. After a few minutes, the game ends. The word VICTORY! bursts onto the screen. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna go,’ he says, taking off the headset. He shuts down the console and drops the controller onto the couch. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say, trying not to sound disappointed at our bonding time being cut short. 
 
    ‘See ya tomorrow,’ he says. He walks out into the hallway. I hear my son grab his keys, put on his shoes, then he walks out of the house. 
 
    I sit in the game room for a few long moments in total silence, listening to our home’s quiet stillness. It is still – for the moment, anyway – our home. All our meetings take place at his house. Neither of us want to risk getting caught by Ben or any of our neighbors by bringing home a handsome stranger. I also have a second, smaller concern that I haven’t voiced to Dani or anyone else yet. I don’t want to violate the sanctity of our home by letting him inside. It sounds crazy, but the idea of the man who fucks my wife every month sitting on my couch and drinking my beer and laying down in my bed makes me dizzy and nauseous. 
 
    ‘Bryce?’ 
 
    Dani’s muffled voice trails downstairs, dragging me back to the present. 
 
    ‘Yeah, hun?’ I say, getting off the couch and standing at the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    ‘Did someone come in?’ she says. I can hear her pretty well. She must be calling through the open bedroom door. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘Ben just left. He’s probably gonna stay at Caleb’s tonight.’ 
 
    ‘So we’re alone?’ 
 
    Something in her voice makes me pause. There’s a hint of excitement. A touch of nervousness. 
 
    ‘Just you and me, babe.’ 
 
    I hear the door open wider, then close. Footsteps in the hallway above me. Then my wife comes into view at the top of the stairs. She wears a pair of brilliant white fishnet stockings on her shapely legs, with deep red high heeled shoes on her feet. But that’s all I can see. The rest of her is covered by a thin overcoat, the collars pulled up around her ears. 
 
    I stare as she descends, trying to resist a sudden urge to peek up the coat and see what she’s wearing tonight. Dani grins at me, a wicked curl of her rose-red lips, enjoying my wide-eyed reaction. 
 
    ‘You think he’ll like?’ she says. 
 
    ‘I don’t know, I can’t see.’ 
 
    Her wicked grin widens and her eyes flash. She says, ‘We’d better get going then, otherwise you won’t find out.’ 
 
    I scramble to grab my keys and my shoes. Dani laughs in delight at my desperation. I want to see my beautiful wife looking sexy, as much as it kills me that I’m not the reason she dressed up tonight. I slip on my shoes and we head outside. The afternoon sun is fairly pleasant, but there’s a chill in the air. Dani might be cold when we come home later. 
 
    We get in the car and I start the engine. Dani’s coat slides up her thigh as she buckles herself in. I catch a glimpse of her smooth, freshly-shaved thigh and the top edge of her stocking, pure white against her skin. It reminds me of the stockings she wore on our wedding night, back when it was just the two of us. No child. No third party. Just me and her and all the fiery passion we could muster. My stomach jolts at the memory. 
 
    ‘Easy tiger,’ Dani says, pulling the coat back down into place. ‘No distractions while you’re driving.’ 
 
    I swallow hard and ease the car into gear and head for the main road. Dani turns on the radio and sings along to classic pop songs from her childhood. I listen to her carefree, happy, melodic voice, marveling at how much she’s changed these past six months. The first time we ever made this journey, she was tense, fingers clenched in her lap, booze on her breath. I had to convince her just to meet the guy – just for dinner, no pressure for anything else. Now she’s more relaxed about this arrangement than I am. She leans back into her seat, eyes closed, drumming her fingers on the door in time with the beat, singing along to her favorite tunes. The sight of her happiness makes my heart ache. 
 
    The drive over to his place is brisk and straightforward. No traffic getting in the way, no accidents, no detours. Part of me hopes there will be, just to buy me a little more time with my wife. 
 
    ‘What did you say to Ben?’ Dani says, as the radio begins playing commercials. She turns it down to hear my response over the low rumble of the engine. 
 
    ‘Told him we were going that Italian place you like.’ 
 
    ‘Pastrano’s?’ she says, and her eyes glitter like stars. ‘I love that place! We need to there again sometime, it’s been forever.’ 
 
    ‘Why don’t we go now?’ I say, seeing a sudden way out of tonight, sensing a possible new future lying ahead of us. Dani and I, enjoying dinner in a restaurant, like any other couple. Laughing, joking, enjoying each other’s company, drinking wine, then going home and making love in our marital bed. Perfectly ordinary. Perfectly boring. 
 
    ‘No, not now,’ she says, laughing. ‘Another night.’ 
 
    ‘You sure?’ I say, trying not to sound as desperate as I feel. ‘It’s no problem if you want to go.’ 
 
    She laughs again. 
 
    ‘You’re so cute,’ she says. ‘But I’ve already told him we’re on our way. Besides, I don’t think I’m dressed right for a nice restaurant.’ I glance down at her legs again, but the coat covers her stockings. ‘Easy tiger. Eyes on the road.’ 
 
    I face forward, gripping the wheel with tight fists. The commercials finish and the radio continues playing classic pop anthems. Dani resumes singing along, leaning back against the seat, a blissful smile on her face. 
 
    With every mile that passes, the snake in my guts coils tighter and tighter. I’ve never had a stomach ulcer, but this is probably what it feels like – intense, acidic heat in the pit of my stomach. It feels like the snake is sinking its venomous fangs into my belly from within. Why did I do this? Why did I suggest this? Why did I encourage her to stray outside our marriage and find passion with someone else? Why does it turn me on to watch them together? Why do I enjoy being the second-place man in her life? 
 
    Questions with no answers. 
 
    As we draw nearer and nearer to our destination, Dani’s singing gets more passionate and she sounds more and more pleased with herself. I listen to her in silence, sitting bolt upright and staring through the windshield. It takes all my concentration to get us there safely as we wind through roads, pause at stop signs, and turn through intersections. Then the road before us leads into a gathering of wide suburban houses. A gated community minus the gate. The type of suburban homes where every other dad coaches a kid’s sports team and neighborhood cook-offs are an annual tradition. Every driveway has an SUV or some other kind of family vehicle parked out front. All the lawns are immaculate. 
 
    I feel Dani stiffen next to me as I slow the car. She’s not stiffening in nerves, but excitement. I can tell from her body language. I know her so well. She draws her feet closer to her body. Her cheeks tinge with a hint of pink. Her smile curves more at the edges. She unconsciously pushes her chest forward, as though giving herself to him already. 
 
    I roll the car to a gentle stop outside a house that has become very familiar to me. A bright red convertible sits in the driveway. A row of elegantly blooming roses runs beneath the ground floor windows. The lawn, like all the others in this part of the world, is perfectly maintained. He once said that he hires a gardener and a maid to keep the place clean and tidy while he works. 
 
    Bile rises in my throat. I turn off the engine and sit in silence for a while. Dani looks through the window. She waves. I can’t see him. I assume he’s standing in the doorway, watching us. I close my eyes and focus on my breathing. This was supposed to be my fantasy. How the hell did it end up this way? 
 
    ‘Hey.’ Dani’s voice is soft. Warm. Comforting. I open my eyes and look at her. She smiles, her beautiful face lighting up as she does. God, how did I get so lucky? How did I find this woman, out of all the women in the world? And why the hell did I want to share here with another guy? 
 
    ‘I love you,’ she says. 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘No,’ she says. ‘I love you. Only you. No matter what happens. No matter what I say. I love you. Not just because of this and everything we do together. I love you for you. This is a side dish, you’re my main course. You know that, right?’ 
 
    My chest swells. I swallow. Emotion clouds my eyes. I blink it away. 
 
    ‘I know,’ I say. ‘I love you too, baby.’ 
 
    She leans over and kisses me gently on the cheek, still careful not to rub off any lipstick. That privilege is still for him. 
 
    ‘Now come on,’ she says, in a low, urgent whisper. ‘Let’s go get me fucked.’ 
 
    Her eyes gleam with wicked anticipation and she hops out of the car without a second thought. I watch her walk away from me, across his driveway, her perfect hips swaying side to side under her coat. She glances back at me and winks, then continues walking toward her lover. 
 
    Toward him. 
 
    I take a deep breath and take my shaking hands off the wheel. Do I stay or do I go? What would be worse – watching him fuck my wife, or imagining what they’re doing? The latter. Definitely the latter. I unbuckle my belt and get out of the car. 
 
    The neighborhood is still and quiet. Maybe the families are out – having dinner together, or heading to the movies, or playing sports. Or maybe they’re watching from behind the drapes, watching my sexy wife parade across his front yard in her white fishnet stockings, watching me hand the love of my life over to a better man. Do they know about our arrangement, I wonder? Do they see our car pull up outside his place once a month? Have they guessed that our monthly visits are more than just a social call? Is he known as the neighborhood stud, the guy who fucks other men’s wives? 
 
    I lock the car and trail after my wife, following her up his driveway. He stands in the doorway, waiting with a polite smile on his irritatingly good-looking face. He’s casually dressed in gym clothes – vest top and shorts – as though we’ve just caught him working out. I know better, though. I know he wears that outfit because my wife gets all tingly at the sight of his strong arms. 
 
    He steps back and my wife enters his house. They hug warmly, like old friends who have missed each other. Dani kisses him on the cheek – an affectionate touch, but we’re still surrounded by potential witnesses. None of us wants this secret out in the open. Dani extracts herself from his grip and walks into his house. He turns his attention to me and holds out his hand as I finally reach the door. 
 
    ‘Good to see you again, Bryce,’ he says, grinning warmly. I hate that he always seems genuinely pleased to see me. I hate that he gives my wife what I can’t. I hate they I enjoy this feeling of powerlessness and shame. 
 
    ‘Hi, John,’ I say, taking his hand and shaking it. The hand that will soon graze my wife’s body. The fingers that will soon explore her dripping sex. The palm that will cup her firm breasts right in front of me. 
 
    John is a good-looking man, a few years older than Dani and myself. He was married once when he was younger, but rarely talks about it. His hair is turning silver in all the right places, giving him a suave, debonair charm. He’s almost permanently tanned – always real, never from a bottle – and keeps himself in excellent shape. 
 
    ‘How’s tricks?’ John says. He releases my hand and ushers me inside, closing the door. His home is the ultimate bachelor pad – new technology, expensive entertainment systems, rock star memorabilia, and wide, open rooms with comfortable furniture. 
 
    ‘Tricks are good,’ I say, shrugging off my shoes and leaving them in the hallway. John claps me on the arm and walks me through to his huge, open-plan kitchen, where Dani is already helping herself to a glass of wine. ‘What about you?’ 
 
    ‘Can’t complain,’ he says, grinning at me and gesturing toward my wife. ‘Uh, Dani, what’s with the coat?’ 
 
    My wife turns to face us both, wear a broad, wicked grin. She grabs the fashionable little belt running around the coat and pulls it open. The coat parts and splits and she shrugs it off in one quick, easy motion. The coat falls to the floor behind her. 
 
    Dani’s choice of outfit takes my breath away. I stare at her, mouth open, unable to look away. John’s hand squeezes my shoulder. I feel his body stiffen with excitement. We are both struck dumb, staring at the woman in the kitchen, incapable of thought. 
 
    My wife is wearing her deep red heels, white fishnet stockings, the purple panties I glimpsed earlier, and nothing else. I sweep her up and down, over and over again, as though I’ve never seen her naked body before. 
 
    She picks up her glass of wine and smiles at us over the rim, clearly delighted by our stunned silence. 
 
    ‘So, boys,’ she says, ‘do you like my outfit?’ 
 
    ‘Hot damn,’ John says, and claps me on the back again. ‘God, Dani, you look...’ 
 
    ‘Wow,’ I say, unable to take my eyes off her. The sight of my naked wife – no, not complete naked, but dressed to seduce – standing in the middle of another man’s kitchen fills me with emotion. First, arousal – she looks beyond incredible. Then jealousy – she did this for him, and he is enjoying it even more than I am. Then shame – that I have never made my wife feel sexy enough to do something like this for me. Then back to arousal as I tell my brain to shut the fuck up and enjoy the view. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ John says in breathless agreement. ‘Wow.’ 
 
    Dani’s cheeks flush and she leans against the counter, acting perfectly casual. As though she always does this in other men’s homes. As though she always dresses in just her underwear and fishnets. She drinks wine from her glass and nods to us. 
 
    ‘You gonna stand there all night?’ she says. 
 
    John immediately steps forward. He grabs a wine glass from his rack – bachelor men always have racks filled with wine glasses – and stands next to her, pouring himself a glass of wine. 
 
    ‘You got all dressed up for me?’ he says, a hint of amusement in his voice. 
 
    ‘I’ve been thinking about what would please you most,’ she says. 
 
    I stay where I am, rooted to the spot, a voyeur of my own wife’s seduction. I see the way they look at each other; the glee in his eyes, the unrestrained yearning in hers. She pushes her breasts out again as she leans against the counter. Her brown nipples darken and harden with excitement. My manhood – my aching, yearning, emasculated manhood – throbs painfully. 
 
    John stands next to my wife with his own glass of wine, facing the counter. They talk in low tones and toast one another. The glasses chime beautifully in the quiet kitchen. Then John slips his hand inside her panties. The effect is instantaneous. Her lips part in a sharp intake of breath. Her eyes roll back in her head. Her body seems to relax, as though she’s experiencing a massage. She parts her legs wider for him. He obliges and delves deeper. His fingers ripple the fabric of the panties. The sight of him so casually exploring my wife’s most intimate regions makes the snake inside my belly twist and bite and hiss in jealousy. 
 
    ‘Do you wanna grab a beer or something?’ John says to me, calling over his shoulder, still with his fingers on my wife’s pussy. 
 
    ‘I’m driving,’ I say, my voice flat and emotionless. 
 
    ‘Help yourself,’ he says. ‘I got some soda in the fridge.’ 
 
    I open my mouth to reply, but Dani moans in passionate pleasure, cutting me off. She opens her eyes and looks at John and says, ‘Nobody touches me like you do.’ 
 
    I shove my hands in my pockets and stand there like an idiot, both insanely turned on and utterly humiliated. John removes his hand from her underwear and touches her lips with his wet fingers. She opens her mouth and greedily sucks his digits, one at a time, cleaning her juices, tasting herself, always looking at him for approval as she does. 
 
    ‘Good girl,’ he says. 
 
    My wife purrs, trailing her tongue across his glistening fingers, always with a wicked, eager smile. 
 
    ‘How do you taste today?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Delicious.’ 
 
    John puts his wine glass on the counter and stands in front of her. He kneels between my wife’s legs and hooks his finger beneath her purple panties and tugs them to the side. She giggles, watching him with an expression of purest excitement. He kisses her smoothly shaven mound and she sighs. The he gently trails his tongue along her lips and her sigh deepens into a breathless groan. She rolls her hips forward, presenting as much of her sex as possible to him. He responds by delving his tongue through her parted lips and lapping at her sweet juices. My wife moans with pleasure and takes another sip of her wine. She looks over at me and smiles, face flushed with erotic pleasure, eyes clouded by lust. 
 
    And I just stand there. Like a statue. Pants bulging, mind reeling, stomach writhing, heart racing. I just stand there and watch this man orally pleasure my wife. 
 
    ‘That feels so good,’ Dani says, in a gentle, passionate sigh. ‘God, I love the way you do that.’ 
 
    John responds by running his hands behind my wife and squeezing her ass. She squeals in delight and places one hand on his head, stroking his hair. She takes another drink of wine, purring deep in her throat as she swallows. I’ve never seen her look so relaxed, so happy, so deeply in lust. 
 
    My wife loses herself in the moment. She forgets my presence, focusing entirely on the man kneeling between her legs. She closes her eyes and moans his name, over and over, steadily growing louder and more breathless as he laps and teases her. John is a skilled lover. He pulls back far enough for me to see how wet and excited she is. Silvery trails of her nectar cling to his lips and tongue. 
 
    Dani lifts herself up and sits on the counter and takes off her panties. She tosses them to me. I catch them, feeling how hot and wet the fabric is in my hand. She opens her legs for him. I can her pink and swollen lips clearly. I can see how wet she is. I can see how much her body loves his touch. The snake in my gut bites down on something soft and chewy, sending sharp pain through my body. God, why can’t I make her feel the way he does? Have I ever made her feel this way? Maybe I did, once upon a time, but now that her body knows the touch of a better man, I just don’t do it for her anymore. 
 
    John slips two fingers inside my wife’s dripping cave, making her cry out with delight. John’s fingers are thicker than mine. Hell, John’s thicker than me in all the right places. He starts to manipulate her from the inside, touching and stroking her deepest places, making her groan and gasp and moan with the feeling. He licks and sucks and teases her clit with his tongue. Each movement of his fingers makes her moan. Each flick of his tongue makes her gasp. Each noise of delight is like an ice pick to my heart. Why can’t I be this good? 
 
    His movements are quick, precise, and nimble. Within a few short minutes, her gasps and moans begin to roll into one sound – a deep, throaty cry of sincere pleasure. A sound I recognize all too well. A sound that, just six short months ago, was meant for my ears only. My wife is building to a climax. We haven’t been intimate in over a week. I haven’t been allowed to touch her for the past few days. I can only imagine how good this feels for the both of them. 
 
    ‘Oh, God, John!’ My wife’s breathless cry of passion sends a wave of embarrassment through me. She’s never this vocal when we’re together. Whenever I lick her sex, she sighs and whimpers and shudders – never do I hear sounds like these. ‘Baby, that’s so fucking good!’ 
 
    She looks at me, her face a mask of purest bliss. I’ve never made her look so happy. Not even on our wedding night. 
 
    ‘Bryce,’ she says, breathing hard, fighting to stay in control. ‘Tell him to make me come.’ 
 
    The snake in my gut ties itself into knot after knot. The snake in my gut chokes itself. I swallow. I try to speak but the words won’t come. 
 
    ‘Now!’ Dani says. ‘Tell him! Please! I’m so-’ 
 
    ‘Make her come!’ I say, before I’m even aware the words are in my mouth. ‘Do it!’ 
 
    Dani tosses her head back, mouth open, eyes closed, and lets loose a loud, deep cry of ecstasy. The sound shakes me down to my bones. Her body shakes and rocks and trembles. She grips John’s hair with both hands, her legs in the air, her breasts rising and falling faster with every gasp. Her breath catches in her throat for a long second as she is overwhelmed by the intensity of her climax. Then she cries out again. And again. And again. 
 
    ‘Oh, my God! John! I love it! I love it!’ she says, her words a breathless wail of delight. A louder wail than any she’s ever made with me. 
 
    My wife bucks and rocks and moans over and over, her climax a long, drawn-out, intense explosion. He remains in place, lapping at her juices, tasting her pleasure, delving his fingers in and out of her slick sex. She’s so wet I can hear his fingers entering her. 
 
    After a long, long moment, her climax subsides and she starts gasping for breath. She taps him on the head. He doesn’t move. She giggles, then gasps and shrieks with laughter and pushes his head away from her cleft. He grins at her, his lips and chin covered in her juices, and stands up. She grabs him and pulls him close and kisses him passionately, heedless of the sticky liquid covering his mouth. My cock throbs. The snake inside me still writhes in agony, but it’s far less pronounced now. The anticipation is over. The show has begun. 
 
    ‘God, you’re amazing,’ Dani says, releasing him and leaning back on the counter. She grabs her glass and drinks a mouthful of wine and turns to me. ‘Honestly, baby, you could learn a thing or two from him.’ 
 
    I chuckle, but it sounds a little forced. 
 
    John looks over at me, still standing between my wife’s legs, still with her come clinging to his lips and says, ‘Man, are you sure I can’t offer you a drink? I feel like a bad host.’ 
 
    A host doesn’t usually fuck his guest’s wife, I think, but hold off on saying it. 
 
    ‘I’ll get you a soda, honey,’ Dani says. She hops off the counter and walks further into the spacious kitchen to the refrigerator on the back wall, talking her time, swaying her hips, knowing that both of us are watching her closely. She opens the fridge and bends down in an exaggerated pose, her beautiful butt poised in the air, her ass cheeks winking, wet lips slick, almost smiling at us. ‘Do you boys see anything you like?’ 
 
    John laughs, a rich, booming sound. 
 
    I chuckle again, still sounding forced. 
 
    Dani turns beck to us, a cold can of soda in her hand and a smile on her face. She walks across the kitchen, eyes on me. The fridge door swings shut behind her. As she passes John, he gives her ass a playful slap and she giggles. She walks right up to me, naked and unashamed, with a smile on her face and a twinkle in her eyes, and hands me the can. I take it with my free hand. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I say, my voice almost hoarse. 
 
    ‘You’re welcome,’ she says, her voice a cheeky sing-song. 
 
    She turns back to John, wraps her arms around his body, and kisses him passionately again. Their tongues dart into each other’s mouths, writhing together like lovers in a bed, just a few feet in front of me. She moans playfully into his mouth, hamming it up for me, putting on a performance, knowing how much I love and hate it. His hands squeeze and tease her beautiful ass, kneading the soft flesh. The snake inside me rears its head again. I want to scream at him to take his hands off my wife, but what’s the point? He’s touched her so many time already. She’s naked in his kitchen. Her juices are all around his mouth. It’s too late to object. Far too late. 
 
    ‘How do you want me?’ Dani says, in a low, sensual tone. 
 
    ‘My couch,’ John says, giving her ass another playful spank. She giggles and takes his hand and leads him through the kitchen, back toward the rest of the house. 
 
    ‘Honey,’ she says, turning back to me as they walk by, ‘can you hang my coat up for me? Thanks.’ 
 
    She walks on by me, pulling her lover toward his den with light, eager footsteps. Neither of them look back at me. Their footsteps recede through the house, her heels tapping on the hard floor, his bare feet padding behind. My stomach twists yet again. It feels like someone has grabbed a generous handful of my bulk and tried to turn it upside down. 
 
    I stand there in his kitchen like an idiot for a few moments, a cold can of soda in one hand, my wife’s underwear in the other. I swallow hard. From the other room, I hear my wife’s delighted laughter. I raise the warm, balled-up panties to my face and inhale deeply, absorbing my wife’s rich, powerful aroma. God, her lust smells divine. 
 
    Then I come to my senses. I don’t want to miss whatever show they’re putting on for me. I pick up her coat from the floor, put her panties in my pocket, and walk back through the house. John has a coat rack by the front door. I hang Dani’s coat on a spare hook and pause. 
 
    The house is silent. I can’t hear footsteps or giggles or movement or the dull, wet smack of lovers kissing. I close my eyes, listening intently, but all I can hear is the rushing river of my blood. I walk through the main hallway, past the stairs to the second floor, and peer around the doorway to the den. 
 
    What I see what probably break most mortal men. The average husband would be heartbroken by this sight. He would cry or wail or leap into the room and start throwing punches. As for me, what I see in that room hits me like a knee to the gut, but deep down – deep down, under the shock and agony and humiliation of it all – it makes my dick pulse with energy and lust. 
 
    John is sitting on the couch, still dressed, leaning back, his mouth open, eyes closed. My wife is on her knees between his legs. Her head bobs up and down and now I’m close enough to hear the deep, throaty groans she makes as his manhood plunges in and out of her mouth. 
 
    I stand in the doorway and watch my wife give her lover a deep, loving, passionate blowjob, feeling a gut-wrenching burst of humiliation and embarrassment and shame, mixed with incredible arousal and lust. I walk into the room and sit down on the far end of the couch and put my soda on the coffee table to my side, watching her work. She has pulled his gym shorts down far enough to expose his full, thick length and is taking him all the way in her mouth in long, sensual strokes. The sight of his manhood – bigger, thicker, fuller, and harder than mine, goddammit – disappearing between her lips drives me crazy. The lips I kiss every day are wrapped around another man’s cock, stretched out by his thickness. The mouth that says, I love you every night is greedily devouring another man’s thick member, her tongue soaking his shaft with every deep, slow plunge. John groans with pleasure as my wife sucks his cock, eyes closed in passion, lost in the kind of bliss I can only imagine. She doesn’t like to give me blowjobs, but she’ll take him in her mouth without complaint. Just one of the many reasons I hate the guy. 
 
    As I watch, my wife’s lipstick rubs of, gently coating his shaft with a rose-red ring that encircles his whole cock. Just like he wanted. Just like she wanted to do for him. My manhood shudders in jealous rage. 
 
    John brushes my wife’s hair out of her face. She looks up at him and takes his whole length in her mouth, their eyes fixed on each other. John groans and swears under his breath and watches her face with a deep, satisfied smile. My wife doesn’t disappoint. She quickens now, taking him faster and faster, deeper and deeper – the head of his thick length surely touching the back of her throat – still watching his face the whole time. 
 
    While I sit to the side, erection tenting my pants, unable to join in. 
 
    My wife makes a series of satisfied, throaty groans, clearly enjoying herself and loving the effect she’s having on this man. John looks like the definition of a relaxed, happy man. He sighs and groans an utters my wife’s name as she bobs her head faster and faster, greedily sucking him all the way to the base. She strokes his slippery shaft, steadily working his base, jerking him off in her willing mouth while she teases the top half of his impressive manhood with her lips and tongue. His moans deepen, becoming more guttural, more passionate, more animalistic. He is nearing his own climax now, one that my wife eagerly encourages with her skilled hands and mouth. 
 
    Dani flicks her tongue across his head, stroking him with both hands. I hate the sight of her tongue tasting him like that. I hate that he’s big enough for her to need two hands. I hate that I’m loving this. Her eyes are fixed on his face, watching his expression change as his orgasm mounts, his body slowly tensing and clenching. 
 
    ‘You gonna come for me, John?’ she says in a low, seductive, breathy voice. 
 
    ‘Uh-huh.’ He can barely speak. 
 
    ‘You wanna come in my mouth?’ 
 
    He doesn’t answer. Instead, he leans forward, grabs her hair and pushes her face down. She takes him all the way inside her mouth, pushing her lips against his balls and groin. Her face is a picture of purest concentration. I can only imagine how full her throat feels right now. 
 
    John holds my wife’s head in his strong hands and pumps her up and down, jerking himself off with her mouth. He groans and moans and his chest heaves with concentration. Dani lets him abuse her, loving this rough treatment, purring and moaning for him the whole time. I stare at them intently, not daring to blink or look away for even a second. I’m almost leaning forward to see it closer. 
 
    Then John lets out one deep final groan and loses control. He releases Dani’s head and she eagerly takes the lead. She jerks him off and sucks his shaft with the kind of intensity I’ve never experienced before. He groans and convulses on the couch and my wife happily takes it all. She swallows him without hesitation. I can see his shaft and balls jerking with the pressure of pumping load after load of hot, thick semen into her eager mouth. John groans deep and loud and low with pleasure. That noise hits me in my bones – as does the sound of my wife’s desperate, eager swallowing. I see her throat clench and pulse with every greed gulp. John’s sticky seed now coats her lips and tongue and mouth and throat and it’s already on the way to her stomach. 
 
    Finally, his moment passes. He slumps back into the couch, a huge, filthy grin on his face. Dani continues to suck him for a few moments longer, jerking and squeezing his shaft, taking care to milk him for every last drop. John’s eyes damn near roll into the back of his head before my wife is satisfied. She lets his wet manhood out of her mouth and smiles at him. She opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue, apparently proving that she did indeed swallow all of him. 
 
    ‘Good girl,’ he says, in a breathless, husky voice. ‘Good fucking girl.’ 
 
    She beams with pride and looks over at me for the first time since I walked in the room. Her eyes sparkle with excitement and arousal and passion. 
 
    ‘Did I do good, baby?’ she says, feigning innocence. 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘You liked watching me suck his big dick?’ 
 
    I nod again. My throat is too tight to speak right now. The snake in my gut has exploded, releasing dozens more snakes that coil and fight and wriggle desperately, trying to get free. 
 
    Dani beams again. She grabs John’s gym shorts and pulls them down the floor. He shrugs off his shirt and sits on the couch naked. My wife climbs up and sits in his lap, her breasts at just the right height for him to lick and suck her full brown nipples. She giggles and groans at the feel of his lips on her hard nipples. He sucks and kisses her, his hands drifting down her body and squeezing her ass. 
 
    My wife sighs delightedly and giggles at his touch. She reaches down between them and begins to squeeze and massage his still-firm manhood. This is her favorite part of having sex with John. I come quickly – sometimes far too quickly – and I can’t go for another round. John, on the other hand, is capable of recovering in record time, with very little resting needed. All he requires is a little touching and a few naughty words to get back to full strength, ready for another session. It never ceases to amaze me how skilfully my wife can manipulate him to go for round after round of intense, all-consuming sex. Even after hours of passionate lovemaking, all he needs is a few naughty words and the touch of my wife’s hand. 
 
    Dani’s smile widens as he stiffens in her hand. She keeps talking to him in a low, seductive voice, too low for me to hear. Her words aren’t meant for me. Like her body, the words she says are for him and him alone. I squirm on the couch and watch his impressive manhood revive and thicken in her hand. I watch my wife squeeze and caress and stroke her lover’s firm manhood. I watch his beaming face as she brings him back to a full, powerful erection, gently pumping his manhood with her dainty hand. 
 
    A few short minutes after emptying his balls into my wife’s mouth, John is ready to go again. 
 
    ‘I’ll go get a condom,’ I say, thinking of the many open boxes in John’s medicine cabinet. I make ready to stand up, but Dani looks over at me. Something in her expression makes me pause. Her face is caught somewhere between mischievous, naughty, excited and nervous. 
 
    ‘Actually, baby...’ Dani says, sounding a little hesitant for the first time today, ‘I was wondering something...’ 
 
    ‘What?’ I say, feeling my body drain of blood and emotions, leaving me hollow. Something about her tone makes me feel incredibly wary. I don’t know what to think. I try to prepare myself for what she might say next. 
 
    ‘We’ve been seeing John for a while now,’ she says. She always says it like that – we. Never I. As though we’re both fucking him. ‘We both like John and we trust him, right?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, slowly, unsure where this is heading. 
 
    ‘And John’s clean – we know, he got tested and proved it, right?’ 
 
    I feel a sickening, crushing weight forming in my gut as the conversation turns in a new, unexpected direction. The snakes converge into one solid mass, driving deep down into my stomach. I nod slowly. 
 
    ‘And I’m on birth control…’ she says, letting the thought hang in the air. 
 
    I nod, feeling the floor sink under me, gravity suddenly increasing a thousand times over. 
 
    ‘Baby...’ she says, steeling herself to ask the question she’s been wanting to ask since we got here, ‘can John come inside me?’ 
 
    All the wind gets sucked out of me. The weight tumbles downward, pinning me to the chair, sapping all my strength. As if the very idea of this man making love to my wife wasn’t bad enough, now she wants him to come inside her, too. In the short time we’ve known John, he’s come in her mouth, her ass, coated her breasts and face and stomach. He’s eaten food off her naked body and blindfolded her and even filmed a short video of their lovemaking. In short, he’s done everything to my wife in six months that we did together over fifteen years. The one last remaining thing he hasn’t done – the only thing I have over him – is that he always wears a condom. I am the only man who has ever gone bareback with Dani. I am the only man who has ever filled her womanhood with his seed. 
 
    Until now. 
 
    Now she wants her lover to have that unique privilege, too. She wants him to have as much of her as I have over the years. We were married before we even considered removing the condom. Six months into knowing John, she wants to feel his bare cock inside her tight sex. 
 
    The idea is as humiliating as it is arousing. 
 
    Oh, God, is it humiliating! 
 
    ‘Baby?’ Dani says, looking at me with wide, innocent eyes. ‘What do you think?’ 
 
    Bile rises in my throat. I swallow it down and take a long, deep breath. 
 
    ‘John?’ I say, glancing at the naked man sitting under my horny wife, still enjoying her hand on his stiff member. 
 
    ‘Hey man,’ he says, with an indifferent, I’m gonna fuck your wife with or without a condom shrug. ‘It’s up to you. I’ll never do anything that you’re uncomfortable with, you know that.’ 
 
    Dani looks at me with that innocent face, begging me with her eyes. It’s a face I can never refuse. She knows that. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say, my voice soft as a whisper. ‘Okay.’ 
 
    Dani beams with delight. 
 
    ‘I love you so much, baby,’ she says. 
 
    ‘I love you too.’ 
 
    She turns back to John and eases her hips forward without hesitation. 
 
    The weight in my stomach doubles in size. It crushes my internal organs to a pulp. My wife lifts her body just enough to slide his manhood into place. Then she sinks back down and her expression changes. Her mouth opens in a wide O of wordless delight. Her eyes bulge. Her breath catches in her throat. She sits down on his lap, grinding into him, her greedy womanhood devouring his hard, thick shaft, receiving inch after inch in one long, slow descent. John’s bare cock enters my wife, the two lovers exhaling together in passionate wonder, while I sit to the side, fully dressed, heart in my throat, stomach heavy as lead. 
 
    They gaze at each other as his full length enters her. I am in the same room, but I am not a part of this moment. Wherever it is that they’ve gone, I am not welcome. They are on another plane of existence, some other dimension, only visible to me through a portal. I could burst into flames right here and neither of them would notice. 
 
    ‘Oh, God, John...’ My wife’s passionate, breathy voice is like a needle to my ears. In all our years together, she has never sounded this way with me. It sounds like she’s overwhelmed with joy, as though his bare manhood has filled some aching need deep inside her, reaching some forbidden place I have never managed to touch. 
 
    ‘You feel so good,’ John says, running his hands across my wife’s naked body, tracing the curve of her back and shoulders and hips and ass. He pulls Dani in closer, feeling every part of her at once, his thick manhood pushing deep inside her. She gasps, closing her eyes and staying still for a long moment, allowing her sex to get used to him. I know the feeling he’s experiencing right now. Not so long ago, I was the only man who knew what it was like to have Dani’s tight sex grip my bare cock and gently squeeze and caress it with her muscles. 
 
    A thought slowly occurs to me, lighting up my mind like a summer dawn. My wife is not the kind of woman to make rash, impulsive decisions. Just getting her to the stage where she would even consider sleeping with another man took a long, long time. Hell, she won’t buy groceries if they’re not on the shopping list she wrote out beforehand, sale or no sale. So why did she suddenly ask permission to let John go bareback? 
 
    Unless… unless maybe she’s been thinking about this for a while. For how long, I have no idea. Letting him go bareback is almost as big a decision as having sex with him in the first place. She must have been wanting to feel it for a while. Maybe months now. But she never said anything. She quietly weighed up the options, the pros and cons, and finally decided to ask my permission tonight. She must have been so desperate to feel his bare cock inside her. 
 
    But that doesn’t make it any easier to watch. 
 
    John and Dani kiss now. Slowly and passionately. Two naked lovers, bodies entwined, him inside her, their lips meeting in a warm, soft embrace. The sound of the lips smacking together is as loud as gunshots to my ears. Again, I ask myself the question of why I ever wanted to share my beautiful wife. Why I wasn’t satisfied with what we had. Why I’m so goddamn turned on watching them together. 
 
    My erection tents my pants so much it almost hurts. Part of me wants to jerk off while I watch, but I know I won’t last long. Besides, the worst thing in the world is watching her fuck another man when you’re no longer excited to see it. 
 
    Dani starts to ride her lover now. Her hips roll forward and back in slow, circular movements, driving the tip of his impressive manhood into every part of her vagina, delving deeper than I have ever been, hitting spots no man has touched before. Her face is a picture of bliss – genuine, wonderful, overwhelming happiness. Her back arches and her mouth opens and her eyes are glazed and breathing is soft and passionate. His hands caress her ass and he gently pushes upwards to meet her slow circular movements and he groans with the pleasure of my being inside my wife. 
 
    While I, the husband, the chump, the cuckold, sit quietly to the side, watching them together. I hear that chorus again my head, the sound of teenage girls laughing and chanting, Bryce is a cuck! Bryce is a cuck! 
 
    But as I watch them together, something strange happens. I stop feeling that heavy, leaden weight in my gut. I stop experiencing that agonizing, tormenting heartache. I stop doubting myself and kicking myself and driving myself mad with nagging worries. My wife and John begin to make slow, passionate love and I start to relax, enjoying my front row seat to the most intimate, erotic show on earth. 
 
    I accept my place as a cuckolded husband and all my discomfort and fear and tension vanishes.  
 
    Dani moans softly and leans back, intertwining her fingers through John’s. She grinds down into him and keeps rolling her hips in that gentle circular motion. I know what he must be feeling right now. I know my wife’s moves so well. They gaze into each other’s eyes and move as one. 
 
    Whenever I’ve asked Dani what makes John such a good lover, she describes his technique as ‘flowing’. He moves with her, rolling at the same speed and the same pace. Other guys – myself included – lack the patience and stamina to move like this. We’re too influenced by the hard, rough, aggressive sex we see in porn. Women don’t enjoy that. They want to feel valued and admired and adored – and then they want the hard, rough, aggressive sex. 
 
    I watch them in action together, flowing as one. John pushes up to meet her rolling hips, driving himself deeper inside her, making her gasp and groan more and more with every careful thrust. With me, Dani is usually restrained and shy and timid, scarcely raising her voice even when she comes. With John, she is a sultry firebrand, a wanton porn star who bares all and screams with passion. The difference between my abilities and his is painfully obvious. 
 
    Dani’s passionate groans steadily get deeper, louder, more intense. She starts off low and slow, gradually building with every roll of her hips and every firm thrust of his manhood. Her movements gradually quicken in pace, her body rolling faster and faster, breasts bouncing, hard nipples jerking in the air. John caresses her in a loving, tender way, first giving her bouncing breasts a firm squeeze, before slipping his hands down and around to her perfect round ass. He uses his strong hands to assist her movements, exaggerating the roll of her hips, pulling her down into his lap harder and harder with each thrust. I can tell by the look on his face that he’s loving this – not just taking her bareback, or the feel of her body, or the way she makes love to him, but the entire experience. She’s giving herself to, completely and utterly, in a way she never has before, even with me. 
 
    Her moans get faster and louder. Their movements begin to quicken. I watch, transfixed, wishing I was him, wishing I was that good, wishing we could go back in time and never take that first step together. I should never have shared her. I should never have opened that door. 
 
    But – goddammit – they look so good together. 
 
    Before long, my wife’s gentle circular motions have morphed into harder, jerkier back-and-forth movements, grinding down in his lap with aggressive urgency. He pushes up into her harder now, making her bounce on his cock, each little thrust forcing little gasps out of her mouth. Dani’s face is flushed bright with exertion and energy, her lips parted, high, thin cries of, Oh-oh-oh! the only sound she is capable of making right now. John watches her with bright, keen eyes, studying her expression, watching my wife slowly build to orgasm while he fucks her. He loves it. He loves fucking her, bringing her to orgasm, taking her to a place she’s never been with me. I see the lustful smile on his face. The sparkle in his eyes. The color in his cheeks. I wonder if my wife is the best he’s ever had. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come!’ Dani’s sudden exclamation startles me. But John seems unsurprised. In fact, he can probably read her body language better than I can. We’ve been together for fifteen years, but he seems to understand her little ticks and nuances in a way I never could. 
 
    John wraps his arms around her waist. He pulls her close to him. She grabs the back of the couch to steady herself, allowing him to grab and manipulate her supple body. He pumps her now, hard and fast and deep. Every dull wet smack of their bodies colliding hits me like a fist to the gut, but I hold strong. I can’t look away. I can’t blink. I can’t miss a single second of my wife’s incredible pleasure. This is the part that I love and hate the most – when he makes her feel something she’s never felt with me. Her back arches. Her eyes half-close. Her moans roll into one continuous cry of delight. John pumps her with incredible speed and power and ferocity now, the dull wet smacking sounds morphing into an accelerated bass beat, the steady music of their lovemaking. 
 
    My wife’s climax is sudden and powerful and explosive. It seems to expand out from inside her, like a burst of flame, sucking up all the air in the room, engulfing all three of us at once. I am only a witness, but even I feel her pleasure deep down in my gut. It feels like a warm drop of liquor on a cold day, with a deep, acidic aftertaste that burns the throat. John keeps fucking her, his entire body clenched and rocking with the effort of driving himself deep, deep, deep inside her, over and over and over, with the kind of intensity I’ve only ever seen in cage fighters. 
 
    Dani screams and gasps and rocks and shudders and clenches and convulses and cries out his name, begging him for more, telling him not to stop, never to stop, to keep fucking her… 
 
    It’s the most awful, beautiful, soul-destroying, erotic sight of my life. 
 
    As Dani’s climax subsides, John releases his strong grip around her body and his hands come to a rest on her hips. She leans back now, rocking her hips forward and back in fast, jerky movements, her face creased with pleasure, concentration, and the intensity of the sensation. She moans over and over, the sounds of her pleasure much deeper and more primal than any she has ever made with me. John is making her feel things I never have – and it probably feels better than ever, now that he’s doing it all bareback. 
 
    This is another of those key differences between his prowess and mine. When I make her come, Dani begs me to finish soon after. She tells me that it’s too much, it’s too intense, she can’t handle any more. When John makes her come, she needs more. It probably feels even more intense than it does with me, but she’ll push through it for him. He makes her want more. She wants to give him more. He’s capable of giving her multiple orgasms and she is desperate to have that experience. She’s never had multiples with me. I’m not man enough to provide that for her. 
 
    My wife climaxes again, mere minutes after the first orgasm, while still grinding into his lap, riding him hard and fast. This climax is even bigger than the first. It knocks all the air out of her lungs. The entire room gets ten degrees hotter. I realize that I’ve been holding my breath and exhale slowly. 
 
    Beads of sweat gather on my wife’s brow from the effort and intensity and passion of their lovemaking. The only time I ever made her sweat during sex was during our honeymoon, when the room’s air conditioning crapped out part way through our stay. But here she is sweating because her lover is so much better than me. She isn’t ashamed or embarrassed about it, like she would be with me. This is more like an intense workout for her. 
 
    Dani gasps for air and taps John frantically on the chest – her signal that she can’t go any longer. He’s fucking my wife so good that she can’t even speak. He grins, but doesn’t stop, enjoying her blissful torment, loving what he’s doing to her. She slaps him harder on the chest, shaking her head, still unable to speak, barely breathing with pleasure. He thrusts up one final time, pushing himself so deep inside her that he almost lifts off the couch, and then he relaxes. Dani slumps forward into him, almost collapsing in a heap of exhaustion, still sitting on his lap. I can hear her strained, desperate panting. I can see streaks of sweat tricking down her naked back. Her body trembles and shakes in his arms. He cradles her like a baby now, comforting her in his arms, nuzzling her neck, still with his length buried inside her. 
 
    ‘You okay?’ he says, in a soft, gentle, soothing tone. 
 
    She nods, her head bobbing a little, face buried in his shoulder. 
 
    ‘You want to stop?’ he says. ‘We can take a break, keep going later if you want.’ 
 
    She shakes her head. She leans back now, groaning at the feel of him inside her. 
 
    ‘No,’ she says, her voice weak. ‘I want to keep going… but I can’t be on top. It’s too much.’ 
 
    ‘Too much?’ he says, now sounding playful. 
 
    ‘You’re too big,’ she says, an exhausted laugh escaping her lips. Both the tinkling chimes of her laughter and her words skewer my gut. Her voice sounds completely alien to me – the voice of an exhausted, satisfied, eager, willing lover. She’s never begged me to keep going, despite having come so hard already. 
 
    John wraps his arms around her waist again and turns his body – his cock still inside her – and lays her down on the couch, placing her head on my leg, using me as a cushion. I look down into my wife’s flushed, excited face, into her sparkling, beautiful eyes, and feel my heart burst with jealousy. Why has she never looked like this with me? Why do I enjoy seeing it on her, even if I’m not the one doing it? Why don’t I step in and shut this down? 
 
    She reaches up and places her hand on the back of my neck. Her skin is warm and damp with sweat. John lifts her legs up, holding her by the ankles, and begins to make love to my wife. She looks up into my eyes the whole time, her face a picture of satisfied lust and erotic bliss. She squeezes her breasts with her free hand, pinching her hard nipples in that way I know she loves. I reach out and squeeze her breasts, too. She gasps and smiles at me, her body rocking back and forth on the couch with John’s every long, hard, deep stroke. I can hear how wet she is, and the sound of his thick manhood piercing her slick sex over and over is the most bittersweet music I’ve ever heard. 
 
    I squeeze my wife’s breasts and tease her hard nipples, looking down into her eyes, watching her expression change from open-mouthed delight to intense excitement as John’s pace builds and their lovemaking becomes steadily faster and harder. His grunts and groans get louder and more animalistic with every passing second and I know that John is nearing the point of no return. 
 
    Dani, the love of my life, the mother of my child, looks into my eyes and manages to gasp out the words, ‘He’s gonna come in me!’ 
 
    I nod. My stomach twists once more – the most painful, gut-wrenching agonizing feeling yet. This is it. The moment I’ve been dreading. The moment he becomes as much a lover to my wife as I am. Dani takes her hand from my neck and holds it up to me. I take her hand in mine. Our fingers intertwine. I kiss the back of her hand. 
 
    ‘I love you,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Love you too.’ 
 
    John’s breathing deepens. His body stiffens, muscles clenching as he nears the edge. Dani’s eyes almost roll into the back of her head as he thrusts and pumps into her, driving his thick manhood so deep inside her that it must be touching her womb. Her mouth hangs open, rose-red lips parted as she gasps, spit and drool still coating her chin. I can smell his cock on her breath. Her grip tightens around my fingers as he drives himself closer and closer to the edge of climax, using my wife’s willing, wanton body to make himself come. 
 
    Then he pushes himself inside her one final time, driving his thick member deep into her willing womanhood, and groans, ‘Oh, God, Dani…’ 
 
    My wife’s eyes open wide, partly in shock, partly in delight. She gasps, her eyes flicking between my face and that of her lover. 
 
    ‘He’s coming in me,’ she says, her tone akin to a child seeing snowflakes in July. ‘Oh, my God, baby, he’s coming inside me!’ 
 
    She grips my hand tightly and tosses her head back and moans long and deep and loud, a sound of utter, primal satisfaction. She is being satisfied in a way I could never provide – not just fucked by a better man, but claimed and filled and seeded, too. Her body writhes in pleasure as he fills her, pumping her a few more times just to be sure, driving his seed so goddamn deep inside her that I’ll never be able to match it. 
 
    They moan together one final time and John leans back, easing himself out of her dripping sex with a wet sound of disconnection. 
 
    ‘Holy shit,’ John says. ‘That felt so good.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Dani says, sounding almost dreamlike. ‘I loved it.’ She looks up at me. ‘Did you like it too, baby?’ 
 
    The truth is almost as devastating as watching them together has been. Despite all my stomach-churning worries and all the doubts and insecurities and the feeling of writhing snakes in my belly and all the pain I experienced in the build-up to this moment, I loved every single second of their lovemaking. I’m pitching a tent in my pants right now, the biggest, hardest, thickest erection of my entire life. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. I bend down and kiss her on the forehead, tasting the salty tang of sweat from her brow. 
 
    ‘I’m all full up,’ she says, sounding delighted and stunned. ‘He came inside me so much.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been saving up,’ John says, his voice a little smug to my ears. ‘All week.’ 
 
    ‘It feels so good.’ Dani gives my hand another reassuring squeeze. ‘Now it’s your turn, baby.’ 
 
    ‘My turn?’ I say, a little confused. 
 
    ‘I need your come, too. I want to feel both my boys inside at the same time.’ 
 
    I open my mouth to respond but nothing comes out. Dani lets go of my hand and sits up a little. 
 
    ‘Pants off,’ she says. ‘Now.’ 
 
    My hands move with lightning speed. I fumble with my zipper for a few seconds, then give up and yank my pants and shorts down to my ankles. My cock – less thick, less large, and less impressive than John’s – springs up immediately, pointing to the ceiling as though crying out to God Almighty for release. The skin at the head of my manhood slowly peels back, revealing a deep red tip glistening with salty dew. 
 
    Dani sits up and climbs into my lap, facing me, just like she did with John a few minutes ago. She wraps her arms around my neck and sinks down onto me. We both gasp as one. 
 
    It feels completely and utterly new. Usually when Dani and I make love after she’s been with John, her body feels different. Her womanhood flowers open more. She feels hotter and wetter and looser. I love the feeling of being the second man, as much as I loathe the psychological torment of that knowledge. 
 
    But this time feels even better. She feels even hotter, even wetter, even looser than usual. I can feel the slick heat of his spend coating the inside of her sex. I can feel his come on my cock, trickling down my wife’s vagina walls. The sensation is every bit as exhilarating as it is emasculating. 
 
    ‘Can you feel that?’ Dani says, whispering in my ear, her face touching mine. ‘Can you feel him inside me?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    She slowly rocks back and forth now, gentle little movements of her hips, grinding herself down into my lap. Her body moves in a different way now. With John, she was aggressive, animalistic, hungry to please and eager to be fucked. Now, with me, she is more passionate, slower, and more considerate. She wants to enjoy this moment. She wants us both to savor this feeling. She sways her hips in little circular motions, pushing herself down onto me. I groan. I can feel his sticky come mingling with her slick juices, a heady cocktail of passion that trickles down my shaft and balls. 
 
    ‘I love you,’ she says, her sex giving me a firm squeeze. 
 
    ‘I love you too,’ I say. 
 
    ‘No,’ she says, rocking back and forth a little quicker and giving my shaft another delicious squeeze with her vagina muscles, ‘I mean it. I love you. Heart and soul. I’d love you even if we didn’t have our naughty nights with John. No matter how good he is, you know nobody else can make me feel the way you do, right?’ 
 
    I grit my teeth, trying desperately to hold it together. It feels so good. Better than ever. And her words are so beautiful and touching. 
 
    ‘I love you,’ she says again. 
 
    ‘I love you too.’ 
 
    ‘Now come for me.’ 
 
    She rocks and grinds in my lap now, back and forth, faster and faster. My manhood shifts inside her, brushing one inner wall, then another, I can feel the space inside her, the cavernous difference between my size and his. How good it must feel for her to be stretched out like this. I glance down and see his pearly spend clinging to my own member. The sight is both emasculating and erotic at once. 
 
    Dani leans back, still with her arms around my neck, and looks me in the eyes. I see excitement and love and lust and desire and yearning need in her face. She wants – no, she needs – my come. With John, his come was a sign of a good job, that she had pleased him. With me, she craves my release. She needs to know that I still love her, that I’m happy with this arrangement. This isn’t just me reclaiming her, this is us reaffirming our commitment as a married couple. This is Dani and I renewing our vows, right here on John’s couch, with his come flooding her pussy and dribbling down over both of us. This isn’t just sex. This is love. 
 
    ‘Come for me!’ she says again, her voice desperate, passionate, breathless. ‘Come for me, baby!’ 
 
    The yearning in her voice and the feel of her loosened, red-hot, pussy and the sensation of hot come clinging to my bare shaft all combine in a crazy cocktail that sends me over the edge. I hear that laughter in my mind again, the sound of teenage girls chanting in unison, Sloppy seconds, sloppy seconds! I wrap my arms around my wife’s body and kiss her fiercely, tasting him on her tongue as I erupt inside her. 
 
    We gasp as one, still kissing like crazed teenagers, still holding each other tight. Her gasp becomes a moan as I push myself upwards, trying to force myself inside her like he did just a few short minutes ago, and I unleash the full force of my orgasm. My balls, chest, stomach, and legs all tighten as one, contracting and tensing and clenching like a closed fist. Then I expand at once and my scaling hot load squirts into her tightening tunnel. 
 
    Dani moans into my open mouth. I moan into hers. I feel her red-hot, well-fucked pussy clench and grip and tighten around my shaft. She grinds down into my lap, driving me deeper inside her – not as deep as him, but as deep as I can reach – and groans as I fill her. She leans back as far as she can go without letting go of my neck or toppling backward, moaning my name up to the heavens and squeezing my pulsing manhood with her tightening sex. She moans for me, showing me how much she loves it, loves my cock, loves my body, loves our marriage. Her eyelids flutter. Her lips part. Her fingers grip my neck tighter. 
 
    I might not be able to send her to the same place as John, but wherever it is that she goes when we’re together is still pretty damned good. 
 
    ‘Oh, God, I love that,’ she says, giving my manhood another tight, firm squeeze, milking me for every drop. ‘I feel so full…’ 
 
    Two men. Two loads. My wife’s eyes swivel in her head, as though she’s drunk. I guess that, in a way, she is. Cock-drunk. I hold her tight, feeling the last few pulses of my balls steadily fade away, my seed flooding her already-used and well-coated womb. Even though we’re not in any danger of conceiving, the thrill of the risk is intense and exhilarating. Dani groans – a deep, guttural, primal sound of satisfaction – and kisses me again, stroking my tongue with hers, making me sample her spit and saliva and the salty aftertaste of John’s come. Knowing that a better man has seeded two of her holes – while I watched like a good cuckold – and I’m getting the leftovers is the single most emasculating, humiliating part of this long, drawn-out, harrowing day. But the thought also makes my empty balls throb painfully, too. 
 
    ‘How was that?’ Dani says, almost panting, looking at me with a face filled with love and happiness and pleasure. 
 
    ‘Perfect,’ I say. And it’s true. 
 
    She grins and kisses me on the cheek. She lifts up and my limp manhood slips out, along with a thick, sticky mixture of her come, my come, and John’s. It pools in my lap, trickling down my thighs and my balls. 
 
    ‘I hope you boys aren’t finished already,’ she says, looking from me to John with a wicked, excited smile. ‘Because we’ve got all night.’ 
 
    John chuckles next to me, one hand slowly massaging his deflated member, gently willing himself back to life. How he does that, I’ll never know. I’ve just blown my load and already I feel like curling up for the night. 
 
    ‘Baby,’ Dani says to me, ‘I left my drink in the kitchen. Would you be a sweetie and go grab it for me?’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ I stand up, feeling my thighs shudder as strength suddenly floods my lower half, and walk back through John’s house, pulling my pants up as I go. My boxer shorts immediately stick to my groin and genitals. I’ll shower when we get home. 
 
    Her glass of wine is still on the kitchen counter, exactly where she left it earlier after John ate her pussy. I grab it, noting the lipstick around the rim. The lipstick she put on just for him. The lipstick that now circles his manhood. 
 
    Yeah, it hurts. But at the same time, it turns me on. I love that my wife embraces this new, sexually adventurous side of herself. I love that she gets turned on my pleasing him. I love that he enjoys her pleasure, too. Do I regret opening up our marriage? Yes. And no. It’s a hard question to answer. Ask me in the build-up to meeting John and I’ll say, ‘Yes, it was the worst decision of my life.’ Ask me now and I’ll say, ‘No, I love to watch them together and be with her after he’s finished.’ The gut-wrenching agonies I experience before we arrive all melt away into erotic ecstasy once the night begins, like they did tonight. Like they always do. The thrill of sharing your wife with another man is every bit as painful as it is exciting. 
 
    Dani’s soft, delighted giggles interrupt my thoughts. She says something in a low, excited voice that I can’t hear from the kitchen. My heart skips a beat. What am I doing, standing around here, missing the show? I turn and stumble back through the house, clutching the wine glass with trembling fingers. As I cross the hallway, passing Dani’s coat on the rack, I hear her soft giggles turn into excited groans. 
 
    When I enter the den, my wife is on all four on his couch, facing me, her arms folded on the arm rest, ass in the air. John is behind her, stroking her slick lips, a grin on his face. Dani groans and gasps and giggles at his touch. 
 
    ‘Thank you, baby,’ she says, taking the glasses from me. ‘I think John’s ready to go again.’ Her eyes flash. She takes the glass and raises it to me. ‘Here’s to us!’ She takes a sip and holds it out to me again. 
 
    I reach out and take the glass, but she grabs my hand and holds me tight. She gasps as John moves on the couch, getting into position behind her. Her hand squeezes mine and her eyes flash. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck,’ she says. ‘I think – wow! – baby, I think he wants my ass this time!’ 
 
    The snakes spring alive in my gut again. That familiar, agonizing pain rattles my bones. A voice in my head screams, You’ve already come inside my wife! Now you want her ass, too? My balls clench. My toes curl. 
 
    Dani gives my hand a reassuring squeeze. She raises an eyebrow, asking me without words if I am okay. If I want him to stop. If I want to call it quits. John gets in position behind her, waiting for his cue. 
 
    I nod. Dani grins and mouths, I love you. Then she turns her head to look back at the naked man kneeling behind her and says, ‘What are you waiting for?’ 
 
    John grins. He slaps my wife’s ass and eases forward. I look into my wife’s eyes and watch her expression change as a better man enters her asshole while she holds my hand. 
 
    I watch the love of my life, the mother of my child, the woman I swore to love forever, give herself to another man with my blessing. 
 
    This was supposed to by my fantasy. How the hell did it end up this way? 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 OceanofPDF.com





 
 
      
 
    Hotwife Stories: 
 
    Have Fun 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 OceanofPDF.com





He notices my anklet first. I see – or rather, feel – him in my peripheral vision, along the bar from me, to my right. I see his head tilt as he looks me up and down. I pretend not to feel his gaze sweep my body, not to notice as he pauses once he reaches my feet. I point my foot, casually, coolly, as if by accident, making sure the little metal chain around my ankle catches the light, making sure that he gets a good look at it. I place my hand clearly on the counter, so my wedding ring is good and visible. No way he can’t see it. Between my wedding ring, and my anklet, he’s probably getting a good picture of me. I play it cool, acting as if I am unaware that he’s watching me. As if I don’t know he’s there. I deliberately keep my face turned away from him, ignorant to his presence. I glance at the chrome-backed bar in front of me, checking him out in the reflection. His body language slowly changes, from passive observer, to interested admirer. He stands a little more upright and looks me over again, slower this time, and I know that I’ve got his undivided attention. I don’t know who he is, or what he does. All I know for sure is that he’s looking at me… and he wants to fuck me. 
 
    Maybe I’ll let him. 
 
    The bar is pretty full tonight. It’s a Friday, a little after nine PM. The dancefloor is starting to fill up as the DJ gets into his groove. Music pounds through the speakers, making it almost impossible to talk to anyone else. The bar is a wide circular space in the centre of the room. To the right is the seating area. To the left is the dancefloor, a wide, open space with wooden panelling on the floor that’s easy to clean and impossible to damage. The tables and booths to my right are filled with Friday night revellers of all kinds. Single women sharing a cocktail pitcher, taking selfies on their phones and pouting for the camera. Guys in office attire, celebrating the end of another tough week. Groups of young women enjoying a bachelorette party, complete with matching shirts and sashes. A party of jock-looking frat boys, on the prowl for pussy and booze. The bar is just beginning to spring into life. It’s the perfect place for men and women to let their hair down and have fun. The perfect place to let loose. The perfect place to let a stranger admire you from across the bar. 
 
    I glance over at him now, pretending that I don’t notice him. Our eyes meet. He is a good-looking man, but not in the tall, dark and handsome sense. He is the kind of man who exudes power and authority. He is well-dressed and well-groomed, with neatly cropped dark blond hair and the barest hint of a five o’clock shadow on his strong, masculine jaw. His strong hands are placed on the bar, a twenty-dollar bill pinched between two fingers. He looks like the kind of man who knows what he wants and how to get it. Right now, it looks like he’s got his eyes on eyes on a prize… me. 
 
    I’m wearing a pretty sexy little outfit tonight. The kind of outfit that attracts the attention of men like him. It’s a deep blue backless dress with a generous slit traveling down my cleavage, with a short enough length to expose my thighs without appearing too slutty or desperate. My husband approved of my choice before I left the house. He said I looked beautiful and told me to have fun. 
 
    Oh, I will, baby. I will have lots of fun tonight. 
 
    My admirer’s face is partly veiled in shadow because of the bar’s atmospheric lighting, but I can clearly seem the wicked gleam in his eyes. I wonder what he’s thinking about right now. I wonder what naughty thoughts are running through his head to make his eyes gleam like that. Maybe he’s wondering if I’m wearing any underwear. Maybe he’s second-guessing the meaning of my anklet. Maybe he’s wondering if I’m going to put up a fight and resist him. 
 
    He smiles. It is not a shy, friendly smile. It is not even a flirtatious smile. It is the smile of a hunter who knows that his prey is about to step into a meticulously crafted trap. I return his smile, unable to resist that look in his eyes. It makes me feel warm all over, like slipping into a hot bath. There is nothing in this world as erotic as being admired by a stranger who clearly wants to take you to bed. Especially when both you and he know that you’re married and his desires are immoral. 
 
    His eyes slide down my body again, while I watch his face. Not ogling me, or making me feel uncomfortable. Appreciating me. Admiring me. Enjoying me. He smiles in a knowing way – he likes what he sees. He isn’t afraid to let me know it. Confident. Arrogant. A little cocky. I hope he can deliver, because right now he’s making me feel warm and tingly in the best way possible. 
 
    I’d say his chances of fucking me are pretty good tonight. 
 
    The bartender appears in front of me, breaking the spell and bringing me back to earth. It’s like being pulled out of a hypnotist’s trance. The music seems louder. The muffled shouts of broken conversation seem more noticeable. The lights seem dimmer. I glance at the shiny surface over the bartender’s shoulder. My admirer is still watching me in rapt attention. Maybe I should give him something to enjoy? 
 
    I lean over to bar to the bartender, bending over far more than necessary. In the reflection, my admirer takes the bait. His eyes sweep over the curve of my ass, enjoying the view I provide him while I place my drink order. I even lift one leg a little, bent at the knee, to make sure I look as cute and innocent and devilishly seductive as possible. This ain’t my first rodeo. 
 
    The bartender busies himself making my order. I stand upright again and lean on the bar, turning my body toward my admirer. I want him to see me a little more clearly, to see my figure from a different angle. My wide hips. My full breasts. My curvy figure. He still hasn’t taken his eyes off me. That cruel, knowing smile is still on his face. I look at him again, playing it cool, trying not to appear as excited as I feel on the inside. The game is seduction is fifty percent confidence and fifty percent staying calm and not appearing too eager. We’ve made eye contact. We’ve established that he’s definitely interested in me. Now I need to respond to that. 
 
    My drinks arrive. Two tall glasses filled to the brim with a pale green liquid, one straw in each. I pay the bartender. As he puts my money in the register, I lean over one of the glasses and open my mouth. I glance at my admirer just long enough to establish that he’s still watching, and I caress the straw with my tongue for a brief second, before I suck a little liquid into my mouth. I glance at him again. He’s still watching, his smile a little wider. He got the message. 
 
    I pick up my drinks and walk away from the bar, off to the right, back to my friends on their table. I walk pretty close to my admirer, but I don’t look at him. I allow the hint of a smile to pluck at the corners of my lips. I feel his eyes on me as I walk past him and head back to my table, a little booth against the wall. 
 
    My girlfriends are almost exactly where I left them, still engaging in animated conversation, leaning over the table and talking loud enough to be heard over the noise. Emily is in the middle of a story, holding up both her hands quite close together in a gesture of size. I can guess what she’s talking about. Sara and Mel listen in rapt attention. 
 
    I slip back into my seat next to Sara and hold out her glass. Sara nods in thanks and takes it. We touch glasses together and take a deep mouthful of cocktail. It tastes wonderful – rich and fresh and strong. Just the way I like it. 
 
    ‘…but the worst part,’ Emily says, wrapping up her story, ‘was that he couldn’t even last long enough for me to enjoy it!’ 
 
    Sara and Mel wince in sympathy. 
 
    ‘What’s the fucking point in being divorced if guys can’t even fuck you properly?’ Emily says. ‘I thought young guys were supposed to be all into porn and sex and fucking these days, but the one college boy I take home can’t even last long enough for me to take my shoes off!’ 
 
    Sarah and Mel laugh. I chuckle to myself. Not because her story was that amusing, but because I know exactly what the problem was. I can picture it now. A horny divorce. A young, inexperienced man. The rush, the thrill, the adrenaline. The bumping and grinding and grabbing and pawing. The nervous tension and the erotic passion. I bet they rushed it. I bet Emily tore his clothes off and mounted him. I bet he felt nervous and over-eager and came far, far sooner than he usually does. I bet he felt so embarrassed that he gathered up his clothes and called a cab right after. 
 
    If it was me, I’d have done things differently. I would have taken it slow, resisted the temptation to jump ahead too far. I would have made him feel comfortable. I would have slowly undressed for him – put on some music, make a show of it – before slowly pleasuring him with my mouth. I know from personal experience that a man’s first orgasm is often over far too quickly. We’ve been programmed by porn to believe that sex is over when the man comes, but that isn’t the case. With a little time, a little effort, and a little relaxation, you can get him hard and ready again for round two. And round two is always my favorite part of the experience. 
 
    I lean back in my chair for a second, allowing myself to get comfortable in the spongy padding of the curved booth seat, crossing my legs under the table. My eyes dart up as I notice my admirer walking away from the bar with a beer in each hand. He notices me. I dangle my exposed foot out from under the table, making sure that my anklet is visible and he can get a better look. His eyes glance down as he walks past. I know he sees it. Clear as day. 
 
    Most people probably wouldn’t think twice about the little golden chain around my ankle. It appears to be a simple piece of jewellry, a little fashion statement. Only those in the know ever realize that the anklet is a lot more than that. It’s a message, a bright beacon, a symbol to every man who takes a look. Around my ankle is a simple gold chain, with a single charm hanging from it, visible and gleaming in the few lights that shine down from above. The chain is the female symbol, a circle with a plus sign beneath. If you didn’t know what it meant, you’d shrug it off as some kind of ‘girl power’ statement. But if you have an interest in a particular aspect of sexual freedom and married culture, that little charm carries a particular message. 
 
    I am married, but I like to play around. 
 
    My admirer smiles again, his suspicions confirmed. He walks past our table and disappears somewhere behind me. I feel the first nervous flutter of excitement in my belly, a hint of possibility, as soft and timid as a butterfly’s wings. There is an untold number of ways this night could play out… but I’m hoping I get to spend a little time with that man. I loved the way he looked at me earlier, the way he studied me, the way he smiled at me. He was hungry. He needed something that only I could provide. 
 
    I slowly drift back to reality, listening to my friends bitching and gossiping about work and husbands and sex. Since Sara got divorced a year back, she decided that we all needed to go out at least once a month and hit the clubs and bars, so this has become our little ritual. I don’t mind it. I enjoy getting all dolled up and feeling sexy. My husband encourages it. He loves it when other men admire me. He loves it when I let other men flirt with me. He especially loves it when I fuck other men and come home to him afterwards. 
 
    He loves it when I have fun. 
 
    ‘I bought some new lingerie the other day,’ Mel says, as I come out of my thoughts and return to the real world. None of them have noticed my little glances and smiles at the man who passed our table. None of them know the arrangement I have with my husband. 
 
    ‘Did Mark like it?’ Sara says. ‘You’re always talking about how he wants you to be sexier.’ 
 
    ‘He liked it,’ Mel says, ‘but…’ 
 
    ‘But?’ 
 
    ‘He was super tired and fell asleep before we could do anything.’ 
 
    We erupt into fits of laughter. Mel blushes, a pink tinge flooding her cheeks. 
 
    ‘I can’t believe it!’ Emily says. ‘He’s been asking you to do that for, what? Months?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Mel says. ‘Then his pathetic ass falls asleep before he can even take it off me. That’s the last time I do anything sexy for him.’ 
 
    ‘What have you done with the lingerie?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Put it in a drawer,’ Mel says. ‘Figure I might wear it around the house sometime, let the neighbors see me in it. Maybe answer the door to the delivery guy like that. Someone should enjoy it, right?’ 
 
    We laugh again. Emily slaps Mel on the arm, a you-bad-girl gesture. That sounds like a sexy idea. I’ll have to remember that and suggest it to Peter. I would love to do something like that – answer the door to a stranger while looking ravishingly sexy – but I would never do it without my husband’s approval and permission. Mel’s walking a dangerous line if she wants to do stuff like that behind his back. Personally, I think that cheating on your wife or husband behind their back and without their knowledge is morally wrong. Being given permission to cheat, however, is completely fine. 
 
    Some people might be shocked at the thought of me attracting other men, or making eyes at strangers across the bar. I’m sure my friends would be stunned if they had any idea what my husband were like together behind closed doors. I’d love to see their faces if they knew what the little gold chain around my ankle really symbolized, but I won’t ever tell them. My husband and I agreed to keep our affairs private. We don’t want our friends to judge us, or pester us with questions. 
 
    I consider myself a hotwife. Various people have different interpretations of the word, but for myself and Peter, it means that I have a free pass when it comes to other men – but only if I ask his permission first. If he doesn’t grant me permission, then I won’t go through with it, simple as that. We have a marriage built on mutual trust and love and understanding. He trusts me to always come back to him. I love that he lets me take additional lovers. Together we understand each other’s wants and needs. 
 
    We both know that most people probably wouldn’t be able to comprehend the kind of lifestyle we have together, so we chose to keep it a secret from everyone close to us. The only people who know about our kinky secrets are Peter, myself, and the men he allows me to experience. Our best friends have no idea. I’m not sure how they’d react, either. My girlfriends would probably find it a little funny, kind of exciting, but ultimately really weird. His friends would probably want to fuck me any chance they get, and we don’t want to cause any trouble close to home. No, we prefer to keep things strictly casual. I’ve met most of my lovers through various online chat forums and request boards. We like to vet each man together and make our decision as one unit. If either one of us feels uncomfortable, we won’t go through with it. Sometime, though, on nights very much like this, I’ll spot a handsome stranger across the bar and my mind will start to wander. I’ll imagine what it would be like if I went home with that handsome stranger. I’ll see if he responds to my subtle flirtations. Then I’ll ask my husband for permission. He rarely says no. 
 
    Peter is the most wonderful man on earth. He loves me with all his heart, and I love him with all mine. There is nobody on this world I’d rather share my life with. He’s kind, caring, sweet, thoughtful, funny… and he truly values my sexual pleasure over his own. Very few men would rather give oral sex than receive it, but Peter is one of those men. He gets off on my passion, my excitement, my erotic delight. Sharing my body with other men only seemed to increase his love for me. 
 
    Sometimes he sits back and watches me with my lover, a smile on his lips, hard cock ready and waiting for his turn. Sometimes he’ll prefer to join in, turning our session into a steamy ménage-a-trois until I’m exhausted and overwhelmed with passion. Sometimes he’s satisfied to hear all the juicy details when I return home and climb into our bed. No matter how he chooses to enjoy my experiences, every time we reconnect afterwards is like the first time all over again. His touch is new and exciting. His lips caress my skin like never before. And when he glides inside my still-warm, well-lubricated sex… it’s like nothing on earth. 
 
    Some people might think that Peter is a weak or pathetic man. Those people are dead wrong. He is the most confident, powerful, wonderful man I’ve ever known. How many other men could have so much in their wives? How many other men could know – with absolute certainty – that their wives will always come back to them afterward? How many other men would be satisfied to watch wives enjoy some of the best sex of her life with another man, comfortable in the knowledge that what you both share is so much more special and sacred? Peter is one of a kind. He is the strongest man alive. He is not a cuckold, either. Neither of us enjoy humiliation. My husband prefers to think of himself as enlightened. 
 
    Becoming a hotwife has totally changed our relationship. We’re so much stronger than we used to be. So much happier. So much deeper in love. A few years back, before we started on this path together, I felt like every day was the same. There was no excitement anymore, no spark, no sudden romance. Sure, there was love – a deep, unconditional tear-my-heart-out love – but the romance was dead. We didn’t need to seduce one another anymore. Those wonderful soft little kisses on the back of my neck didn’t make my body tingle the same way it used to. He didn’t get hard when my hand drifted across his thigh while we watched movies. It seemed that, after years of love and commitment, marriage had finally snuffed out the spark of our passion. 
 
    Our journey started slowly. We tried to spice up sex life with toys and outfits and lingerie at first. They were fun, but they didn’t fill the void. They didn’t replace what was missing. It wasn’t until we started watching porn together that we began to get a sense of what we wanted together. Peter discovered how much he loved to watch other people have sex. He learned how exciting it was for him when I fucked myself with a vibrator while watching some incredibly explicit porn film. He loved to watch me play with myself. I loved it, too. He slowly started to take on a different role in the bedroom, the role of a director, telling me what he wanted to see. I loved the thought of performing for him. I loved the look on his face when I slid the vibrator inside my hungry sex and told him how fucking big it felt. I guess it was only a matter of time before we started to explore other avenues. 
 
    Don’t mistake me for a slut. I don’t have sex with anyone and everyone. When I do take a lover, it’s just as much for my husband’s pleasure as it is mine. He must agree to it before anything happens. Our number rule is simple and straightforward – respect my husband. If a man can’t do that, he doesn’t get to sleep with me. We’ve turned down plenty of guys before who thought it was cool to try and mock and belittle Peter, or suggest that I was looking for another man because my husband wasn’t good enough to satisfy me. My husband is perfectly capable of satisfying me. We choose to expand our horizons beyond the common borders of traditional marriage. 
 
    ‘Hey, Jordan, you’re blushing,’ Sara says. 
 
    I blink and the bar comes into sudden focus. Emily, Sara, and Mel are all looking at me. 
 
    ‘Am I?’ I say, touching a hand to my cheeks. Shit, I am. Thinking about Peter and arrangement has made me feel a little warm. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Sara says. ‘What’s up?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, nothing,’ I say, trying to come up with an excuse. ‘Just thinking about Mel wearing something naughty for the pizza guy.’ 
 
    Mel laughs and says, ‘Maybe you should try it sometime!’ 
 
    ‘Maybe I will.’ 
 
    ‘I swear to God,’ Emily says, holding fort again, ‘Jordan and Peter are, like, the most innocent couple ever.’ 
 
    I smile to myself. If they only knew… 
 
    ‘You guys want to dance?’ Sara says. 
 
    I look over at the dance floor on the far side of the bar. It’s starting to fill up with revellers now, as the night wears on and the alcohol begins to take effect. I feel a pleasant warmth spreading throughout my body as I drink my beverage. I want to look around and see if my admirer is still close by, but I force myself to play it cool. Appearing desperate is the least attractive thing a woman can do. 
 
    We finish our drinks in one long swallow and set the empty glasses on the table. I gather my little clutch back and slip it over my shoulder. My dress swings and flows as we walk over to the little dancefloor, laughing and talking. We colonize a corner of the dancefloor in a rough diamond shape, and begin to sway and shake to the heavy bass beat. Emily runs her fingers through her hair and stretches her arms up over her head, her body rocking and shaking like a tree in the wind. She dances with a grace, elegance, and sexuality I can never seem to match. I let myself get swept up by the rhythm and the beat of the music, my hips swinging side to side. My ass probably looks really good right now. Shame my admirer isn’t here to see it. 
 
    Despite the fact that my husband has effectively given me a free pass to sleep with any man I want any time I like, I don’t often use it. To be honest, the idea that I have his permission is more exciting to me than actually using it. Sometimes I like to come home after a night like this and get into bed and whisper about the things I wanted to do, rather than anything I’ve actually done. As much as I’ve enjoyed the attentions and affections of the stranger at the bar, there’s a real chance that I probably won’t end up in his arms tonight. I’m not usually the kind of woman who throws herself at other men, despite the arrangement I have with my husband. I do respect my marriage and I respect Peter a hell of a lot as well. 
 
    We dance for a few songs. The dancefloor slowly fills as the night wears on and the alcohol kicks in. A young, college-aged couple a few feet away start passionately making out and running their hands over one another’s bodies. I get Sara’s attention and nod toward the couple. 
 
    ‘Jeez,’ Sara says, ‘get a fucking room!’ 
 
    I laugh and keep dancing. I remember dancing with boys in college and drinking too much. Those night never seemed to end well. The days after were even worse. 
 
    Sara signals to me that she needs to use the bathroom. I nod. We motion to Emily and Mel that we’ll be back shortly. They signal that they understand and close the outer corners of the diamond, dancing close together to keep the space. 
 
    I walk across the dancefloor, heading to the bathrooms at the back of the bar, glancing over my shoulder to make sure Sara is still close behind me. We thread our way through the closely-pressed mass of swaying bodies and swinging limbs, until we emerge on the other side. Sara moves closer and we walk side-by-side to the bathroom. There’s a partition wall along here, about head-height, to give people a little privacy while they wait for the bathrooms. The shadow falls over me now as we walk. 
 
    That’s when I see him. 
 
    My admirer. 
 
    He steps out of the bathroom, rubbing his hands together, a smile on his face. My heart almost skips a beat as we draw closer and I see him – really see him – for the first time. No dim lighting. No skewed glances. 
 
    He’s a little older than I initially thought. A touch of gray at his temples. Wrinkles at his eyes. He has a charming smile and a glint in his eyes. He is well-dressed. Expensive suit. The flash of a watch under a sleeve. Good, broad shoulders. 
 
    He turns and sees me. His smile widens a fraction and he stops moving, waiting for me to walk close. His eyes flick from myself, to Sara, who doesn’t notice anything. We pause outside the bathroom. Sara looks at me, a quizzical expression on her face. 
 
    ‘Coming?’ she says, not having to talk quite so loud now that we’re further away from the music. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘You go, I’ll wait here.’ 
 
    She shrugs and walks into the women’s bathroom. I step back and lean against the wall, arms folded under my breasts, playing it cool. 
 
    He seizes his opportunity and walks up to me. 
 
    ‘I like your anklet,’ he says. 
 
    I look up at home as if noticing him for the first time. 
 
    ‘What, this?’ I say, extending my leg and giving my foot a little shake. ‘Thank you. My husband got it for me.’ 
 
    ‘Did he, now.’ 
 
    He smiles as though I’ve confirmed something he suspected. I look into his eyes. They’re dark and dangerous, like two deep lagoons. I could drown in those eyes. I bring my foot back in, but I bend my knee, placing my foot on the wall. 
 
    He leans against the wall on one arm, his body language powerful and open and seductive. He’s a little taller than me, and my breasts are thrust out toward him. If he glanced down, he would probably get a wonderful view of the swell of my breasts and the valley between them. 
 
    But he doesn’t glance down. He keeps his eyes fixed on my face, his expression warm, friendly, inviting. I feel myself relaxing in his presence. 
 
    ‘Anything else your husband got for you?’ he says. 
 
    ‘This dress,’ I say, a cheeky smile dimpling my cheeks. 
 
    His eyes cast downward for a brief second, then swing back up to my face. 
 
    ‘He has taste,’ he says. ‘I’m jealous.’ 
 
    ‘Jealous?’ 
 
    ‘I would hate for you to go out alone wearing a dress like that. I’d hate to site at home and sulk and think about all those other guys watching you.’ 
 
    ‘Who says my husband is sulking?’ I say. ‘Maybe this is exactly what he likes.’ 
 
    ‘Then he’s a lucky man.’ 
 
    I feel a hint of warmth on my cheek. Thankfully, it’s just dark enough for him not to notice. I like the way he’s respecting my husband. I’ve been hit on my a few guys before in situations similar to this. Some of them sneer at the idea of my husband waiting at home for me. Others like to try and assert themselves as being the superior male. I love to tell those jackasses that the most superior man in my life is my husband. Their faces always look so dejected. I don’t have many rules when it comes to taking additional lovers, but I do ask that they respect my husband above all else. It’s gospel. I’m not sleeping with them because I want to hurt my husband. I do it because I respect his desires and fantasies and want us to enjoy them together. 
 
    ‘I want to buy you a drink,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Do you, now.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ He smiles at me. That same smile from before. Predator and prey. He wants me. He wants me so bad I can almost feel the heat of his body on my skin. I want him, too… but I love to play the game. ‘I’d like to get to know you a little more…’ 
 
    I turn my head a fraction, exposing my soft, delicate neck to him, like prey showing its underbelly. 
 
    ‘Maybe,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I’d like to know more about your anklet,’ he says. 
 
    ‘What about my anklet?’ I say, feigning innocence. 
 
    He leans in close and whispers in my ear, a hard, urgent, soft, sound. 
 
    ‘I’d love to send you home satisfied,’ he says. 
 
    A tremble of desire and arousal and erotic anticipation runs through me. I glance toward the bathroom. I can’t see Sara yet. 
 
    ‘I’d love to see you try,’ I say, returning his whisper. 
 
    ‘I don’t try,’ he says. ‘I succeed.’ 
 
    I feel another delicious, intoxicating tremble of lust. He’s coming across in just the right way. Dominant, but not pushy. Alpha, but not disrespectful. Seductive, but not forceful. 
 
    He lowers his lips to my neck, close enough to brush against my delicate, sensitive skin. The feel of his breath on my neck sends waves of electricity through my body. A crazy voice in the back my mind screams that I should grab him and fuck, right now. 
 
    I glance toward the bathroom. The ladies’ door opens as a young woman stumbles through, tottering in her heels. I glimpse Sara, washing her hands in the basin. We’re almost out of time. I pull away from him a fraction, away from his lips. 
 
    ‘I’d like that,’ I say. ‘But I’m here with my friends, and they don’t know about me, or this anklet. I want to keep it that way, okay?’ 
 
    He nods. 
 
    ‘I’ll wait,’ he says. 
 
    The bathroom door opens again and Sarah emerges. She sees me and smiles. Then she sees the broad, handsome man leaning over me and frowns. She steps over in long, purposeful strides and links her arm through mine, shooting my admirer a dark look. 
 
    ‘See you later,’ he says, amused by Sara’s territorial actions. 
 
    ‘Maybe,’ I say, returning his smile. 
 
    Sara turns me away from my admirer and we start walking back the way we came. 
 
    ‘Who was that guy?’ she says in an urgent voice. 
 
    ‘Just some guy,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I didn’t like the way he was looking at you,’ she says. ‘Like he wanted you. I mean, didn’t he see the ring on your finger?’ 
 
    I smile to myself. Yes, he did see the ring on my finger and that’s why he wanted me. Men like him see a woman’s wedding ring as a challenge, a trophy to be claimed in a game of sexual combat. Of course, the fact that my anklet openly invites men to make such a challenge is something she knows nothing about. 
 
    By the time we return to our place on dancefloor, our friends have made additional friends. Emily and Mel are now dancing with two young guys. They look like college seniors, probably football players, wearing the local college’s sport jackets. They’re both top-heavy, with broad shoulders and barrel chests, and ungainly as all hell on their feet. Not natural dancers, these guys. While Emily and Mel try to dance, the guys attempt to grind into their asses and run their hands over ever part of their bodies. Neither woman looks especially bothered by the male attention. Emily, in particular, is really playing into it, rocking her hips from side to side, shaking her ass like her life depends on it. 
 
    Sara and I take up position near enough to be part of the group, without getting too close to the newcomers. We dance together, rocking our bodies with the music, letting ourselves get caught up in the beat. I don’t know any of the songs, but it doesn’t matter. The only thing that matters is cutting loose and enjoying yourself. Dancing to music is like making love to your partner. You relax your body and go with the flow, feeling instinctively what feels good, what works for you, not caring a damn for what anyone else thinks of you. All that matters is the pleasure of your experience. 
 
    After a couple of songs pass, I feel hands on my waist. I look around, surprised, expecting to find my admirer, but it isn’t. It’s another college guy, another top-heavy football player. I see Sara’s frown, but decide to roll with it. What the hell. Maybe I’ll have a little fun. 
 
    I let him get close enough to grind his groin into my butt. His hands slowly reach around my waist, to my stomach. I try to get him to sway in time with me, to match the movements of my hips, but he’s stiff and awkward. Typical football player – only good at sprinting toward the other end of the field. I guess that’s another way dancing is similar to lovemaking – you can always tell if your partner is flexible enough. 
 
    His hands start to slide up now, getting dangerously close to my breasts. I grab his wrists and push his wandering hands back down to my waist. He misinterprets my actions and immediately goes for my ass. 
 
    I turn around to face him. He grins down at me, already halfway hammered, and leans down to kiss me. I turn my face and talk loud enough to be heard over the music. 
 
    ‘Hands above the waist,’ I say. ‘I’m married.’ 
 
    ‘Aw baby,’ he says, slurring, breath sinking of beer and pot, ‘I’mma make you forget all about that loser, huh?’ 
 
    ‘Fuck off.’ 
 
    I cast his hands aside and shove him in the chest. He’s too top-heavy and too drunk to recover fast enough. He careers backward and falls on his ass near a table full of women. They look down at him and laugh. He blushes, stands, and walks away. I can’t stand men who don’t respect my husband. 
 
    Sara looks at me, an expression of gratitude on her face. I glance over at the others. Mel is still dancing with her new friend, but she doesn’t look like she’s enjoying it as much as he is. Emily has moved from grinding her ass into his groin to making out with the guy next to her. I can already tell that she’s going to be disappointed by him. Guys like him are always disappointing. They think they’re the best thing since sliced bread, but they fuck the same way they play football – sprinting to the finish line as fast as possible. No skill. No finesse. Not even the courtesy of tasting you beforehand. They expect to lie back and have the women do all the work. They don’t understand the pleasure and fun of reciprocation. That’s fine for certain women, but I prefer a little give-and-take in my love life. I like to give and receive in equal measure. As much as I enjoy taking a lover into my mouth, I also love the feel of a new tongue on my sex. Guys like these are clueless when it comes to returning the favor. 
 
    I motion with my hand to Sara, the universal sign for drink? She shakes her head. I shrug and hold up two fingers. Back in two minutes. She nods. I walk past her and off the dancefloor, the little space by the DJ and the speakers that is now almost reaching capacity. I check my watch. It’s getting real late now. Most of the bars will have closed up for the night. Places like this are now the only establishments still open. 
 
    There’s a crowd at the bar, all jostling to be the next person to order their drink. My heart sinks a little. By the time I get served, my buzz will have faded away to nothing. 
 
    I glance around, looking for a thinner part of the crowd to try and enter, or to see if there’s another way to get a drink. Maybe if I pull my top down a little… no. I’m not that kind of a woman. 
 
    That’s when I see him. 
 
    My admirer. 
 
    Sitting in a booth by himself, with two drinks on the table. Watching me with a thin, satisfied smile. 
 
    I return his smile and raise an eyebrow. He gestures to the seat opposite him. I glance at the crowd of people at the bar, massed and seething like an invading army attempting to scale a castle’s walls, and decide to see this through. 
 
    ‘Glad you could join me,’ he says, as I slide into the booth, facing him. He pushes a drink toward me. It’s the same drink I ordered earlier, when he first made eyes at me. 
 
    ‘I’m impressed,’ I say, lifting the glass. It’s still chilled and freshly made. ‘I hope you haven’t been sitting here, waiting for me?’ 
 
    He shakes his head. 
 
    ‘No,’ he says. ‘My friends left about ten minutes ago. I figured I’d stay and see if I could snatch a few minutes alone with you.’ 
 
    ‘Only a few minutes?’ I say, smiling, challenging him. He returns my smile, catching the innuendo in my words. 
 
    ‘In here, at least,’ he says. ‘You said you didn’t want your friends to know about your… arrangement.’ 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘I’m hoping I’ll be lucky enough to take you home tonight,’ he says. 
 
    ‘So far, so good,’ I say, taking a sip of my drink. 
 
    ‘I’d really like to know more about you,’ he says. 
 
    ‘I’m Jordan,’ I say. ‘And my husband is Peter.’ 
 
    ‘Peter is a lucky man.’ 
 
    It’s a cheesy line, but his delivery is sincere. 
 
    ‘What about you?’ I say. I glance at his hands. I don’t see a ring or any jewellry. ‘Are you… involved?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he says, with a thin smile and a small shake of his head. ‘My name is Brandon. Used to be married, but not anymore.’ 
 
    ‘How come? If you mind me asking.’ 
 
    ‘She preferred vodka to staying married.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be,’ he says, ‘I’ve had more fun being divorced than I ever had being married. I’ve met some wonderful women and their husbands. People like yourself.’ 
 
    His eyes remain politely on my face, despite the generous curve of my cleavage that threatens to reveal more and more of my breasts. I like his self-control. Most guys would be staring at my body every chance they got. But not this guy. He’s patient. Maybe he knows that he’ll get to see it all later, if he plays his cards right. 
 
    In the background, the music suddenly changes tempo, booming harder and faster, kicking into high gear. 
 
    ‘Is this how you usually meet women?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Sometimes.’ He pauses to take a mouthful of his drink. ‘I mostly respond to postings online, couples looking for a third, that kind of thing. That’s how I learned about the anklets.’ 
 
    I smile. 
 
    ‘Your is very pretty,’ he says. ‘I like it. Subtle, and classy, and sexy.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘A gift from your husband, you said?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘A couple years back. He likes to show me off.’ 
 
    ‘I can see why.’ 
 
    For the first time, his eyes flick downward for a second, to my breasts, then back to my face. I don’t mind his eyes wandering over my body. From him, it feels more like a compliment. 
 
    ‘So,’ Brandon says, ‘how does this work?’ 
 
    ‘How does what work?’ 
 
    ‘I want to take you home tonight,’ he says. ‘And I’d like to spend a few hours getting to know you better.’ 
 
    ‘Would you, now.’ I raise an eyebrow, as though this thought had never crossed my mind. 
 
    ‘Do I need to ask your husband’s permission?’ he says. 
 
    ‘No,’ she says. ‘But he needs to agree to it.’ 
 
    I take my phone out of my bag and open the screen. I write a quick message and send it to my husband. Then I place the phone on the table. 
 
    ‘You realize,’ I say, ‘if he says no, this isn’t going to happen.’ 
 
    He nods. 
 
    ‘I really hope he says yes,’ I say. 
 
    Brandon smiles at me. 
 
    ‘Me too,’ he says. 
 
    I take a sip of my drink, studying his face carefully. He’s definitely a couple years older than me, but I can’t tell how many. More than five, less than ten. He dresses well and takes care of his appearance. 
 
    ‘What do you do for a living, Brandon?’ I say. 
 
    ‘I’m a lawyer,’ he says. ‘Nothing fancy. No criminal cases or divorces. Not as attractive as it sounds.’ 
 
    ‘Good money?’ 
 
    ‘I have no complaints.’ He smiles at me, like he knows something I don’t. ‘What about yourself?’ 
 
    ‘Not as interesting,’ I say. ‘I work for the bank. Good money, but dull work.’ 
 
    ‘It helps to have a fun hobby,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Yes, it does.’ 
 
    My phone buzzes on the table. The screen lights up with my husband’s reply. 
 
    ‘What does it say?’ Brandon asks. 
 
    ‘He’d like a picture of you,’ I say, reading the message. 
 
    ‘Sure.’ 
 
    I aim the camera at the handsome man opposite me. The phone flashes for a brief second, blinding like a nuclear explosion in the darkness of the half-light. He blinks away the spot on his retina as I send the picture to my husband and put the phone back on the table. 
 
    ‘Do you have any rules?’ he says. 
 
    ‘We use condoms,’ I say. ‘No exceptions.’ 
 
    He nods and says, ‘Agreed. Anything else? Any limits?’ 
 
    ‘If I say stop…’ 
 
    ‘You won’t.’ He grins at me again, that same smile from across the bar, the face of a hunter circling his prey. 
 
    ‘You seem very sure of yourself,’ I say. I like his confidence. It’s intoxicating. 
 
    ‘I’ve never left anyone unsatisfied,’ he says, his smile turning sly. 
 
    ‘There’s a first time for everything.’ 
 
    ‘Not tonight.’ 
 
    The music pounds away in the background, the bass notes thumping like gunshots. We’re talking louder than usual, just to be heard. 
 
    ‘Your husband is a very lucky man,’ he says. ‘I would never have the courage to share a woman as beautiful as you.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I say, more pleased by the way he walks about my husband than the cheesy compliment. ‘He’s a wonderful man. 
 
    ‘And you’re a lucky woman.’ 
 
    ‘I know.’ 
 
    My phone vibrates again. I snatch it up, faster than I meant to, more excited than I realized. 
 
    My husband’s reply is short and simple. 
 
    Have fun. 
 
    I smile at the phone. I wonder what he’s doing right now. I wonder if the thought of me going home with this other man is driving him wild with anticipation. 
 
    ‘What does he say?’ Brandon looks at me, trying not to appear desperate to know. 
 
    ‘He says yes,’ I say, my face filled with barely-contained excitement. 
 
    Brandon is quiet for a moment. He leans back in seat, a curious expression of satisfaction on his face, and takes a long, slow drink. He places the empty glass down on the table and surveys me with an appraising look, barely concealing a smile. 
 
    ‘I’m ready to leave when you are,’ he says. 
 
    I try not to grin, but I fail. 
 
    ‘I’d better tell my friends,’ I say. ‘Can you wait here?’ 
 
    He nods. He watches me slid out of the booth and stand up. I glance back at him as I walk to the dancefloor. I feel a delighted tingle run through me as I see that he’s still watching me. I make an effort to walk with a pronounced sway and swing of my hips, knowing that my ass looks fine in this outfit. 
 
    The dancefloor is teeming with people now, everyone packed into the space like sardines in a can. All I can see is a writhing mass of bodies and limbs. After a few seconds of standing on my toes and craning my neck, I see Sara and Mel, dancing together. 
 
    I push my way through the dancing crowd, turning and twisting and crab-walking until I reach my friends. 
 
    ‘Where’s Emily?’ I say, almost shouting in Sara’s ear to be heard over the thumping, booming music. 
 
    ‘She went to the bathroom,’ Sara says, ‘with that guy.’ 
 
    She makes a grimace, emphasising her distaste. I don’t know what Sara is disapproving the most – Emily’s choice of man, choice of venue, or the fact that she’s fucking so many other guys after years of faithful monogamy. I offer no comment. After all, I’m leaving here to have sex with a man who is most definitely not my husband. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna take off,’ I say. 
 
    Sara frowns at me. 
 
    ‘Why?’ she says, her voice muffled and distorted by the music. 
 
    ‘Just feeling kinda tired,’ I say, with a small, timid smile. 
 
    ‘Liar,’ Sara says. ‘You’re gonna go and have sex!’ 
 
    For a fraction of a second, I think that she knows my dirty secret. But then a warm, delighted smile spreads over her face and she says, ‘I hope Peter has a good night!’ 
 
    I smile back, glad that she’s thinking of my husband. I blow her and Mel a kiss. Mel waves, absorbed in the music and her own little world. I kiss Sara on the cheek and slowly walk back through the pulsing, writing crowd, until I pass through into the rest of the bar. 
 
    Brandon stands up from the booth as I approach and holds out his arm to me. I link my arm with his and we turn and head out of the bar. 
 
    It’s dark and cold and raining. The streets are empty of people. Dark vehicles and cabs trawl along the streets, wipers whizzing left and right. The rain out here is almost as loud as the music was. It crashes down around us like artillery from above, splashing into puddles, slamming onto car roofs, and soaking us within a few seconds. The droplets gleam in the various lights, turning different colors as they fall – silver in car beams, gold in the streetlights. 
 
    Brandon takes off his jacket and throws it around my shoulders. He carefully pushes me back into the relative protection of the buildings. Before I can say anything to stop him, he runs out towards the street and hails a cab. Raindrops splatter across his white shirt, soaking the material, leaving deep, dark circles across his upper body. A car slows to a halt in front of him, a cab ready for passengers. Brandon gestures at me to get in. I run across the sidewalk, holding his jacket over my head, rain pounding all around me, and leap through the rear door he holds open. I slide across the back seat and make room for him as he quickly follows me and slams the door. He’s soaking wet. He runs a hand through his hair, pushing water out of his face. His shirt looks like it’s just been washed. He slides across and sits next to me, his leg touching mine. 
 
    Brandon gives the driver his home address. The driver starts rolling forward. We settle into the seats. I give Brandon his jacket back. He folds it up and places it on his lap. 
 
    ‘You’re soaked,’ I say, as though he doesn’t already know that. 
 
    ‘I’ll take it off when I get home,’ he says, a mischievous glint in his eye. 
 
    I reach over and place my hand on his thigh. An erotic thrill runs through me. I love this moment, I love the build-up. We both know what is going to happen next. We both know how this night will end. There’s no pretence, no need for subtleties, or secret meanings, or subtext. I want him and he wants me. The rules have been made clear and the only thing left to do is enjoy ourselves. 
 
    I slip my hand under the jacket on his lap. I feel his body stiffen, but he makes no other reaction. We both look around us, pretending to be interested in the washed-out scenery, or the rain pouring down the windows. My hand reaches his zipper and I carefully pull it down. I glance at the driver. If he has any idea what I’m doing, he doesn’t show it. 
 
    Brandon gets comfortable in his seat, giving me enough room to slide my hand through his open zipper. I prize open the flap in his shorts, still pretending to be fascinated by the rain outside, and grasp his manhood. He quickly comes to life at my touch, getting firm and hard, filling with desire. I hear his breathing softly change. He continues to glance out of the window, looking away from me. 
 
    I tease him as the cab continues rolling along the streets, carefully stroking him, feeling his hardness with my hand. He feels like a good size. Maybe seven inches or more. A decent thickness – God, I love a good, thick cock! My sex tingles with anticipation. 
 
    His manhood grows to full stiffness, still trapped beneath his clothes. I gently stroke and tease him as the cab turns left and right, accelerates and slows down, until we finally come to a stop. I release him from my grasp and carefully slip my hand back out of his zipper. 
 
    The driver tells him the cost of the ride. Brandon pulls out his wallet and pays the driver. He opens the door and steps out into the rain, still holding the jacket over his crotch, and holds a hand back for me. I slide across the seats and take his hand, stepping out into the downpour. 
 
    Brandon holds the jacket out over my head and covers me as we jog across the street and into the little archway shelter of the entrance to his building. I’m smiling and breathing hard – I can’t believe what I just did to him in the cab. He looks over at me and grabs me and pins me to the wall and kisses me, hard. The wall is cold on my back, but his body is warm against my front. His wet hands explore my body, paying attention to my hips and breasts. My nipples are hard. My womanhood is hot and wet and yearning for him. 
 
    I moan into his mouth as we kiss. I taste him and savor him. My hands wrap around his body, feeling his wet shirt, the sensation of the damp material making this passionate moment even more erotic. He pushes his body against me. I can feel his manhood pressing into me through his pants. 
 
    Finally, he breaks off the kiss. He brushes the back of his chilled fingers against my cheek and looks into my eyes. 
 
    ‘You’re lucky I live so close,’ he says. ‘If we had to go another two blocks, I would have fucked you in the backseat.’ 
 
    I make a naughty laugh. The idea is not unappealing. 
 
    ‘Shall we go inside?’ I say. Thick, heavy droplets of rain crash down all around us. Even though we are pressed against the wall with a stone archway over our heads, water still splashes over my feet as it explodes on the concrete walkway. 
 
    ‘Maybe I want you right here,’ he says. His hand slides to my front and finds purchase between my legs. I gasp. He kisses my neck. ‘Right here.’ 
 
    Is it crazy that I want him to fuck me like this? Out here, in the rain, where anybody could catch us? The idea is insane and tempting and hot as hell. 
 
    We’re interrupted by a low buzz. We turn to the door, startled, to see a woman in her forties pulling the door open and stepping outside, popping an umbrella open. She sees us and reacts in surprise. Brandon makes no attempt to move his hand from between my legs. Instead, he nods and says, ‘Good evening, Samantha.’ 
 
    The woman opens her mouth to speak, her eyes traveling to Brandon, to me, to his hand, and back again, in a crazy triangle. She closes her mouth, lifts the umbrella, and walks away without saying a word. 
 
    Brandon catches my eye and we both laugh, giggling like naughty teenagers caught making out in the library. I blush and cover my mouth with my hand to muffle my laughter. The woman – Samantha – turns back to glare at us as she marches along the sidewalk in the rain. 
 
    ‘Who was that?’ I say. 
 
    ‘One of my neighbors,’ Brandon says. ‘She wanted to be my girlfriend once, but I don’t want to settle down. I prefer this lifestyle.’ 
 
    He steps back from me and catches the door before it can automatically swing closed again. 
 
    ‘Let’s get inside,’ he says, ‘and out of these wet clothes.’ 
 
    I walk past him and into the relative still warmth of the lobby. It’s a sparsely furnished space with the building’s mailboxes arranged along the wall on the left and elevators to the right. A door up ahead is marked as the way to the parking garage. 
 
    Brandon closes the door, shutting out the patter of falling rain, and slips his damp arm over my shoulders. He steers me toward the elevators and presses the call button. He kisses my neck again. My soft, sensual sigh is the only sound in the stillness of the lobby. The elevator doors slide open and I practically skip inside. My heart is racing with excitement and desire and lust and arousal. Brandon follow me into the elevator and presses the button for his floor. As the doors begin to slide closed, I grab Brandon and pull him into me, kissing him in a desperate, hungry frenzy of passion. He responds with the same fiery intensity, his tongue frantically exploring my mouth, his hands roaming my body, his hips grinding into mine. 
 
    I moan into his mouth. There’s a fire in my belly, the familiar feeling of wanton lust spreading throughout my body. I want him. I need him. 
 
    I’m going to be a slut for him, I think, as though Peter can read my thoughts. I’ll make you so proud. 
 
    I reach down and part Brandon’s still-open zipper and feel him again. I groan with desire at the feel of his red-hot manhood in my hands. 
 
    The elevator doors slide quietly open behind us We break apart. I slide my hand out of his pants, smiling at the sight of his bulge. My handiwork. Soon to be my trophy. 
 
    He takes me by the hand and leads me out of the elevator and along the hallway. It’s a simple corridor with white walls and an inoffensive green carpet. There are windows looking out at the surrounding city, but the world is dark, save for silvery drops of water that trickle down the glass. 
 
    He stops in front of his door and unlocks it. My body feels like it’s on fire. He opens the door and gestures for me to walk through. He follows me inside and flips the light switch. His apartment is fairly spacious for this part of town. It’s obviously a bachelor’s apartment, and he clearly earns a lot of money. The place is designed around his needs – modern technology, good size couch, an entertainment unit in his living space. Hardwood floors and muted, simple colors and tasteful arrangements. I turn my back on all that. He closes the door and gestures to the left, off to the kitchen. 
 
    ‘Would you like,’ he says, about to offer me some refreshment or other. 
 
    I don’t let him finish. I grab him and kiss him again. My hands fumble with the buttons on his shirt. He grabs my ass and playfully squeezes it with one hand. His other hand finds the back of my neck. My body almost melts into him. Our tongues dance together. 
 
    My fingers flick and slide over his shirt, until it falls open to reveal his torso. I trail my fingertips over his chest and note with satisfaction that his body feels good. Firm, but not solid. This guy takes care of himself. 
 
    My fingers drift further south and busy themselves around his belt buckle. I feel his body respond to me, moving on instinct, as I open his pants and push them down. I can’t wait any longer. I break off our kiss and sink to my knees before him, looking up at him. 
 
    ‘I hope you’re not in a hurry,’ he says, a faint smile on his face. 
 
    I shake my head and carefully tug his pants down to the floor. His bulging member fills his dark shorts like a pulsing vein. My womanhood burns with dull wet heat. I gently ease his shorts down, my eyes fixed on my prize. His manhood is slowly unveiled before me, thick and hot and a wonderful size. I smile and take hold of him, my fingers only just able to wrap around the shaft. I look up at him and place my lips on the underside of his throbbing manhood, gently kissing him. He exhales softly, watching me intently with glittering eyes. 
 
    I begin to pleasure him. Gently at first, almost teasing him. I kiss his shaft, worshipping his manhood, giving thanks to him for the pleasure I am about to receive. My breath gently drifts across his sensitive length as I slowly flick my tongue out and sample him, leaving little wet streaks on his dry skin. 
 
    He shrugs off his damp shirt and tosses it away. He puts his hands behind my back, content to let me take the lead. 
 
    I softly manipulate his length to full, thick, delicious hardness with my lips and tongue, gently caressing the base of his shaft with one hand. Then I fix my eyes on his and smile at him and open my mouth and take him inside. I love to watch my lover’s faces when they enter me for the first time and Brandon doesn’t disappoint. His lips part and his body stiffens for a brief moment and his eyes widen. I feel his entire being react to the feel of my lips gently sliding along his manhood, taking him deeper and deeper into my mouth. My lips grip his hard shaft. My tongue caresses him. I moan in the back of my throat, sending little ripples and vibrations through his tool. 
 
    He groans, far above me, enjoying the feeling, enjoying the view, enjoying me. I lean back, gently sucking on his delicious head, and stroke his shaft, my wedding ring glinting in the light as it moves back and forth along his cock. He smiles. 
 
    ‘If you were my wife,’ he says, ‘I’d never let you out of my bed.’ 
 
    ‘Lucky for both of us I’m married to someone else,’ I say, with a smile. I take his length deep inside my mouth now, the tip of his manhood almost reaching the back of my throat, and I suck his delicious manhood for a long, long moment. Peter loves it when I deepthroat his cock. He says he loves watching me pants afterward, my cheeks red and eyes glistening. He loves that I would choose his cock over breathing. 
 
    Brandon groans, deep and passionate. He’s enjoying this as much as I am. I can see my sex throbbing with desire, my lips growing wet with the fiery need for relief. 
 
    I lean back and gently let Brandon’s length slide back out, stroking him with my tongue as he goes. 
 
    ‘Good God,’ he says. 
 
    ‘You like my mouth?’ I say, putting a soft, innocent inflection in my voice. 
 
    He nods. He brings his hands forward now and gently places them both on my head. 
 
    ‘My I?’ he says. 
 
    ‘You wanna fuck my face?’ I say, still with that innocent tone. Guys love it when a woman sounds all innocent and naïve, especially when their cocks are about to enter her mouth. 
 
    He nods again. I open my mouth and drop my hands to my thighs. I look up at him excitement shining in my eyes. He grips my head with firm, strong fingers, and pulls my face into him, forcing his cock deep into my mouth. I groan for him. He lets out a whistling breath above me. He rocks his hips, pumping my mouth, fucking my lips with his thick shaft. I feel like a dirty slut and I love it. I can hear my husband’s voice in my ear, encouraging me, beckoning me, telling me to do more, more, more… 
 
    Finally, he pulls out of my mouth, his manhood wet and slick. He smiles at me, chest heaving. I can tell he’s enjoying my company so far. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ he says, breathing hard. ‘I gotta stop. Otherwise I’m gonna come way too soon, and I want to enjoy this a while longer.’ 
 
    I giggle, trailing my tongue over my wet lips, and stand up. My knees ache from the hard floor, but my body barely registers the pain. He kisses my neck and shoulder again. the flame inside me is now a forest fire, consuming everything in its path. I am beyond ready for him. 
 
    His hands slide down my body. One squeezes my ass again and gives it a firm but gentle slap. I exhale softly. His other hand finds the long slit running down the thigh of my dress and slips beneath the fabric, gently trailing up my bare thigh. Tingles and tremors run through my burning body. I wrap my arms around him, scared that my knees might give out if he teases me for too long. I am putty in his skilled hands. 
 
    He runs his fingers along the front of my panties, burning a trail along my yearning lips. It feels so good. My hips move and my thighs open for him. My body is no longer under my control. 
 
    ‘Please,’ I say, ‘don’t tease me. I can’t take it.’ 
 
    Responding to my plea, his hand slips inside my panties and he caresses my slick lips. I moan gently as he slowly explores me. Carefully. Intimately. Passionately. He parts my lips and teases my aching entrance with his skilled fingers. I grip him tighter. He slides two fingers inside me and I groan for him. Our eyes meet as he gently presses deeper into me, sinking his fingers into my slick sex until they can’t go any deeper. His eyes blaze with passion and determination. My eyes are clouded with lust and pleasure. 
 
    ‘You feel fantastic,’ he says, slowly beginning to fuck me with his fingers, gently sliding them in and out of me. ‘Are you always this wet when you fuck other men?’ 
 
    ‘Only for you,’ I say, telling a small harmless lie. It never hurts to stroke a man’s ego. 
 
    He grins again, that predatory smile lighting up his face once more, and fucks me harder, his fingers coated with my excitement, entering me faster and faster. I moan louder now, becoming his perfect slut. 
 
    Brandon thrusts his fingers deep inside me once more, then gently eases them out. He holds up his hand. His index and middle fingers are slick with my juices. The sight turns me on even more. He licks his fingers, tasting me, and smiles. 
 
    ‘You taste as wonderful as you look,’ he says. ‘Let’s get you out of those wet clothes.’ 
 
    His other hand slides up my back, to the zipper, and he carefully opens my dress. I let him watch as I gently peel it off my body, until it falls to the floor. His eyes sweep over me appreciatively, admiring my breasts in this pink-and-purple bra and the – now very wet – matching panties. 
 
    ‘I love your underwear,’ he says. 
 
    ‘A gift from my husband,’ I say. 
 
    ‘For me?’ he says. ‘Or for you?’ 
 
    ‘For him.’ 
 
    He steps out of his crumpled clothes and kicks off his shoes and socks. 
 
    ‘In there,’ he says, gesturing deeper into his apartment. ‘Over the couch.’ 
 
    I turn and walk into his home, swaying my hips a little more than necessary, knowing that his eyes are surely following the swing of my ass in these panties. I reach his leather couch and lean forward, bending over the stiff armrest and presenting my butt toward him. I hear his firm footsteps behind me and gasp as his hands grasp my ass, groping with greedy need. 
 
    He pulls down my panties and kneels behind me. I feel his hot breath on my butt and sigh. This is why I love meeting guys my own age. They understand the need for reciprocation in a way that Emily’s college boytoy would never know. 
 
    I part my legs, opening myself up to him. I can feel how hot and wet my sex has become as my lips flower and part for him. He plants one soft kiss on my soaking sex. I moan again. 
 
    Then he begins to pleasure me. 
 
    His tongue darts across my lips, gently tasting me, the soft, controlled movements driving me wild. He blazes a trial along my sex, from my yearning entrance to my sensitive clit, and gently swirls his tongue around the little nub. I cry out in delight, body trembling, hips bucking, yearning for more. 
 
    Brandon takes his time with me. He explores me slowly and gently, tasting me, trailing his tongue across my lips, diving into ever crevice, driving me wild. He teases my clit. He fucks me with his tongue. He sucks on my swollen lips. Every little flicker of his tongue pushes me further and further along to road to my climax. I moan for him. I beg him. I rock my hips for him. His tongue feels like liquid fire pouring over my burning sex. 
 
    I come for him, hard and loud, bent over his couch, while he swirls his tongue around my hard clit. My body shakes and trembles. I push my face into the couch to muffle my cries of passion. His hands caress my ass and gentle spank my trembling cheeks, driving me wild. 
 
    After a long, blissful moment, he plants one final kiss on my burning womanhood and stands up. My knees are weak. My body is limp, still bent over the couch. I don’t have the strength to lift myself up yet. 
 
    I hear the familiar rustling of a foil packet and smile to myself. Brandon is opening a condom. I glance back over my shoulder and glimpse him unrolling the latex sheathe over his length. I spread my legs a little wider and steel myself. The tip of his hard length touches my aching entrance. An involuntary shudder runs through me. A shudder of anticipation. The thrill of the moment. It’s almost a shame that he has to wear a condom over his beautiful manhood, but that’s the arrangement I have with Peter. Only he gets to make love to me bareback. 
 
    I kiss my wedding ring. Somewhere, somehow, my husband knows that I’m thinking about him. 
 
    Brandon places one hand on my ass and guides his length inside me. He goes slow. My sex swallows him greedily, devouring him, drawing him deeper inside, until he’s buried up to the hilt. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ he says, the word a satisfying hiss of air escaping between gritted teeth. 
 
    I moan and grind my hips into him, gasping as his wonderful length pushes against my inner walls, touching me in new and unexpected places, applying pressure to my sex, filling me completely. The sensation of being filled by his manhood is exquisite. His length is new and thrilling and totally unique. Every man’s cock feels different. The best part of being a hotwife is the feeling of being taken by a new lover for the first time, and Brandon doesn’t disappoint. He stays still for a few long moments, allowing my body to get used to his size and thickness. I feel my entrance squeezing his shaft, gripping him tight, clenching around his thick muscle like a fist. He breathes deep and slow behind me. I arch my back a little, presenting my ass for him. He accepts my offering and gently spanks me, one firm slap on each cheek. I gasp with delight and start to rock my hips, pulling him deep inside me, letting him ease back out. I’m moaning and whimpering softly, loving the sensation, loving the feeling, loving his hard cock. 
 
    His hands grip my hips, pulling me into him, pounding into me with just the right amount of passionate force. My entire being rocks and pulses in time with his hard, relentless thrusting. I gasp with every firm stroke. My breasts swing back and forth, restrained by my bra. I put my hands out to balance myself. He grabs my shoulder with one strong hand, pulling me harder against him. It feels sensational. 
 
    ‘I think…’ I say, fighting to think straight and breathe at the same time. ‘I think… I’m gonna…’ 
 
    I don’t get to finish the sentence. I come for him. Loud and hard. The air is punched out of my lungs. My toes curl on his hard floor. My fingers sink into his couch like claws into flesh. My hips buck. My body trembles and shakes. I close my eyes and see infinity. 
 
    ‘Fuck yeah!’ he says, spanking my ass hard enough to leave a delicious stinging handprint on the cheek. He fucks me harder now, his wonderful cock pushing deep, deep, deep inside me, knocking the air out of me again and again with every stroke, stretching my tight hole over and over. 
 
    ‘Shit!’ I say, gasping out the word. My orgasm seems to roll and build, like a wave crashing against a beach and retreating, only for an even larger wave to wash the entire beach away. I lose myself completely. I cease to be a wife. I cease to be a woman. I become an extension of my lover, moving perfectly in sync with his powerful, firm thrusts. 
 
    I slowly return from my trip to the stars. He pulls out, leaving me feeling empty and unfulfilled. He walks around the couch, feet padding like paws on the hard floor, and he sits down in front of me in the middle seat. His beautiful cock sits bolt upright, the condom gleaming with my come. He beckons me over with one finger. I crawl towards him, climbing over the couch like a kid on a playground. I ease my leg over him and sit in his lap, looking into his eyes as he fills me again. I feel whole again. Complete again. My arms snake around his head and I pull his face into my breasts. His hot tongue slathers my breasts. I lean back and unhook my bra and toss it away. My breasts spill free. His hungry lips seek my hard nipples. I moan and start to ride him, my hips gently rocking back and forth, his cock grinding against my sensitive vagina. 
 
    His hands curve around to my ass and squeeze. I lift my hips and start to pump his length like a piston. It feels like a burning brand sinking deep into me, lighting every part of my body on fire. My moans grow louder and more passionate. His tongue swirls around my hard nipples. My hungry pussy grips him tighter and tighter with every pump. His hands help me rise and fall, my wet sex streaking up and down his hard manhood. I can already feel a second climax mounting in the pit of my stomach. This one feels even bigger than the first. 
 
    His beautiful cock throbs and trembles inside me. I can feel the pulse of his heartbeat through this shaft, beating in time with my own. The feeling drives me wild. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come again,’ I say, almost breathless with passion. 
 
    ‘Me too,’ he says, breathing hard. ‘Come together?’ 
 
    I nod and fuck him harder. I pump him faster, trying to imitate those women in porn that Peter and I like to watch together. I flick my hair back and push my breasts in Brandon’s face and moan long and loud while I fuck him. I hold on to the back of the couch to stay upright. The orgasm grows inside me, mounting pressure building like the atmospheric changes before a thunderstorm. 
 
    ‘Come!’ I say. ‘Come for me!’ 
 
    His body stiffens beneath me. I feel his cock trembling and shuddering inside me, the familiar sensations before a man’s passion overwhelms him. He suddenly wraps his arms around my waist and turns his body, flinging me down onto the couch on my back, still buried inside me. 
 
    I cry out with surprise and pleasure at this sudden display of rough aggression. My legs wrap around his waist as he mounts me and fucks me hard and deep and fast, looking down at me with that expression I first saw hours ago across the bar – cool, cocky, confident. I can feel my anklet rocking back and forth with the energy of his lovemaking. 
 
    My orgasm comes fast. I cry out his name. I curse and swear and beg for more, begging him to never stop, telling him how good he feels, how much I love it, begging for him to come in my married pussy. After a few intense, overwhelming moments, he obliges me. He buries himself inside me and I feel the wonderful vibrations of his pulsing cock as hot, sticky come blasts from the tip of his manhood, splashing against the condom. He moans for me, then fucks me again, pumping me even as his cock empties its load inside me. Once again, I wish he didn’t have to wear to condom, but rules are rules… 
 
    Brandon pumps me for a few more moments, prolonging his pleasure and increasing my own, until finally the climax passes. We lay together on his couch, panting, our bodies entwined, his length slowly shrinking inside me. he plays his head on my breasts. 
 
    ‘That,’ I say, chest rising and falling, ‘that was good.’ 
 
    ‘Glad you approve.’ 
 
    He kisses my breasts. Shivers of pleasure rush through me again. My tired, depleted body starts to wake up again, hungry for more. 
 
    ‘That feels so good,’ I say. 
 
    He smiles, his lips brushing my breasts, and continues to kiss me. I vaguely recall something in the back of my mind, from when we first entered his apartment. 
 
    ‘What were you going to say?’ I ask. ‘Before I got greedy?’ 
 
    He chuckles, his body trembling against mine. 
 
    ‘I was going to ask if you wanted to see the bedroom,’ he says. 
 
    I giggle. 
 
    ‘I’d love to,’ I say. 
 
    He eases out of me with a wet slipping sound. I love that noise. It’s the sound of a job well done. He stands and holds out a hand to me. I take it and follow him through the apartment to the bedroom, a wide, open space with a king-size bed in the centre. 
 
    I crawl onto his bed without waiting to be asked, my wet slit and pert ass exposed and ready for him. 
 
    ‘I hope you’re not finished with me yet?’ I ask. ‘It’s still raining, so I can’t leave…’ 
 
    He laughs and pulls off the used condom, tying it into a knot and dropping it in a small trash can on the floor. 
 
    ‘Jordan,’ he says, ‘I’ve barely gotten started with you.’ 
 
    He climbs onto the bed behind me and takes me into his arms. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    By the time we’re finally finish and collapse into bed, the storm has long since ended. The sky outside is a deep, lusty blue-grey. The sun isn’t up yet, but it will be soon. Brandon is asleep beside me, contentedly snoring into the pillow. He has a couple of scratches on his back, little souvenirs I gave him during that last round of passionate sex. I feel exhausted, like I’ve run a marathon, or gone ten extra rounds in the gym. It’s a good feeling. A dull, warm ache spreads throughout my body. 
 
    But I’m not done yet. Brandon’s night might be over, but mine isn’t. 
 
    I quietly slip out of bed. The room is still and quiet, save for Brandon’s heavy breathing and the sound of my bare feet on the cold floor. I see a writing pad on one of the bookshelves, with a pen nearby. I write a short message to my lover. 
 
    Thank you for a wonderful night. 
 
    Jordan. 
 
    I walk back through the apartment, still totally naked. My cleft is still warm, still wet. My inner thighs feel deliciously sticky. My legs feel weak. I love this sensation. I pick up my clothes from where they fell and slowly dress in the quiet room. I zip my dress back up and quietly open the front door. 
 
    His building is quiet and still. Nobody should be awake at this time. Nobody except a woman leaving a man’s apartment in last night’s clothes. I close the door behind me with a satisfied smile. I had a wonderful night. I hope I can meet Brandon again. He was a good lover. Considerate, passionate, respectful, and fun. I thought about leaving him my number, but decided against it. If we meet again at another bar, I’ll jump at the chance to spend another night with him. 
 
    I take the elevator down and call a cab as I descend through the building. The sleepy voice on the other end of the line assures me that someone will pick me up in the next five minutes. I wait in the lobby for a few minutes, wondering if I should have brought a jacket when I left home yesterday. It’s probably cold out. 
 
    The cab arrives pretty quickly. I guess there isn’t much traffic at this time of day. I climb in the backseat and give the driver my address. He starts the car and whisks me away from my lover. I look back and watch the apartment block disappear. 
 
    Goodnight, Brandon, I think, with a smile. I know I will always treasure the night we spent together. I hope he isn’t too upset that I skipped out while he was asleep, but we both know the rules of this arrangement. The anklet means you get to possess me for a brief moment. You don’t get to have me forever. That’s what my wedding ring means. 
 
    I smile to myself again when I remember last night’s taxi journey, when I slipped my hand inside Brandon’s pants and teased his hard cock. That was a lot of fun. I’m sure Peter will enjoy hearing all about it. 
 
    The cab ride isn’t too long. Maybe twenty minutes or so. We don’t pass any other cars on the road. The driver eases us to a halt outside my home, a quiet little house just on the outskirts of the city. Not quite urban, not quite suburban either. I pay him and get out of the car. I can feel his eyes on my back as I walk up the driveway. I know he probably suspects what I’ve been doing tonight… but he will never be able to guess the truth. 
 
    I slip my key into the front door and gently push it open. The house is still and quiet. Exactly as always. Soft furnishings. Photos of Peter and I. Evidence of a happy marriage and a life carefully built together. I don’t expect to find Peter watching TV in the living, pining for me in my absence. I close the front door and quietly take off my shoes. I creep upstairs, carefully stepping over the creaking steps, and look into our bedroom. My husband is fast asleep in our bed. From this angle, he looks a little like Brandon. A little thrill runs through me. How lucky I am, to be leaving one man’s bed, only to get into another! 
 
    I take my clothes off the doorway and toss my wrinkled dress and soaking panties into the laundry basket. I pause before I enter the room, watching my husband sleep. What does he dream about, I wonder? Does he think of me returning to him? Or does he think of me with my lovers? 
 
    For the second time in less than an hour, I walk naked through a bedroom. My quiet footsteps are muffled by the soft carpet. Peter doesn’t stir. I lean down over the bed and nuzzle his cheek with my nose. I kiss him. I whisper very, very softly in his ear, ‘I’m home, my love.’ 
 
    He stirs. Slowly at first. Gently. When we first started playing, he would snap awake immediately and sit bolt upright, anxious to hear my stories. These days, we’re a little more mellow. He smiles. I kiss him softly. 
 
    My husband rolls on his back and regards me with sleepy, tired eyes. He blinks a few times to clear his vision, his smile growing wider as he sees me more clearly, my naked body glowing from a night spent in the arms of another. 
 
    Peter tosses back the covers with one arm. He is naked, as always, and his manhood is rapidly stiffening to its usual impressive size. I smile and climb on top of him and kiss his forehead. He smells like home. He feels like home. 
 
    I lean back and gently ease his bare hardness inside my aching, well-used womanhood. No matter how good last night’s sex was, it pales in comparison to this feeling, to being reclaimed by the man I love. His bare cock glides deep inside me, filling more perfectly than any other man on earth. We both know how much I love this moment. I will always return to him. A soft, passionate moan escapes my lips. 
 
    Peter rests his hands on my hips, happy for me to take the lead. I start to slowly make love to him, my exhausted pussy gripping him tight, getting used to this new invasion. Our bodies meld as one. We entwine our hands, wedding rings touching together. Man and wife. 
 
    ‘So,’ Peter says in a gentle, loving voice, ‘did you have fun?’ 
 
      
 
    ### 
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    The Bull’s Account: 
 
    Tonight You’re Mine 
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    It’s your husband who makes the first move. 
 
    I’m sitting in the airport waiting lounge when my smartphone softly pings to indicate the arrival of an email. I take a sip of my bitter, lukewarm airport coffee and reach for my cell inside my jacket pocket. I can tell from the soft ping that sounded when the email dropped into my box that it’s a personal message, not a notification from my employer. My company email has a different alert tone to help me differentiate from the two. I rest my hand on my leg, letting the heat from the bottom of the cardboard coffee cup spread across my thigh, and unlock my phone. There, in the centre of the screen, is my email alert. A message in my personal inbox. Beneath the alert is the first sentence of the email, a short preview of the message within. 
 
    The sentence reads, You have a new private message! 
 
    A grin spreads across my face. I get a wicked thrill in the pit of my stomach and touch my thumb to the email alert. The screen turns white as my emails load up. Excitement begins to grow inside me and I force my face to remain neutral and my posture to stay relaxed. I glance around the waiting room at my fellows travelers. Everyone is glued to their phones - surfing the web, making calls to loved ones, playing mind-numbing games to while away the hours until boarding time. Nobody has noticed anything different about me, and if they have, they don’t give a shit. 
 
    I have a small but distinct presence on the internet. A presence I routinely maintain and carefully nourish and keep well concealed from my personal life. My employers probably wouldn’t be too thrilled knowing what I get up to in my spare time, so I do my best to avoid having my web presence leave a trail back to me. I don’t want others to know the types of websites I like to browse, or the forums I read and post inside. I don’t want the people at work to know that I am a bull and my secret kink is that I like to fuck other men’s wives. 
 
    The boards that I usually frequent follow similar topics. Many of the forums are occupied by couples in open marriages, or cuckolding relationships, who like to share their experiences and request other men or women to join them for a little fun. I’ve met a lot of great people through these kinds of websites – cuckolds who love for me to humiliate them while I fuck their wives, happily married couples looking to spice up the bedroom on a Saturday night, and bored women looking for a naughty thrill. I often advertize my services on the forums, sometimes sharing pictures of myself or my latest conquest, if she consents. I even share stories of my experiences, going into exhaustive detail of seducing and fucking married women. I have many friends and followers on these corners of the internet. 
 
    The email finally loads and presents me with the message. I have a new private message on one of the forums I frequent. This particular board is a community dedicated to open marriages – people swapping dirty stories of illicit encounters, trading naughty pictures of themselves and their partners, or the occasional full video of threesomes, foursomes, orgies, or simple cuckolding sessions. It’s also a place where likeminded individuals can exchange contact information and arrange casual meetings and sexual encounters with one another. It’s a great place for a guy like me. I’m a good-looking man with a great body – I ain’t shy to admit it – but my job makes it hard for me to have a girlfriend. I spend most of my time flying to offices around the world, so maintaining a relationship is next to impossible. Besides, I’ve tried being a boyfriend. It didn’t work for me. No, the kind of companionship I prefer to seek out is very, very different. My particular kink is married women. There are few things more erotic than seducing someone else’s wife and claiming her for your own. Having sex with a wife behind her husband’s back is one of the most intense, intimate, and addictive experiences a man can enjoy. Having sex with a wife with her husband’s knowledge and consent…that’s something else entirely. Being given permission to make love to a married woman is one of the most exciting and erotic experiences on this earth. As much as I enjoy the fun and challenge of seducing a married woman behind her husband’s back, I really love to meet open-minded couples with open bedroom doors. 
 
    I truly love receiving invitations to join a married couple in the bedroom. Being able to enter a stable, loving relationship and add my own unique stamp on their lives – if only for a single night – is one of the most thrilling experiences a man can have. I’ve been with plenty of married couples before and I’ve had a great night each and every time. Sometimes the husbands like to watch, or film me with their wives. Sometimes the husbands like to join in and turn the night into a passionate threesome with the wife in the centre. Sometimes the husbands are at work while I visit their lonely wives at home. I always make sure to take plenty of pictures on the wife’s phone for the two of them to enjoy later on. 
 
    That’s the key difference between seducing a married woman with her husband’s knowledge versus seducing her behind his back. When I make love to her with his consent, I am partaking in the act mostly for their enjoyment. When I seduce a woman behind her husband’s back, I’m doing it for my own pleasure. Either way, there is nothing finer in life than making love to a woman who is already taken. It’s the ultimate forbidden fruit. 
 
    I press my thumb to the message link in the email and open up the page in my web browser. After a couple seconds of loading, I am faced with my private profile on an adult chatroom, with the message I received front and centre: 
 
    I would really love for you to seduce my wife. 
 
    Now that’s the kind of message that gets my attention. 
 
    I’ve received this kind of introductory message before. Sometimes it leads nowhere – the wife or the husband backs out, or drops contact. Other times it leads to an incredible encounter with a married woman whose husband is happy for her to take me for a lover. 
 
    I have a lot of respect for men who are so confident and comfortable in their relationship that they can let another man into their bedroom. Personally, I could never do it. A tiny part of my brain would always wonder who my wife was thinking about in the heat of the moment forever after. But I guess some guys get off on that insecurity. I asked a guy about it one time, while his wife was in the bedroom, preparing to give herself to me in front of him. He told me that the bitter pain and the jealousy and the stomach-churning envy only made it more intensely arousing for him when I fucked his wife. I guess that makes sense. 
 
    Overhead, the arrivals and departures screens flicker and update. I glance up. My flight is almost ready to board. I lift the coffee cup to my lips and tilt my head back. The coffee is bitter and poorly made and overpriced, but it does the job. I swallow and reach over to the trash can next to my seat and toss the cup away. 
 
    I lean back in my seat and study the private message again. 
 
    I would really love for you to seduce my wife. 
 
    A tempting offer, to be sure. What man doesn’t want to be given the chance to meet and seduce a woman? But I have to be sure. Not everyone who uses these chatrooms has the same agenda in mind. While most of us want to make contact with like-minded individuals – and couples – and have some casual, no-strings fun, there are a few others with less-than-seemly desires in mind. Some guys like to share pictures of ex-girlfriends to try and ruin them. Others post intimate images of their wives without the partner’s consent. I even heard a story once about a guy who was invited to seduce and fuck a married woman, then got caught up in a nasty divorce where hidden camera footage of the affair was used in court. It turned out that the husband was looking to get out of the marriage and make her look like the bad guy at the same time. Because of that, I always make sure that everyone is aware of my intentions and willing for me to participate. I love seducing married women, but I never aim to break up a marriage. 
 
    I touch my thumb to the screen and open up the profile of the person who sent me the message. It appears to be a joint account run by a couple calling themselves SanFranWildThings. There are a couple of amateur images of the two posing together, him and you – no faces are shown, but I can clearly see your naked body and wedding ring, as well as the husband’s chest and throbbing manhood. So far, so good. You have a long and varied posting history, with several messages sent to forum topics such as, Seeking a bull this weekend! and, What would you do to my wife? All in all, you appear to be a legitimate couple. 
 
    The flight schedule updates on the screens ahead of me. The gate is now open for my connecting flight. I gather my suitcase and my travel bag and stand up on weary legs and begin to move with a small crowd of my fellow passengers toward the far end of the airport where our plane is waiting. As I walk, I quickly tap my phone and send a reply back to SanFranWildThings: 
 
    I would love to meet your wife. Tell me more about yourselves and see if we can make it work. 
 
    I turn my phone off and board the plane with a smile on my face. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    A few hours later, I turn my phone back on as I walk through the arrivals lounge at San Francisco International Airport, dodging slow-moving families and confused men in suits who study the directional signs overhead. I walk through the airport with the ease of one who is familiar with the layout of the building and head for the waiting cabs in the taxi rank out front. The cab driver takes my bags and puts them in the trunk while I slide in the back seat and rub a tired hand over my face. Jetting around the world and consulting on a global brand might sound glamorous, but the reality is a lot more challenging. I spend most of my life in a haze of jetlag and last night’s clothes, trying to get my head in the game and deliver the great results my managers expect from me. Right now, for instance, I’ve been wearing this shirt for about twenty-three hours and the last time I had a full six hours of sleep was about two months ago. It’s a make-or-break lifestyle and it really isn’t for everyone. 
 
    The cab driver slams the trunk closed and walks over to the front door. Inside my jacket pocket, my phone softly pings again. Another personal email. Maybe a reply from my new friends. Maybe something else entirely. 
 
    The driver slides into the front seat. I give him the name of my hotel and he fires up the engine and pulls out into the slow-moving airport traffic. I get comfortable in my seat and slip my phone out of the pocket. 
 
    You have a new private message! 
 
    I smile to myself and unlock the phone. I follow the same series of thumb-jabs until I am back in my private inbox on the adult chat forum, with the latest message displayed front and centre: 
 
    I’m Brandon and my wife is Maria. We’re an open couple based in SF and we love finding new men for her. We saw that you travel the country a lot. Next time you’re in the area, let us know! 
 
    An open couple based in San Francisco, looking for a man to entertain the wife… just a few minutes after I touch down in that very city. I look up at the bright blue sky overhead, still smiling to myself. Somebody up there likes me. 
 
    I reply to the message as the cab turns out from the airport and carefully manoeuvres for the freeway. 
 
    My name is Tyler, I type. As luck would have it, I’m going to be in San Francisco for the next couple of days on business. If you’re free tonight, I would love to get to know you better. Would you like to exchange phone numbers so we can discuss this in more detail? 
 
    I lock my phone and lean back in my seat, watching the vast, sprawling layout of the airport as it falls away behind us, replaced by the endless vista of the bay as we head north, towards the enormous metropolitan cityscape of central San Francisco. I make idle conversation with the cab driver, neither one of us really invested in any of the questions or the answers. He makes good time, though, so when we finally roll to a stop outside my hotel, I slip him an extra ten for being good company. He smiles a lot wider and wishes me a good day as I climb out onto the sidewalk and collect my bags from his trunk. I only ever carry my suitcase and my travel bag with me. I need to be fast and travel light. If my clothes get old or ruined, I buy a fresh set at the nearest store. 
 
    I head inside the hotel and check in at the front desk. As usual, my company has made a reservation for me and the room is waiting. I collect the key from the man at the counter and make my way toward the elevators at the rear of the lobby. The hotel is fairly nice – nothing too expensive or too fancy, the company is paying for it, after all – but there is enough wood finish on the pillars and door frames to make the place feel a little more elegant than it looks from the outside. My shoes patter on the white floor tiles as I walk over to the elevator. I press the button and wait a few seconds. The door opens and I step back to allow a young tourist couple to leave. They chatter excitedly to each other, pointing to an open guidebook as they pass me. I step inside the elevator and press the button for my floor. A young woman follows me inside, pulling a large case on wheel behind her. She presses the button for her floor and faces the front, ignoring me. The doors close and the elevator begins to rise through the building. I lean back against the wall and glance at her. She has a nice figure. Not too slender, not too large. I wonder what she sounds like when she comes. I wonder how she likes to be fucked. I wonder if she prefers to give or receive oral sex. Maybe I could find out. But then I see her hands. Her fingers are bare. No rings. She is single and available. My interest wanes. 
 
    The elevator stops on the second floor and she kicks her case forward onto the wheels and rolls it out and walks away from me forever. Pity she’s single. We could have been great together. I wait for a long moment. The doors close again and the elevator trembles and rises further up into the hotel. I step off on my floor and follow the thin hallway down to my room, a standard, nondescript hotel room. It has a decent-sized bed and the usual furniture, plus a fantastic view of the water, beyond several other tall hotels and office towers. 
 
    I toss my bags on the bag and take my clothes off. I rub a hand over my tired face and then I walk into the bathroom and turn on the shower to a good, hot temperature. Steam slowly fills the room. I step under the stream of hot water and feel my exhausted body returning to life again. 
 
    I stand under the scalding water as long as my body can stand it, then I shut off the shower and climb out. I wrap myself in a white hotel towel and walk back into the bedroom. Bright daylight still streams through the window. I open my travel bag and take out the little satchel filled with my skincare products. Not enough men take care of their skin like I do. A man should look his finest at all times. 
 
    By the time I finish my after-shower skincare routine and feel refreshed and ready, my new friends have replied to my message. It’s short, sweet, and simple. One word and a series of digits. 
 
    Maria. Your number. 
 
    It seems that Brandon has given me permission to make contact with you. I toss my phone on the bed and look at myself in the mirror. Do I look good enough to meet another man’s wife? Drops of water trickle down my bare chest into the towel wrapped around my waist. I have a good body, one that I take care of. I take pride in my physique and always make sure I work out every day, no matter what. I am not rippling with muscles like most of the meatheads at the gym, but I am slender and toned and flat in all the right places. I’ve never had any complaints about my body… or my performance. 
 
    I lay on the bed and grab my phone again. I find the private messages on the chat forum and look up your profile again. You seem like a good couple. Very active. Very open. Happy to share stories, photos, and intimate experiences. There are many photos of you both together – some clearly taken from longer videos where the camera was set up nearby, others snapped by Brandon as you moan in ecstasy. I study your body. You have a terrific figure. Delicious lips. Firm breasts. A juicy ass. Hips I could grab onto for days. I like what I see. 
 
    My body respond to the images, my blood flowing south, slowly pumping into my manhood. The towel shifts and parts, making way for my stiffening member. I keep looking at the pictures, wondering how your body would feel against mine, imagining your tight sex gripping my hard cock, trying to picture your body arching as you ride me. 
 
    I press my thumb to the screen and call the number. 
 
    You answer on the second ring. 
 
    ‘Hello?’ your voice is soft. Gentle. Warm. Friendly. 
 
    ‘Hi,’ I say. ‘This is Tyler.’ 
 
    ‘Well, hello there,’ you say, and I can hear a smile in your voice. 
 
    ‘Is this a good time to talk?’ I say. I glance at my watch on the night table. It’s mid-afternoon. 
 
    ‘Absolutely,’ you say, still smiling. I hear the sounds of movement. Bare feet on a solid floor. A door closing. It sounds like you’re giving yourself some privacy. ‘I’m glad you called.’ 
 
    ‘I’m glad you let me,’ I say. ‘Great timing, by the way. I haven’t been to ‘frisco in months.’ 
 
    ‘Lucky me,’ you say. I hear you sitting down in a chair. It creaks. Must be a leather chair. Maybe you’re in an office. 
 
    ‘Tell me about yourself, Maria,’ I say. ‘I’ve been looking at your profile and I like what I see.’ 
 
    You make a naughty chuckle. I like that sound. 
 
    ‘Have you now?’ you say. ‘I’ve been looking at you, as well. I love the stories you write, the little tales of seduction and pleasure. They turn me on.’ 
 
    ‘Glad I could help. What made you decide to message me?’ 
 
    ‘We’re looking for a new bull,’ you say, your voice soft and warm and comforting. ‘Brandon loves to share me with as many people as possible. Sometimes men, sometimes women. We saw that you travel a lot, and thought we’d give it a shot.’ 
 
    ‘I’m flattered,’ I say. ‘I really am. I’d be delighted to help you in any way I can.’ 
 
    There’s a noise on your end of the line. A rustling. A door opening. A young voice, faint and distant. I hear your muffled voice saying, ‘Mommy’s on the phone.’ The door closes again. You continue. 
 
    ‘Sorry about that,’ you say. ‘Kids have just come home from school. Do you have kids, Tyler?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, ‘I’ve never found the time for them.’ 
 
    ‘They’re great,’ you say, ‘but they always remind you how quickly time passes. I swore they were babies just yesterday. Tomorrow they’ll be going to college.’ 
 
    I chuckle. 
 
    ‘I’d like to meet you, Maria,’ I say. ‘If you want to, that is?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ you say, without hesitation. ‘I’d love that.’ 
 
    ‘Will your husband be joining us?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ you say, that smile creeping back into your voice. ‘Somebody has to take care of the kids while mommy has her fun.’ 
 
    ‘Where would you like to meet?’ I say. ‘I’m staying at a hotel near the heart of the city, so I can go pretty much anywhere.’ 
 
    ‘There’s a restaurant I love on Eddy Street,’ you say. ‘Brenda’s, it’s called. They do New Orleans-style food.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds delicious. Shall we meet tonight at eight?’ 
 
    ‘Make it seven,’ you say. I hear shuffling papers. The pages turning in a diary. ‘That way, we can spend a little more time together.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t wait,’ I say. ‘How will I recognize you?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be wearing a red choker,’ you say. ‘It’s my husband’s favorite thing. He gets very excited when I wear it… especially when I wear it for other men.’ 
 
    ‘Red choker,’ I say. ‘I love the sound of that. I’ll wear a red tie to match. What else will you be wearing for me?’ 
 
    You make a soft, naughty chuckle. 
 
    ‘That would be telling,’ you say. ‘But I’ll tell you what I won’t be wearing…’ 
 
    Now it’s my turn to chuckle. 
 
    ‘Can’t wait,’ I say again. ‘See you at Brenda’s at seven.’ 
 
    ‘See you, Tyler.’ 
 
    The line clicks off. I drop the phone on the bed and lay still for a long time, hearing that soft, sensual voice in my mind. I picture a red choker on a soft, creamy throat. 
 
    It’s my husband’s favorite thing. 
 
    Lucky husband. Sometime I regret not settling down. 
 
    Sometimes. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The cab pulls away from the sidewalk and back into the streets, leaving me standing outside the brightly lit restaurant. A sign illuminates the single word Brenda’s visible to all around. Streetlights slowly blink into life as the evening glow fades to dusk. The moon is hidden behind the surrounding buildings, the stars glinting overhead. I glance at my watch. Five to seven. I’m a little early, but nobody has ever complained about a man being punctual. 
 
    There are still plenty of people out right now. Some look like tired businessmen and women, heading home after a long day at the office. Some are young couples, hipster-looking men and women, the guy sporting awful ‘ironic’ beards and deliberately terrible fashion sense and the girls with greasy-looking dreadlocks and enough facial piercings to set off a metal detector. I’m not too fond of people like that, but I’ve slept with a few hipsters in my time. The guys seem to think that it’s cool to share their girlfriends and the women don’t complain because I’m the better lay. 
 
    I look through the window of the restaurant and see a deliberately old-fashioned setting, filled with tables and already three-quarters full of diners. One wall is covered in dozens of different styles of mirror, while the other has a large, painting of a faded advertisement with a fat, pink lobster in the centre. The restaurant is long and deep, with rows of tightly-packed tables running front to back, and waiting staff carefully moving through the crowd of patrons with packed plates. The smell wafts out through the front door and my mouth waters. I can’t remember the last time I ate. 
 
    A cab slows to a stop in front of me. The rear door opens and reveals a pair of beautiful, creamy, smooth legs with bright red high heels and perfectly painted toes. I step back to allow the passenger to climb out and I am not disappointed. The passenger is a gorgeous woman wearing a white backless dress with a low cut at the front and a daring revealing of skin at the side. My eyes sweep her up and down, taking her in. She runs a hand through her hair and slips her purse strap over a bare shoulder, looking toward the restaurant. Then I see the red choker around her pretty little throat and I know that today is my lucky day. 
 
    ‘Maria?’ I say, stepping forward and offering a tentative hand. 
 
    You turn towards me and smile. Your eyes sparkle in the light of the restaurant and you take my hand. You’re even more beautiful than I could have imagined. I’ll never understand how a man could be lucky enough to have won your heart. You have youthful features, but a timeless, ageless grace in your movements. I can’t guess at your age, and I don’t care. You look sensational. Quick to smile, with deep green eyes and dark, elegantly hair and full, sensual lips that make my pulse race to look at. 
 
    ‘You must be Tyler,’ you say, taking my hand gently in your own. ‘I like your tie.’ 
 
    Your eyes sweep me up and down, from my carefully styled-to-not-look-styled hair, across my deep blue suit jacket and matching pants, over my wine-red tie, to my pristine black shoes. The corners of your lips twitch upwards. You like what you see. 
 
    ‘So, this is Brenda’s?’ I say, gesturing to the door. We start walking toward the restaurant and I step forward to hold it for you, like a gentleman should. 
 
    ‘This is Brenda’s,’ you say with a smile, walking past me and stepping inside. Another wave of odours washes over me and my mouth waters again. It smells sensational. 
 
    I follow you inside and we are quickly seated faced one another on a table for two. You take the seat with your back to the faded lobster painting and I sit opposite, taking the aisle seat. We order a bottle of wine to share. 
 
    ‘Thank you for meeting me,’ I say, leaning over the table to be heard above the noise of the bustling restaurant. 
 
    ‘It’s my pleasure,’ you say, those perfect lips smiling at me. ‘I’m very glad you were in town tonight.’ 
 
    ‘Didn’t your husband want to join us?’ I say. 
 
    You smile to yourself, thinking of some private joke, and brush a loose strand of hair behind your ear. 
 
    ‘No,’ you say. ‘Brandon is looking after the kids tonight. He can’t wait to hear all about my date.’ 
 
    ‘I hope I can give you plenty of good things to talk about.’ 
 
    ‘You’re doing very well so far.’ 
 
    The bottle of wine arrives at our table. I pour a little into our glasses and raise mine to you. 
 
    ‘To new friends,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Hopefully more than that,’ you say. 
 
    We touch our glasses together and take a sip. The wine is good. Rich, fruity, not too sour. A good choice. 
 
    ‘You look sensational,’ I say. You blush and wave your hand in an aw-shucks gesture. ‘Seriously, you do. I feel underdressed.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ you say. ‘You don’t look so bad yourself.’ 
 
    I nod in appreciation. I glance over at the table next to us. A young Asian couple is halfway through dinner. The young woman talks animatedly, but the young man seems distracted. He steals glances towards you, his cheeks reddening. He probably has a fantastic view of your side through the dress, maybe a glimpse of the swell of your bare breast beneath the thin dress. I smile. He can look all he wants. Tonight, you’re mine. 
 
    ‘Tell me about yourself, Maria,’ I say. ‘I know that you’re a beautiful woman. I know that you have a husband – the luckiest husband on earth, I might add – and I know that you have kids. What do you do for a living?’ 
 
    ‘I used to be a school teacher,’ you say. ‘But I stopped that a couple years back. I like to make my own clothing. I got a website and I work from home.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ I say, leaning forward, interested. ‘How good are you?’ 
 
    ‘I designed this dress. Made it myself.’ 
 
    ‘Wow,’ I say, looking you up and down with fresh eyes. ‘I can see why you’d want to show it off.’ 
 
    ‘That was Brandon’s idea,’ you say. ‘He gets very excited when I make an effort for my new friends.’ 
 
    ‘I like your husband’s taste in clothes.’ 
 
    ‘I like his taste in my new friends.’ 
 
    We smile at each other for a moment. I look into your full, deep eyes. They are beautiful. Your husband gets to look into those eyes every morning. I feel a tiny pang of jealousy in my chest. 
 
    A waiter appears beside our table with a smile and asks if we’re ready to order. I haven’t even looked at the menu, I’ve been too busy admiring you. 
 
    ‘I’ll order,’ you say. ‘Do you have any allergies?’ I shake my head. ‘I’ll have the chicken etoffée, and he will have the shrimp and grits.’ 
 
    The waiter nods and bustles away to another table. 
 
    ‘I like a woman who knows what she wants,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I like a man who lets a woman take the lead. Now, tell me your story, Tyler. How is it that a handsome, successful man like you doesn’t have a woman of his own? You gotta go and steal other men’s wives.’ 
 
    I chuckle and take a sip of wine. 
 
    ‘I’m on the road a lot,’ I say. ‘It’s part of my job. I do consulting work, so most of my life is spent traveling around the world.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds glamorous.’ 
 
    ‘It is. Mostly. It’s hard work. But I love it. I get to see the world and make new friends, such as yourself. I tried having a girlfriend or two, but it wasn’t fair to her. I was hardly ever home. I prefer it this way. It’s much less… complicated.’ 
 
    You trace the rim of your glass with a finger, almost absent-mindedly, listening to me. 
 
    ‘I prefer married women,’ I say. ‘They know what they want and they know how to get it. We both understand the nature of the affair. No hang-ups, no lasting emotions. Just passion and the here-and-now. That’s the way I like to live. In the moment.’ 
 
    You smile, a wistful little flicker plucking at the corner of your sensuous mouth. 
 
    ‘But what about you?’ I say. ‘How did you and Brandon wind up browsing my profile?’ 
 
    ‘We’ve had an open relationship for a while now,’ you say. ‘Maybe the past ten years or so.’ You catch some look in my eyes, because you hurry to add, ‘But don’t worry, our children are his.’ You grin, a wide, happy smile. ‘You know, when he first suggested this lifestyle, I was kind of offended. Like, am I not good enough for him?’ 
 
    ‘What changed your mind?’ I say. 
 
    ‘I tried it,’ you say, a wicked grin spreading on those beautiful lips. Those lips were made for wickedness. I feel a throb of desire in my loins. I want those lips on my body, right now, at this table. I want the young man at the next table to stare in open-mouthed shock and jealousy as I pull your head closer and push my thick, pulsing shaft through those beautiful lips. 
 
    ‘How was it?’ I say, returning your wicked grin. 
 
    ‘It was better than I ever imagined,’ you say. ‘I wore a blindfold, so I didn’t know who it was. That helped me relax. He spent, like, an hour just teasing me.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds like he knew what he was doing.’ 
 
    ‘He did… by the time we started to actually have sex, I was beyond ready. And it didn’t hurt that he had a great cock.’ 
 
    ‘Your husband is lucky to have you,’ I say, ‘and brave as hell to share you.’ 
 
    That wicked grin spreads over your lips again. 
 
    ‘I’m lucky to have a man like him,’ you say. ‘When I go back to him, after being out on a date like this… it’s the best feeling. Like coming home after being away for too long.’ 
 
    I feel another tiny pang of jealousy. I don’t know the feeling you’re describing. I’ve never felt it for myself. I only know the satisfaction of conquest and the pleasure of forbidden sex.  
 
    ‘My pleasure is his passion,’ you say, continuing. ‘He loves it when I get dressed up for other men. He adores the pictures I send to him. He gets off to my stories.’ 
 
    I raise my glass. 
 
    ‘Then I hope I can give you some more stories tonight,’ I say. 
 
    ‘So far, so good,’ you say, raising your glass in return. 
 
    From out of nowhere, the waiter appears at our table with two large plates of steaming food. He leans across and puts the plates down in front of us. The smell wafts up into my nostrils and almost overpowers me. The food smells incredible. My mouth waters again. 
 
    ‘I guess I chose right, huh?’ you say, amused by the look on my face. 
 
    ‘This looks awesome,’ I say. ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    The waiter retreats and leaves us to our meals. We eat together in long, languid silence for a moment, savoring the taste, enjoying the rich, explosive flavors that cascade over our tongues. 
 
    I lean back in my chair, slowly chewing a succulent shrimp, enjoying the moment. 
 
    ‘Glad you came out tonight?’ you say, as you cut into a steaming piece of chicken. 
 
    ‘Very,’ I say. ‘You know, even if you don’t want this to go further, I want to say that I’m having a great night and I’m really enjoying your company.’ 
 
    You glance up at me, a naughty half-smile on your face and say, ‘Oh, I think tonight will be very memorable. For both of us.’ 
 
    ‘Is that a promise?’ 
 
    Your eyes meet mine. You don’t say anything. You don’t need to. I understand your message perfectly. You’ve already made up your mind how tonight is going to play out. 
 
    I take a long, lengthy drink of my wine and pour a little more into our glasses. 
 
    ‘I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone who designs their own clothes,’ I say. ‘How did you get into that?’ 
 
    You talk for several long minutes, telling me all about your passions and your hobbies. I listen with interest. Your warm, soothing voice is sensuous heaven to my ears. I could listen to you talk all night. You talk with passion and excitement. Even though I have no idea of what half of the words and techniques you describe mean, your passion is infectious. 
 
    I fight to keep my eyes on your face. I feel my gaze drifting to your beautiful lips and lower, to that wonderful handmade dress that barely conceals your breasts. That wafer-thin piece of material is the only thing covering your modesty right now, and that knowledge is driving me wild. I desperately want to have you, right here, right now, on the table. 
 
    You finish talking, watching me with a smile. 
 
    ‘Sorry,’ you say. ‘Got a little carried away there.’ 
 
    ‘No, it’s fine,’ I say. ‘I enjoy listening to you.’ 
 
    You finish eating and put the knife and fork on your plate. You dab your beautiful lips with a napkin and drop that on the plate as well. You lean forward on your elbows, eyes gleaming. The Asian guy at the next table glances over again. I wonder how much of your body he can see right now. His cheeks redden and he tears his eyes away, pretending to concentrate on his meal. I almost laugh. 
 
    ‘So,’ you say, pausing to take a mouthful of your wine, ‘what did my husband say to you?’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ I finally finish eating and wipe my mouth on the napkin. It was one hell of a meal and I’m glad we came here. 
 
    ‘He was the one messaging you earlier,’ you say. ‘What did he say to convince you?’ 
 
    ‘He didn’t have to say much.’ I fight to suppress a smile. ‘He said he wanted me to seduce you. I checked you both out and liked what I saw.’ 
 
    ‘It was that simple?’ 
 
    ‘I’m a simple man with simple needs,’ I say. ‘What made you guys choose me?’ 
 
    ‘My husband likes to plan dates for me,’ you say. ‘He likes to send messages and invite new friends to contact me. We like to browse the forums together and agree on what we like.’ 
 
    ‘And you both agreed on me?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Oh, yes.’ A wicked smile spreads across your face. I can imagine you and your husband in bed together, surfing the web on your smartphones, looking to find a third party to spice up your lives. ‘I was really interested in the stories you wrote after each seduction. They really turned me on. And the pictures you uploaded… they didn’t hurt either.’ 
 
    I know the pictures you’re talking about. Close-up images capturing explicit moments that my lovers have allowed me to take. Images of my hard length entering hungry pussies. Yearning mouths and lips wrapping around my shaft. Well-fucked lovers wearing my come as a trophy. Each one of those pictures is a treasured memory. 
 
    ‘Would you like it I took a couple pictures of you later?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ you say, your eyes sparkling. ‘In fact, can you take one of me now, for my husband?’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ 
 
    You open your bag and take out your phone. You unlock it and hand it to me. I lift it up and aim it at you. I see you on the screen, smiling sweetly. Then I see you glance left and right, checking to see if the coast is clear. You smile wickedly to yourself and take hold of the edge of your dress and gently pull it inward, exposing your bare breast and hard nipple, a piercing gleaming in the light. I grin and snap a couple pictures. You carefully replace the dress, covering yourself back up. I hand you the phone. You touch a few buttons and I hear the low whoosh sound of a message being sent. We look at each other, naughty grins on our faces. 
 
    ‘Do you want desert?’ I say. 
 
    ‘No,’ you say. ‘I want to go back to your hotel room.’ 
 
    I call for the cheque. Your phone pings softly as a message arrives. You check the screen and grin. 
 
    ‘Brandon likes the picture,’ you say. ‘He hopes you’re treating me well.’ 
 
    ‘Like a gentleman, I hope.’ 
 
    ‘But not for much longer,’ you say, shooting me a very telling look. You don’t want me to behave myself once we’re alone. That’s good. I don’t intend to be a gentleman in the bedroom. Once you’re alone with me, I won’t be able to control myself any longer. 
 
    The cheque arrives. I pay for the meal, leaving a generous tip on account of how much I enjoyed the food. You gather your bag and stand from the table. I let you walk ahead. I pause and turn back to the table. The Asian guy looks up, watching you walk away. He looks at me. I wink. He quickly turns back to his girlfriend. 
 
    I follow you out onto the street. The air is colder now. I take off my jacket and place it over your shoulders. You lean into me and our lips touch. Gently at first. Timidly. Then a little harder. I return your kiss, wrapping my arms around your body. I feel you melt into me. Your lips part and my tongue touches yours. You taste good. You smell good. You feel good. 
 
    For a long, delicious moment, we embrace on the sidewalk, kissing passionately. You place your hands on my cheeks. I feel the cool, smooth metal of your wedding ring against my skin. A naughty tingle runs through my body. Your husband is home with the kids while you’re here with me. He should be very jealous right now. 
 
    ‘That was good,’ you say, finally breaking the kiss and smiling at me. 
 
    ‘You’re a very good kisser,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I can do lots of other things.’ You smile at me, those lips curving into a beautiful grin. I feel a surge of lust in my body. I want you. I need you. Right now. 
 
    I stick my hand out and hail a passing cab. It stops next to us. I open the back door and let you slide in first. I walk around the cab and get in the other side. 
 
    ‘Where to?’ the driver says, glancing at us in the rear-view mirror. 
 
    I give him the name of my hotel and he starts the car rolling forward, pulling out onto the street. I turn my attention back to you, smiling peacefully beside me. You take off my jacket and hand it back to me. 
 
    You look so beautiful sitting next to me. The passing street lights wash over you, each one changing the color of your dress. You look at me with hungry, lustful eyes, lips parted, body turned towards me. Something takes over my body, some primal, aggressive force. I can’t control myself any longer. I lean in and grab you and kiss you desperately, hungrily, my tongue exploring your mouth with renewed intensity, my manhood straining against the confines of my pants. Your hands run over my thighs and gently stroke my hardness through the pants. I hear your breathing change as you caress me. I put one hand on the back of your head. My other hand finds your bare knee and slowly slides up your smooth thigh, heading inwards. You groan into my mouth, trying to press your body against me as much as possible. 
 
    I don’t care that we’re in a cab right now. I don’t care that the driver is probably staring at us in the mirror. I don’t care that people can see us as we drive past. All I care about is the feel of your body against mine and the sounds of your breathing slowly changing as your inhibitions fall away, one by one. 
 
    Your hand grips my hard length, as though making sure it’s really there. Your tongue caresses mine, as though savoring my taste. You groan into my mouth, as though telling me not to stop. 
 
    I won’t. 
 
    My hand slides underneath the hem of your dress. I feel warmth flowing from your skin, the heat increasing the closer my hand gets to its prize. Yours moans and sigh guide me home. I try to find the edge of your panties, but you aren’t wearing any. That flimsy handmade dress is the only thing covering your soft, naked body. I let out a groan of arousal. My fingers brush the short, trimmed wisps of hair at your cleft. Your body shakes with a jolt of carnal delight. You part your legs a little wider, allowing me access to your most intimate parts. My fingers touch your lips. You’re already warm and wet with excitement. I stroke your slit gently, feeling your body tremble at my touch, feeling your yearning sex parting for me, hungry to accept me. 
 
    The cab slows to a halt and the light flicks on above us. We part, returning to our seats. You look out the window, gazing at my hotel. I lean forward and pay the fare. I throw in an extra five for the driver for not interrupting us or making a sarcastic comment. We get out of the cab and it drives away again. 
 
    ‘So, this is you, huh?’ you say. 
 
    ‘This is me,’ I say, putting my wallet back inside my jacket pocket. ‘Would you like to come inside?’ 
 
    You nod eagerly. 
 
    I hold my arm. You gently take the crook of my elbow and we walk into the lobby together. Anyone who looked at us would see a happy, flushed couple retiring early to their hotel room. Nobody would suspect otherwise, unless they took a good look at our hands and saw that only one of us was wearing a wedding ring. Even if someone did happen to see us and realize that a married woman was heading to the hotel room of a total stranger, they probably wouldn’t care. This is San Francisco, after all, the home of progressive attitudes and open marriages. 
 
    We cross the quiet lobby. One of the receptionists offers a blank smile as we pass. I lead you to the elevator, feeling your warm body press into mine, feeling your grip tighten on my arm, smelling your delicious scent as you lean in close to me. I press the button for the elevator and we wait for a few long seconds. 
 
    You lean in close and whisper, ‘I’m so horny.’ 
 
    Music to my ears. 
 
    ‘Is your husband expecting you back by any time?’ I say. 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
    The doors open with a gentle ping. An elderly couple get out, talking animatedly to each other. They walk past, oblivious to our presence. We step into the lift and I press the button for my floor. The doors close. Ping. 
 
    We immediately paw at each other, kissing and grabbing like it’s our last night on earth. I lift your dress and touch your burning sex, pushing you against the wall of the elevator. You moan into my mouth and wrap your arms around my neck and part your hips wider for me. I lean against the wall on one hand, the other feverishly exploring your sex. My fingers caress and tease and stroke your hungry pussy. You moan into my mouth. 
 
    Ping. 
 
    This isn’t my floor. 
 
    We break apart as though we’ve burst into flames. You hastily grab the bottom of your dress and pull it back into place. 
 
    The doors open and a woman steps into the elevator with us. I recognize her. It’s the same woman from before, the one who caught my attention earlier today. She looks at the two of us. A look crosses her face. She knows what she just walked into, but she doesn’t say anything. She presses a button and the doors close. Ping. 
 
    I lean against the wall, trying my best to look nonchalant, putting one hand in my pocket to disguise my erection. You catch my eye, holding your hand in front of your mouth to hide a wide smile. Your erect nipples poke through the thin fabric of your dress. Your thighs are exposed. I look down at the floor, fighting the urge to laugh. 
 
    Ping. 
 
    The elevator stops on my floor. I grab your hand and lead you out of the elevator. You glance back at woman who interrupted us and wave as we turn down the hallway. 
 
    Ping 
 
    The elevator doors close behind us and we burst into gales of laughter. 
 
    ‘Holy shit!’ you say, ‘I can’t believe that!’ 
 
    ‘Did you see how jealous she looked?’ I say. 
 
    You laugh with delight. The sound is every bit as delightful as the rest of you. We stop outside my room. I take my room swipe card out and hold it over the reader for a second. The door clicks open. 
 
    ‘Would you like to come into my room?’ I say. 
 
    ‘It’s kinda hard to fuck in a hallway,’ you say. 
 
    I grin and push open the door, standing back to let you in first. You step forward, grab my tie and pull me into the room behind you. I kick the door shut with my heel. You turn and grab me again, kissing me with renewed hunger and intensity. Your hands slide under my jacket and push it away. My hands slide around your back, slipping beneath the open sides of your dress. Your skin is red-hot to the touch, and smooth against my fingers. The feel of your body drives me wild with desire. 
 
    Your nimble fingers make light work of my shirt buttons. You throw open my shirt and gently caress my firm chest, purring into my mouth as you feel me for the first time. The sensation of your warm hands on my chest sends ripples of pleasure through my body. My manhood grows firmer and stiffer in anticipation, swelling in response to your touch. 
 
    You push my shirt back, away from my shoulders. I let go of your body long enough to pull my tie free and drop it and my shirt on the floor. My hands grasp you again, this time lifting up the bottom of your dress, pushing the fabric up and exposing your bare thighs. You groan into my mouth as one hand squeezes your delicious ass and the other finds your burning quim. My fingers stroke the length of your slit, trailing along your wet lips, and I feel your body respond to my touch, your sex opening for me, your hips parting unconsciously to allow me access, your breathing changing and deepening with arousal. My fingers gently part your intimate lips and your sex opens for me. I carefully probe your entrance with one finger. You move your hips, pushing forward, granting me access to your body, allowing me to proceed. I push two fingers inside you, slowly pressing inside. You groan, your lips still locked on mine, tongue still frantically caressing mine. I push my fingers deeper inside you, marvelling at the warmth of your sex, loving the velvet-smooth feel of your pussy. 
 
    You lean back now, breaking off the kiss, a long, deep moan escaping your lips. Your fingers lace together behind my neck and you look into my eyes, your expression a mixture of lust, pleasure, and desire. I love that expression. It’s the exact moment you stop being married and become mine entirely. 
 
    My fingers explore you. Gently. Lovingly. Slowly. I probe your yearning sex, pressing deeper, hearing your groans of pleasure, feeling your body react to my exploration. You push your hips forwards, driving my fingers deeper into you, and your groan deepens. 
 
    ‘Sit on the bed,’ you say. ‘I need to taste you.’ 
 
    You don’t need to tell me twice. 
 
    I kick off my shoes and socks – I never forget the socks; no man looks good in nothing but socks – and sit on the edge of the bed, as instructed. 
 
    You take your phone out of your bag and toss it to me. 
 
    ‘Take photos for my husband,’ you say. 
 
    I grab your phone, but I don’t fire it up. Not straight away. I’ll take picture later. Right now, you belong to me, and I don’t want to miss a second. 
 
    You lift your elegant, handmade dress up over your head and toss it on the table, standing before me, wearing nothing but the red choker, a shy smile on your face. Your body is perfect. Your freshly shaven cleft glistens with arousal. Your nipples are hard and firm, begging to be licked and sucked. Your breasts are exactly the right size, and just how I like them – not fake, sitting pert and firm and way too high, but natural, beginning to lose the battle with gravity. I love every part of you. My cock throbs in my pants, hungry to feel you. 
 
    ‘Your husband is the luckiest man alive,’ I say. 
 
    ‘He knows,’ you say. ‘I remind him every night.’ 
 
    You walk over to the bed. Slowly. Taking your time. Making sure that I’m watching closely. My eyes are only for you. The room fades away in the background. You’re walking through darkness in a pool of light. You are all that I can see. 
 
    I watch you walk closer to me. My hard cock strains against my pants again. Your eyes glance down to my bulge. A hungry smile spreads over your beautiful lips. You kneel down before me and place your hand on my pants and squeeze my member. I let out a long, happy sigh. You look into my eyes as your hands find my zipper and you ease it down. You unbutton my pants. I lift my ass and you gently pull my pants down, until I’m sitting on the bed in my shorts, cock pushing up, fighting to be unleashed. 
 
    ‘Don’t forget the pictures,’ you say. 
 
    I nod. 
 
    You open the flap in my shorts and ease my hard manhood free. I tingle at the feel of your soft fingers on my smooth shaft. My stiff cock stands free at last, tall and proud, pulsing in your hand, half an inch away from your smiling lips. You look up at me one final time. 
 
    Then you go to work. 
 
    You begin by planting soft, gentle kisses on my shaft. Top. Bottom. Base. Tip. Soft and slow and gentle. You caress my cock with your lips. You worship my manhood. You lick my shaft, taking your time, teasing me, driving me wild. 
 
    I close my eyes for a long moment and groan with perfect pleasure. You are every bit as wonderful as I hoped. 
 
    I watch as you open your mouth – parting those wonderful lips at long, long last – and take me in. I groan again. You smile around my length, gently taking me into your mouth, and begin to work. I fumble with your phone for a second – it’s hard to work technology when your mouth is giving such exquisite pleasure – and take a few photos. You smile for the camera, smile for your husband, smile for me. Then I drop the phone on the bed and enjoy the moment. 
 
    You stroke my shaft and suck the head and take me to the back of your throat and moan and tease me and taste me. You go hard and fast, then soft and slow. You lick me, you stroke me, you caress me. You give me the deepest, most intense, most incredible blowjob of my entire life. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ I say, the word hissing through clenched teeth. ‘God, you’re good. Babe, I’m getting close…’ 
 
    ‘Yeah?’ You grin at me, stroking you cock with one hand, teasing your hard nipple with the other. ‘You gonna come for me?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll do whatever you want me to,’ I say. 
 
    You nod and say, ‘Come for me.’ 
 
    I lean back on the bed and watch you work. I’ve never seen a woman enjoy giving pleasure like you. I’ve seen plenty of women pretend to enjoy it, to smile and make all the right noises and say all the things guys like to hear. But you… you’re enjoying this. You suck my hard cock with a passion and a feverish delight I’ve never experienced before. I hate your husband so fucking much right now. 
 
    I feel the pressure rising inside me and let out a short gasp. Our eyes meet and you instinctively know what’s about to happen. You grin wickedly at me once more and take me deep into your mouth, sucking hard, stroking my shaft with your tongue, driving me wild. My balls tighten and I gasp as a pulsing stream of ecstasy flows into your mouth. My cock twitches and jerks with every wave, as I fill your mouth with come. You keep bobbing your head up and down my cock, eyes on mine, taking every last drop of my pleasure, until my orgasm is over. You lean back and open your mouth, so I can see my thick, white come pooling across your tongue. I snap a photo for your husband. You grin and close your mouth and swallow. I take another picture of your happy, smiling face and empty mouth. Your eyes gleam with triumph and delight and arousal. You have never looked more beautiful. 
 
    ‘God damn…’ I say. ‘That was amazing.’ 
 
    You grin that wonderful, wicked grin again. You give my sensitive cock one last stroke with a finger and stand up, your naked body right in front of me, daring me to reach out and touch you. 
 
    I wrap my arms around you and turn and throw you down on the bed. You laugh in delight as I climb on top and begin my slow, tender assault on your willing body. I kiss your neck and throat and shoulders. Your laughter slowly turns into breathless sighs and groans. I trail my lips south, across the swell of your breasts. I swirl my tongue around one hard nipple, hearing the sigh of pleasure that escapes your lips, then I kiss across your chest and tease your other breast. Your hands snake up and around my body, one gently grasping my hair, the other resting on my back, keeping me close to you. 
 
    I move slowly down your body now, teasing your sensitive body with my tongue, planting soft little kisses on your stomach, drawing closer to my prize. You let go of me and I climb down off the bed, kneeling on the floor between your legs. Your soft, wet, delicate lips yearn for me. I lean forward and kiss your sex, tasting you, feeling the heat of your desire on my face. 
 
    You groan and part your legs wider for me. I kiss you again, my lips finding your sensitive clit. I trail my tongue along your slit. You groan again, your intimate lips parting, growing pink and inflamed with arousal, becoming slicker with excitement. I delve my tongue inside you, swirling it around, tasting you, listening to your moans and gasps of pleasure. Your taste is divine. I flick my tongue inside you, across your slick entrance, up your wet slit, and tease your firm clit. Your breathing changes again, slowly becoming shallower and faster, your moans growing longer and deeper between each gasp for air. 
 
    As I tease you, I gently squeeze and stroke my limp cock with one hand, carefully willing myself back to life. 
 
    I gently suck your clit and swirl my tongue around it, driving your body wild. Your hips begin to gently rock and buck, pushing your sex towards me, granting me better access. I swirling my tongue around your clit, gently teasing you, pushing you closer and closer to climax with every passing second. 
 
    As your moans get louder, I gently slide two fingers inside your pussy again. You gasp and lift your legs, locking your ankles together behind my head. I gently pump your dripping entrance, fucking you with two fingers, as I continue to tease and taste you with my tongue. 
 
    Your moans reach a fever pitch. I feel your body stiffen beneath me. You are close to the edge. I fuck your pussy with my fingers. I flick my tongue across your clit. I let my hot breath fall over your sensitive sex. I will you to climax with my thoughts. I stroke my stiffening cock, preparing myself to fuck you. 
 
    ‘Oh!’ you gasp. 
 
    Your orgasm overpowers you. A wordless cry of delight bursts from your lips. You grasp the bed. Your body shakes. Your pussy grips my fingers tight, holding them inside, keeping them still. I continue to tease your clit, even as your cries of passion hit a high pitch and you finally gasping and breathe again. You lay on the bed, shaking, totally at my mercy. 
 
    ‘Okay…’ you say, in a breathless, passionate voice. ‘I need you to fuck me.’ 
 
    Music to my ears. 
 
    I kiss your dripping sex one final time and stand up. I reach into my travel bag and take out a fresh box of condoms. You watch me put tear into the foil packet, a smile on your face. 
 
    ‘How do you want this?’ I say, placing the latex ring over the head of my shaft and gently unrolling it down my length. 
 
    ‘Like this,’ you say. ‘First.’ 
 
    ‘First?’ I say, with a grin. ‘I like a woman who aims high.’ 
 
    I climb onto the bed, crawling over you. You trail a finger over my slick lips. 
 
    ‘Wow,’ you say. ‘I came hard.’ 
 
    ‘I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did.’ 
 
    You pull me close and kiss me, tasting yourself on my lips and tongue. I gently move my hips and slowly enter you for the first time, my head pushing inside your yearning entrance. You break off the kiss, groaning at the sensation, looking into my eyes, your arms wrapping around my body, your hips raising to meet mine. 
 
    I sink deep inside you, filling you completely. Your burning sex grips my firm shaft, welcoming me. You feel every bit as wonderful as I had hoped. 
 
    We move as one, gently at first, growing used the feel of our bodies. You moan passionately, your hips moving on their own as I gently rock back and forth, my member slowly driving deep inside you with every thrust. 
 
    ‘God,’ I say, ‘this feels so good.’ 
 
    ‘Fuck me hard,’ you say. 
 
    I lean back and start to move faster, my hips rocking quicker with every stroke, filling you like a piston, pumping back and forth. Your moans deepen. Music to my ears. 
 
    I get to my knees and grab your ankles in my hands and holding your legs wide open. You look at me, mouth open in a wide O of pleasure, one hand gripping the bed, as I fuck you hard and fast, pounding you, filling you over and over. You bring your other hand down to your cleft and play with yourself, teasing your clit as I fuck you. 
 
    Your climax hits hard and fast, knocking all the air out of your lungs. 
 
    ‘Shit, shit, shit!’ you say, gasping the words out between long, deep groans of delight. Your sex grips my shaft, but I don’t stop. I can’t stop. I need this as badly as you do. 
 
    As your climax begins to subside, I release your ankles and lean down over you. I keep fucking you, grinding against your clit with my pubic bone, pounding your hard and faster. You grab me and pull my head down into my shoulder, locking me in place. Your cries of pleasure are intoxicating. 
 
    I finally slow my thrusts and whisper, ‘On your knees.’ 
 
    You nod and let go. I ease back – hearing you moan as my length slides out of you, covered in your delicious juices – and you roll onto your front. You get to your knees, your perfect ass presented to me, and for a second I consider asking if I can fuck your other, tighter hole. But the moment passes. Maybe later. Right now, I need to be inside you. 
 
    I push forward and enter you again. You moan with delight and I spank your ass and fuck your tight pussy hard and fast, just how you want it. You come again, long and loud and passionately. Your body tightens and releases, contracts and explodes. Over and over. Your cries get louder. Your moans grow longer. Your pleasure increases with every passing second. I lose count of the number of times I make you come. 
 
    I grab your phone off the bed and snap a few pictures of my length sliding in and out of your tight slit. I grab your ass and gently hold you open to get a better view. I hope your husband enjoys viewing these photos as much as I enjoyed taking them. 
 
    Then, finally, I feel another wave of pressure building deep down in the pit of my stomach. My tender balls clench and I grip your ass. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Come on me,’ you say. ‘Come on my ass.’ 
 
    I grunt acknowledgement and fuck you as hard as I can for a few long moments. I don’t want to stop. I want this to last all night. But it can’t. You’re too good, your body is too tight, your sex too perfect for me to hold out any longer. I pull out and grasp the condom with trembling fingers and tear it off. I grip your ass with one hand and stroke my hard, wet length with the other. 
 
    You moan and groan and beg me to come. You beg to come on you, to come all over your ass, to come on your married ass and mark my territory. 
 
    Music to my ears. 
 
    I groan and grunt as my cock pulses in my hand. The first drops of sticky white fluid are ejected from the tip of my length, cascading across your ass, leaving a trail like candle wax on your skin. You groan with deep, delicious satisfaction, until I am finally finished, and your ass is marked with my spend. I grab your phone and snap a couple of pictures for your husband. You groan with pleasure, reaching a hand back to gently stimulate your tired, aching sex once more. I smile to myself. You’re insatiable. I love it. 
 
    I collapse next to you on the bed, breathing hard. You lay on your front, face on your arms, one eye visible, looking at me. Your eye gleams with mischief and love and life. 
 
    ‘That was amazing,’ you say. 
 
    ‘You were fantastic.’ 
 
    I use the last of my energy to roll on my side and kiss your damp forehead. 
 
    ‘How long do I have you for?’ I say. 
 
    ‘How long do you want me?’ 
 
    I smile and drape my arm across your back. I want you to stay with me forever, but we both know that you won’t. At some point, you have to go back to your husband. 
 
    But, for tonight, you’re mine. 
 
    I pull you on top of me and begin round three. 
 
      
 
    ### 
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‘He’s going to be here in fifteen minutes,’ Sophia says. ‘You remember the rules, right?’ 
 
    I nod, nervous and excited. I keep glancing out the window, expecting to see his car cruising down the sun-baked street toward the house. I jump every time I hear a car engine. This will be his third visit to our home and I don’t know which one of us is more excited about it. 
 
    ‘You sure?’ Sophia says. ‘You want to repeat them back to me?’ 
 
    ‘Rule one,’ I say, tearing my eyes from the window and looking at my beautiful wife as she stands in front of the mirror, checking herself over. ‘Rule one is that your pleasure is the most important. I can’t come until you decide.’ 
 
    Sophia nods at me. She pouts at her reflection, checking the ruby-red lipstick coating her perfect lips. I feel a twinge of jealousy for the man that will enjoy the feel of those lips on his body. 
 
    ‘Rule two,’ I say, sitting down on the edge of our bed, ‘I have to watch from outside so that everyone can see how pathetic I am. I must stand in the front yard and watch through the window.’ 
 
    Sophia adjusts her breasts, making sure they strain against the low cut of her top. It’s a beautiful blue shirt that hugs her curves perfectly, flaunting her toned and tight figure. 
 
    ‘Rule three is that if anybody asks me what’s happening, I have to answer honestly. I have to look them in the eye and say, I’m watching that man fuck my wife because he does it better than me.’ 
 
    Sophia’s gaze shifts to my face for a second, watching me in the mirror as I sit behind her on the bed. She gently lifts her short skirt up, exposing a glimpse of her blue panties. My throat goes dry for a second. 
 
    ‘R-rule four,’ I say, struggling to keep my mind on track, ‘is that I may not enter the house until he is finished with you. I must be good and watch. And I must not assume that he is finished after he comes the first time. Just because I can’t satisfy you, doesn’t mean he can’t either. And I can’t assume that you’re finished with him. You’re a good little slut.’ 
 
    Sophia raises an eyebrow and clears her throat. 
 
    ‘For him,’ I say, correcting myself. ‘For him, you’re a good little slut. Not for me. For me, you’re a good wife.’ 
 
    Sophia nods and resumes her final preparations. She runs her hands down the front of her shirt, smoothing the fabric. Her dark hair is up in a neat bun. She slips on a pair of thick-framed glasses. She knows I like the quiet, subdued librarian look and she wants to torment me. The outfit and glasses perfectly suit her body. She’s a beautiful, petite woman with a slender frame and soft skin. Her legs look incredible right now and the blue shirt hugs her upper body in just the right way. The skirt is just short enough to tease what might be underneath without revealing the curve of her ass. She wears simple back heels on her feet. She looks incredible right now. my heart swells with love and desire for her, even though I know this is all part of the game – she dresses like this because I like it, but I’m not the one who will get to take it off. 
 
    ‘Last rule?’ she says, adjusting the glasses on her beautiful face. 
 
    ‘Rule five,’ I say, ‘is that I can’t stop anything that happens. He does what he wants to you.’ 
 
    ‘And I will let him,’ she says, almost wistfully, pleased with her look for today. She turns to face me, sliding the glasses down her nose and looking at me over the frame. ‘How do I look?’ 
 
    ‘Amazing,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Would you like to fuck me?’ she says, her tone playful. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, looking her up and down, from her bare feet to her carefully tightened hair. ‘Yes, I really would like to fuck you.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe later,’ she says. ‘After he’s finished with me. I’m not sure if I’ll be able to feel you after he’s had me, though. And I might be too tired, so you might have to jerk off by yourself.’ 
 
    ‘Anything you want,’ I say. ‘But will you wear the glasses again for me?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ she says, suddenly stern. ‘These are for him. All this-’ she gestures down at her body with a hand ‘-all this is for him.’ 
 
    She grabs my hand and lifts it up, standing before me, parting her legs. She places my hand under her skirt, between her thighs. I can feel her excitement through the thin fabric of her underwear. My fingers quiver with excitement. 
 
    ‘This is for him, too,’ she says. ‘I shaved it especially for him. He likes me shaved and clean and wet for him. So, say goodbye to it for now. This doesn’t belong to you anymore.’ 
 
    ‘Goodbye,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Give it a kiss goodbye,’ she says. 
 
    I slip off the bed and fall to my knees before her. She lifts her skirt up again, exposing her panties to me. I lean in and place my lips over her freshly shaven cleft and kiss her deeply. She giggles above me. I can smell the scent of her arousal, feel the heat of her excitement, sense the burning desire in her yearning body. My beautiful wife. All dressed up for another man. 
 
    Sophia checks her watch. 
 
    ‘Ten minutes to go,’ she says, smiling to herself. ‘I want you to go ait outside now.’ 
 
    I stand up and glance out the window once more. 
 
    ‘When he gets here,’ Sophia says with a sparkle in her eyes, ‘I want you to hold the door open for him and shake his hand. Can you do that for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, walking across the bedroom. ‘I can do that.’ 
 
    ‘And when he’s done fucking me, I want you to shake his hand again and thank him for doing such a good job.’ 
 
    ‘What if he does a bad job?’ I say, pausing at the door. 
 
    Sophia cocks an eyebrow. 
 
    ‘He’s not you,’ she says. ‘He doesn’t know how to do a bad job.’ 
 
    I jog downstairs and walk out through the front door. The sun is pretty hot today, but I can see some clouds coming in fast. Hopefully it won’t be too hot. Last time the guy came over; I had to bring a bottle of water because the heat was so intense. I watched from the front yard as he trailed ice cubes across my wife’s body. I saw her squeal with delight as he teased her body. I watched through the window as my wife begged him to fuck her. She’s never begged me to fuck her before, and she probably never will. Her lover is for more skilful than I am, what use could she possibly have for me? 
 
    I shade my face and look around. The neighborhood is quiet today. That’s good. As excited as I am about being made a cuckold by my wife, I don’t actually want the neighbors to know about our arrangement. Our rules are more guidelines than laws. But the thought of other people knowing about our lifestyle turns her on. She gets off on my subjugation. I get off on it, too. 
 
    I stand in front of the living room window and peer in. Sophia has already set the room up, ready for use. The camp bed is unfolded in the centre of the room and there is a selection of oils and lubricants close by in case he wants to use any of them on her. I must shield my face from the sun’s glare to be able to see it all in proper detail. I hope the clouds provide some cover from the glare so I can watch properly. Frustrating as it is to watch another man fuck your wife, it’s even worse when you can’t see it all clearly. 
 
    I hear a door slam and turn in the direction of the sound. It’s Jackson, the guy who lives across the street from us. My stomach clenches just looking at him. He reminds me of all those bullies in high school. Jackson is almost as wide as his front door, packed solid with muscle. He wouldn’t look out of place in a cage fight. Hell, he’d probably win the championship. 
 
    Jackson knows he looks good and loves to show off his body, often walking by his windows without a shirt on. Sometimes he even does a workout on the front lawn so everyone can see how perfectly sculpted he is. I think he gets off on all the attention. Right now, he’s wearing a sleeveless vest top that looks to be at least one size too small. It stretches across his torso, clinging to his muscular frame. His skin is tanned, but I can never tell if it’s from the sun or from a bottle. His thick arms glisten in the sunlight. He’s probably already done a workout at home. Now it looks like he’s leaving to head to head to the gym. He carries a bulging gym bag in one hand as he heads for this sports car on the drive.  
 
    I watch as he unlocks the door, throws his bag on the passenger seat and shuts the door again. He pauses and nods at me, raising a hand in greeting. I nod back. 
 
    ‘Mornin neighbor,’ he says, calling across the road. ‘Beautiful day, ain’t it?’ 
 
    ‘It is,’ I say glancing up at the sky. It’s as blue as Sophia’s tight shirt, though there are some clouds far to the south that look to be coming this way. 
 
    ‘What you doin?’ he says. ‘Gardenin?’ 
 
    I glance down at myself. I’m standing out on the front lawn, barefoot, wearing my slacks. I probably look kind of weird right now. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Gonna do some gardening.’ 
 
    ‘If you need any help,’ Jackson says, ‘you know, liftin stuff, the heavy work, you know where to find me!’ 
 
    He flexes an arm, as though I need proof how strong he is. A muscle the size of my head bulges on his bicep. 
 
    ‘Good to know,’ I say, wishing he will get in the car and go away. 
 
    He doesn’t. To my horror, he starts walking towards me. I glance back through the window, into the front room. Sophia isn’t there yet. She must still be in the bedroom, getting herself ready. 
 
    Jackson crosses the street. He walks across my yard and stands next to me. 
 
    ‘You know,’ he says, ‘I’ve started a business as a trainer.’ 
 
    ‘Huh?’ I say, forcing myself to concentrate on him. 
 
    ‘A trainer,’ he says. ‘Like a personal trainer. I go down the gym, help people work out, develop, and get bigger. Like me.’ 
 
    ‘That’s… that’s good,’ I say, wondering why the hell this guy won’t get in the car and go away. Sophia will be downstairs any second. Her lover will turn up any second. 
 
    ‘So, if you ever want to get in shape,’ he says, poking my soft stomach with a finger thicker than a slab of beef, ‘I’d be happy to train you. I’ll even do you a discount, because we’re friends and all.’ He smiles at me, his perfectly white teeth standing out against his tanned face. 
 
    ‘Thanks,’ I say. ‘I’ll definitely think about it.’ 
 
    ‘Here, lemme give ya a card.’ 
 
    He reaches into his back pocket a takes out a small white rectangle of card. He hands it to me. It’s a professionally printed business card, with his name and number embossed on one side. 
 
    ‘Turn it over,’ he says. 
 
    I turn the card over. On the back is a picture of Jackson, shirtless, every muscle individually embossed like the letters on the front. 
 
    ‘That’s great,’ I say, forcing a smile. 
 
    ‘Ain’t it just?’ he says, slapping me on the back with one massive hand. I almost stumble forwards. ‘Say… no Sophia today?’ 
 
    There it is. The real reason he’s standing here next to me. That’s the other reason I don’t like him, aside from his irritating physical perfection. I see the way he looks at my wife. I see the hunger in his eyes. I know he sometimes shakes his head in disbelief at our marriage. And I also know that Sophia often blushes and tucks a strand of hair behind her ear when he talks to her. She likes him. She denies it, but she likes him. Yeah, maybe I am a jealous husband, but I think in this case I have a right to be jealous. This man is everything I am not. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘I think she’s upstairs. Probably getting ready. You know, to help me with the garden.’ 
 
    ‘Shame I missed her,’ he says. ‘I guess I’d better be goin, got a client waitin at the gym. See you later, yeah?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. 
 
    He slaps me on the shoulder again and walks back across the road. He raises a hand at me again as he gets into the driver’s seat and hits the gas. His tires squeal as the car jolts forward and he accelerates down the street. After a few seconds, he is gone from sight. A few seconds after that and the sound of his roaring engine fades away, leaving the neighborhood silent once more. 
 
    I squeeze the business card into a ball and toss it aside. I look back through the window to see Sophia entering. Her make up is finished and perfect, hair perfectly restrained in a bun. She smiles at me as I look her up and down, mouth open. How the hell did I get so lucky? 
 
    Sophia stands next to the camp bed and smiles at me. As I watch, she raises her hands – freshly painted nails catching the light – and squeezes her breasts gently. The message is obvious. I can look, but I can’t touch. Holy shit, I wish I could touch! 
 
    She stops touching herself and sits down on the camp bed, a smile on her lips and excitement in her eyes. I can see her chest rising and falling. She’s breathing hard. The anticipation is killing both of us. I wonder who is more excited about this; me, the man who gets to watch; or her, the married woman who gets to take a lover? 
 
    A few slow, quiet minutes drag past. Then I hear it on the air. The sound of a car coming this way. My heart skips a beat. Then the car comes into view. A small black car, driven by a familiar-looking man. The car slows, turns into the drive, and stops. The engine cuts out and the driver climbs from the seat. He waves at me. 
 
    Ethan is here. 
 
    My wife’s lover has arrived. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    First, I do exactly as Sophia asked. I extend my hand as he walks across the yard. 
 
    ‘Good to see you again, Ethan,’ I say. 
 
    ‘No worries,’ he says. He shakes my hand like it’s the most natural thing in the world. 
 
    ‘Good drive?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Not bad,’ he says. ‘Traffic was kinda heavy getting off the freeway, hope I’m not late? It’s rude to keep a lady waiting.’ 
 
    I laugh and shake my head. Ethan is a good guy. Funny, effortlessly comfortable, and very generous in the bedroom. He understands the arrangement Sophia and I have and is happy to visit us every two weeks to satisfy her needs. He’s a good-looking black guy, maybe a couple of years younger than me, with a charming smile and thick, dark hair cut close to his scalp. He’s in good shape – not so big and muscular as Jackson, but much more toned than I am. 
 
    I walk in front of him and hold the door open, like Sophia asked. Ethan smiles at me and walks into my home. He turns into the living room and stops when he sees my wife. 
 
    ‘Hello again,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Hi,’ Sophia says, a smile spreading across her face. She looks at me behind him and nods. I pull the door almost closed, leaving it ajar so I can hear them, and return to my place at the window. Their voices are muted, but I can see the scene playing out in front of me, like watching a TV with the volume down low. The clouds are starting to move across the sun now, blocking some of the glare. I can see everything perfectly. Ethan checks out my wife’s outfit, a smile on her face. She twirls for him. 
 
    ‘How have you been?’ Ethan says, hugging my wife to his chest. Her petite frame is almost swallowed up by his large figure. 
 
    Her reply is muffled by his chest. 
 
    ‘Me too,’ he says. 
 
    Her hands begin to slowly move around his body, sliding down his back to his belt. I watch as her delicate fingers follow the belt around to the front. 
 
    ‘Eager?’ he says. 
 
    She giggles. 
 
    I watch my wife slowly unbuckle Ethan’s pants. She pulls down his zipper and pops the button. His pants fall to the floor. She kisses him passionately, Ethan’s hands roaming around her body. He caresses her tender ass, giving the firm curve a playful squeeze as he does, while my wife intertwines her fingers behind his head, holding him in place, keeping his lips pressed against hers. I can’t hear this, so I imagine the sound of their kiss. But I can see their tongues softly caressing one another in their passionate embrace. 
 
    Finally, Sophia releases him, breathing hard. She is smiling, her beautiful face lighting up the entire world. She glances at me, a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. She leans towards Ethan, standing on her toes, and whispers something into his ear. He nods and bends down to retrieve something from under the camp bed. He stands up holding something metallic. It glints as the light catches it. He walks over to me at the window. I can see the object in his hand more clearly. A pair of handcuffs. He opens the two front windows. 
 
    ‘My lover,’ he says, nodding back to Sophia, ‘requests that you wear these today.’ 
 
    I hold out my hand to take the cuffs. 
 
    ‘No,’ Ethan says. ‘Put your hands through the window.’ 
 
    I hold out my hands to him. He snaps a cuff on one wrist. 
 
    ‘Put your other hand around the window frame,’ he says. 
 
    I suddenly realize what Sophia wants. I put my other hand through the second open window. Ethan snaps the cuff around my other wrist. I am now handcuffed to the window frame, unable to move. Sophia’s eyes sparkle, her chest heaving with excitement, a naughty smile on her beautiful lips. I feel excitement spreading through my body, my manhood beginning to stiffen and grow at the idea of what my wife has planned for today. She wants me to be utterly helpless while she fucks Ethan. I like the idea, too. Makes me feel like I’m being forced to watch against my will, like Ethan has broken into our house and I’m helpless as he ravages my wife. Maybe I’ll suggest the idea to Sophia tonight. She likes a little spicy roleplay. 
 
    Sophia blows me a kiss as Ethan returns to his position at her side, kicking off his pants as he goes. She pulls him into her again for another long kiss, crushing her body against his as though trying to fuse them together as one. Her attention is now totally focussed on him. While the show is for my benefit, my wife won’t spare me another thought until she is satisfied. 
 
    Her hands slip inside his shirt, sliding the fabric up his body, exposing Ethan’s firm torso. He lifts his arms up and she removes the shirt, tossing it away. Ethan is now in my living room in his underwear. I can see his member growing stiff and firm in his shorts. 
 
    Sophia kisses his chest, trailing her fingers across his rich, dark skin, slowly sinking to her knees before him, like a priestess worshipping at an altar, her pale skin perfectly contrasting on his dark torso. She smiles up at him as her fingers gently snake over the waistband of his shorts. A grin spreads over his face, reacting to the excitement in her eyes. 
 
    My wife gently peels his shorts down, exposing his naked body. Ethan’s manhood springs free from his confines, half-erect, but already thicker than my own length. Sophia loves to remind me how much Ethan stretches her entrance when we make love after he leaves. Ethan’s member stirs as I watch, as though waking from a long sleep, stretching towards Sophia’s face. Sophia lets his shorts fall to the floor, her eyes fixed on the thick, black prize before her. She gently grips it by the base, still smiling like a kid at Christmas, and flicks her tongue across his deep purple head, teasing him. His body responds, and his half-erect manhood begins to grow larger and stiffer in her hand. Sophia plants a kiss on his shaft, a soft, loving kiss, and starts to stroke his manhood. Ethan sighs and closes his eyes as my wife begins to pleasure him. 
 
    It’s a strange thing, being a cuckold to your wife. There are plenty of conflicting emotions you experience when you watch your wife give herself to another. Firstly, there’s the jealousy. You are watching another man become intimate with your wife. It’s natural to feel jealousy, even betrayal, but you must keep in mind that this is about her not you. Anybody who can’t handle that fact shouldn’t even consider this lifestyle. Secondly, there is the feeling of inadequacy. Some guys get into this because they like watching their wives have sex. Other get into this because they like watching their wives have better sex. I can’t deny that Ethan is a far superior lover than I am. He is better endowed, he lasts longer, he brings my wife to better climaxes than I could even dream about. I am far inferior to him. Part of me likes knowing this. Another part of me hates it. But Sophia only reminds me about my own failings on the days when Ethan visits. Every other day, she is mine and mine alone. It’s like a game we play. But the most important thing I have learned since becoming her cuckold is that the world doesn’t revolve around me. I might be the love of her life, but I am not the centre of her universe. This is an important thing to know, and there are many guys out there who would benefit from learning this. I am the man she chose to marry, nothing more. Our wedding rings might bind us together, but it doesn’t mean that she owes me anything, or that I have any right to her body. It simply means we share our life. And that means we share our bed, too – with others, if necessary. 
 
    The clouds overhead start to obstruct the sun, slowly at first, as little puffy offshoots of white that broke off from the main body pass over the shining surface. It provides some welcome shade. 
 
    Sophia passionately sucks Ethan’s hard member, making the shaft slick and slippery with her tongue. She uses her skilled hands to caress and stroke and tease him the whole time, occasionally letting his length out of her mouth for long enough to flick her tongue across his sensitive balls. I hear Ethan moan and sigh. He talks to Sophia under his breath, giving her encouragement I can’t quite hear from outside. As he talks, she resumes sucking his shaft, now with renewed passion and excitement. I wish I knew what he said to hear. I wish she would take my manhood with as much enthusiasm as she takes his. 
 
    ‘Okay, okay,’ Ethan says. ‘I’m gonna have to stop you, girl, or this’ll be all over real fast.’ 
 
    Sophia lets him slide out of her mouth, flicking her tongue across his head one final time. She giggles up at him, the picture of innocence. Ethan pauses and takes a condom from his pants pocket. Sophia watches him carefully slide the latex sheathe into place with rapt attention, eagerly anticipating what comes next. 
 
    Ethan holds out a hand and helps Sophia to her feet. Now he slips his hands under her shirt and gently removes her clothing. First the shirt, then the skirt. Finally, the underwear. He leaves the glasses on. 
 
    Ethan lies down on the camp bed, his feet towards me. His dark member stands firm and strong, draped across his stomach. He gestures to Sophia. She gets to her feet and straddles him, turning her back to me. I watch as my wife carefully positions herself over her lover’s firm length. Then I grip window frame as I watch her slowly sink down onto his thick shaft. I watch as her tight sex opens to accept him, the muscles easing and loosening to allow him access to her body. She tosses her head back and I hear delirious moan of pleasure as she sinks down, further and further, taking his member deep inside her. My mouth hangs open and I breathe hard, watching my petite wife take his huge length. It must be touching her womb, surely. My slacks tighten and bunch with my arousal. 
 
    Sophia rides her lover. She takes her time, growing accustomed to his size again, allowing herself to enjoy every moment. Ethan is a gentle and patient lover. He puts his hands behind his head at first, letting Sophia take the lead. After a long, slow, passionate build up, he places his hands on her hips and begins to aid her movement, lifting her and pulling her down. Sophia moans long and loud, almost one continuous, breathless stream of erotic pleasure. It’s not long before she reaches her first climax, crying out Ethan’s name as she rises and falls, taking his length deep inside her. I wish I could touch myself as I watch her, but it’s one of the rules. She wants my focus to be on her, not on myself. She’s doing this for me, after all. 
 
    The clouds overhead slowly roll along, eventually covering up the sun, with no break in sight. The sudden cooling is nice. Pleasant, even. Maybe it’ll start to get cold in the next half hour or so, but right now it feels nice. 
 
    Inside the living room, my wife and her lover take their time. They are gentle, considerate, passionate lovers together. My heart aches for her. I wish I was half as good in bed as Ethan is. After a while, they change positions. Sophia lays on the camp bed, her legs open wide, as Ethan mounts her. He pumps her gently, filling her with every stroke. Her cries of delight grow slowly faster and more intense as he increases his pace. After building up his pace, he leans back, gripping her ankles, opening her legs wide, thrusting harder and faster. She climaxes again, screaming his name once more, telling him how good he feels, how deep he is, how much better a lover he is than me. 
 
    Then, finally, he leans down over her, their bodies melding into one form. She wraps her arms and legs around him, holding him tight. He thrusts a few more times, then lets out a deep, guttural moan, a sound of pure masculine pleasure, a sound of dominance. My wife cries out one more time. Then they both lie still, their bodies locked together, his member buried deep inside her. They stay that way for a long time, whispering to one another, words I can’t hear from where I am. 
 
    They take their time uncoupling from one another. Sophia runs gentle, loving hands across Ethan’s body as he carefully withdraws from her. She smiles, contended, as he sits up on the camp bed and removes the condom, his thick length slowly wilting. I get another stab of jealousy. Even his wilted length is more impressive than mine at full power. 
 
    Ethan stands over my wife. He leans down and kisses her passionately. She lies on the camp bed, legs open towards me, showing her body, letting me see the aftermath of her lover’s visit. Her sex is wide, soaking wet, the lips inflamed and raw. Her body never looks like that when I’m finished. Only a real man would leave her that way. Sophia remains on her back, exhausted, as Ethan begins dressing. I glance at my watch. They’ve been making love for almost an hour. Longer if you include the teasing and the blowjob beforehand. 
 
    Then I hear a noise that makes my stomach clench. A car, coming towards us. Not just any car – his car. The roar of a sports car engine shatters the quiet of our little street, before tyres squeal and Jackson brakes hard, almost skidding into his driveway. Asshole knows how to make an entrance. 
 
    I look over my shoulder as far as I can with my hands trapped. Jackson climbs out of his car. He opens his front door and tosses his gym bag into his hallway. I silently beg him to go indoors, to head inside and go away. 
 
    But he doesn’t. 
 
    Jackson walks across his yard, heading in my direction. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck!’ I say. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ Sophia says, looking up at me with her face full of concern. 
 
    ‘Jackson!’ I say in an urgent whisper. ‘He’s coming this way!’ 
 
    Sophia smiles at me. She closes her legs and lies flat on the camp bed. Totally naked. Totally exposed. And perfectly visible to anyone at the window. 
 
    ‘What’s rule three, honey?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Huh?’ 
 
    ‘Rule three,’ she says. ‘I know you know it.’ 
 
    My heart drops into my stomach. I’m okay with a lot of people knowing about my wife’s lover and my fetish for watching them together. I would be okay if my friends knew about this. I would be okay if have the neighborhood knew about this. I would even be okay if my brother knew. But not him. Not Jackson! 
 
    ‘If he asks what I’m doing,’ I say, grimacing, the words sounding so much worse than they did earlier this morning, ‘I have to say I’m watching that man fuck my wife because he does it better than me.’ 
 
    Ethan glances from her to me and back again as he slips back into his pants, a smile on his face. 
 
    ‘Wives are crazy, man,’ he says with a shake of his head. ‘That’s why I’m staying single.’ He picks up his shirt and pulls it over his head. 
 
    ‘Man, ya ain’t gonna believe this shit,’ Jackson says from behind me. ‘My client didn’t even show! What an asshole!’ 
 
    I try to pull back, to turn around and head him off, to stop him from getting any closer, but my hands are cuffed together on the other side of the window frame. I can’t move. 
 
    ‘What’re ya still doin out here?’ Jackson says. ‘It’s s’posed to rain, ya know.’ 
 
    Then he stops dead, standing right next to me, staring through the window into the living room, observing the scene. My wife, naked, used, still breathing hard, a smile on her face. The tall, well-built black man standing over her, adjusting his clothes. Me, with my hands locked around the window frame. 
 
    Jackson’s jaw drops. 
 
    ‘What the fuck?’ he says, eyes darting left and right. ‘What the fuck?’ He turns to me, but his eyes remain fixed on my naked wife. ‘What the fuck are ya doin, bro?’ 
 
    I grit my teeth and clench my trapped fists. I look at his face, 
 
    ‘I’m watching that man,’ I say, almost choking on the words, ‘fuck my wife…’ 
 
    ‘You fuckin what, bro?’ 
 
    ‘…because he does it better than me.’ 
 
    ‘He fucked your wife?’ Jackson’s jaw drops open again. ‘And you fuckin watched?’ 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘Ya want me to kick his fuckin ass?’ 
 
    Before I can say anything, Jackson shoves the front door open and steps inside the house. I watch through the window as he barges into the living room, fists clenched, ready to throw down. Ethan raises his hands. Sophia sits up. Everybody begins talking at once. 
 
    ‘It’s a game!’ Sophia says. 
 
    ‘Hey man, I was invited!’ Ethan says. 
 
    ‘You fucked my bro’s wife?’ Jackson says. 
 
    ‘No, stop it!’ I say. 
 
    Jackson pauses, one accusatory finger pointing at Ethan’s chest. He looks around the room. Takes in the setup. The camp bed. The naked wife. The husband outside, looking in. the condom wrapper. The bottles of lube. His eyes widen. 
 
    ‘Oh,’ he says. ‘Oh, fuck.’ 
 
    ‘We cool, man?’ Ethan says. 
 
    Jackson nods, slowly. He blinks a couple of times, as though processing what he sees. 
 
    Ethan leans down and kisses Sophia again. 
 
    ‘I’ll see you next time,’ he says. ‘I think I should probably get out of here.’ 
 
    He stands and walks out of the house. I think he nods to me as he passes, I don’t know. I’m staring at Jackson, standing over my naked wife in our living room. I’m not sure I like the look on his face. Somewhere behind me, Ethan’s car revs into life and peels away. 
 
    Jackson looks down at Sophia, then up to me. 
 
    ‘So, this guy comes over and fucks your wife…’ he says, ‘and you just watch?’ 
 
    ‘That’s rule two,’ Sophia says. She sits up on the camp bed, facing me, Jackson behind her. Her firm breasts look shiny with sweat. ‘Tell him rule two, honey.’ 
 
    ‘I have to watch from outside,’ I say, ‘so everyone can see how pathetic I am.’ 
 
    Jackson shakes his head. 
 
    ‘Some fucking guy dicks your wife and you let him,’ he says. ‘That is fucking pathetic.’ 
 
    I rattle the cuffs on my wrists. 
 
    ‘Honey?’ I say. ‘It’s over now, can you let me out?’ 
 
    Sophia looks at me. A devilish smile spreads across her face. 
 
    ‘Not yet,’ she says. 
 
    ‘H-honey?’ 
 
    ‘Repeat rule four,’ she says. 
 
    ‘I can’t enter the house until he’s finished.’ 
 
    ‘And rule five?’ 
 
    ‘I can’t stop it.’ 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ she says. She stands up and turns to face Jackson, showing him her tight, petite figure. His eyes sweep her up and down, his jaw slack. I wonder how many times he’s pictured my wife’s body in his mind. 
 
    ‘Holy shit,’ he says. 
 
    ‘You scared off Ethan,’ she says. I can hear a pretend pout in her voice. ‘We didn’t get to play again.’ 
 
    Jackson looks up at me, at the handcuffs binding me in place. 
 
    He smiles. 
 
    ‘I guess I better help ya out with that, huh?’ he says. 
 
    I pull desperately on the handcuffs, trying to break the window frame. I’d rather destroy my own house than watch him with my wife! But the cold metal bites into my wrists, leaving a deep mark in the flesh. I give up and start banging the cuffs against the frame. 
 
    Sophia walks towards me. She bends to pick something up as she nears. 
 
    ‘Honey?’ she says. ‘Come here.’ 
 
    I lean in and open my mouth to tell how much I hate this idea, how I really don’t want to do this anymore, how much I hate Jackson. She shoves something in my mouth. Something small. Delicate. Made of thin cloth. Her panties. 
 
    ‘You made the rules,’ Sophia says. ‘You were the one who said I could have lovers.’ 
 
    I try to speak but the panties muffle my words. 
 
    ‘Shh,’ Sophia says. ‘Just watch.’ 
 
    She turns away from me and walks over to Jackson, my enemy, the neighborhood asshole, my bully. His massive frame looms over her. She steps up onto her toes and kisses him. I screw my eyes shut. Something wet hits me on the shoulder. I look at my shoulder. There is a wet mark, a splash. Another one lands on my back. And another on the grass behind me. I look around in sudden dawning horror. It starts to rain. A downpour, a sudden summer burst. Water splashes down all around me. It cascades off the roof, pouring down into the gutters, flowing all around me. Within a few seconds, my shirt and slacks are soaked through. 
 
    Sophia and Jackson don’t notice. He is shirtless, his absurdly oversized muscles bulging and throbbing as she runs her curious hands over them. He grins down at her. Sophia’s hands slide further down his body, trailing over his biceps, his pecs, his abs… all the way down to his waistband. 
 
    I screw my eyes shut again and pray that he has a small dick. Please, dear God, let him have a small dick... 
 
    Sophia tugs down his shorts and his penis springs out. My heart sinks. Sophia’s eyes widen and her mouth opens in a perfect O. Jackson is not nearly as thick as Ethan, but he’s longer, by at least a full inch. It’s almost the same length as my petite wife’s forearm. 
 
    ‘Oh, my God,’ Sophia says. ‘Holy shit!’ 
 
    ‘Bigger than ya husband, huh?’ Jackson says. 
 
    ‘Way bigger!’ Sophia says. The delight in her voice is like an icy dagger to my heart. ‘This is the biggest thing I’ve ever seen!’ 
 
    ‘I hope ya know what to do with it.’ 
 
    ‘I have a few ideas,’ Sophia says, giggling. For the second time today, I watch her sink to her knees in front of another man. She kisses the head and giggles again as his member twitches in response. 
 
    ‘No!’ I say, my voice lost by the gag in my mouth. I don’t want to watch this. But there is nowhere else to look. Chilly rain water splashes down on me in a furious downpour. I stand closer to the window to try and hide under the guttering, but a light breeze blows the rain into my back. 
 
    ‘Ah fuck, babe, that’s fuckin amazin!’ Jackson says, looking down at my wife. Her head bobs back and forth with enthusiasm. I can’t see what she’s doing with her hands, but it looks like she’s using both on his shaft at the same time as she sucks his head. 
 
    Sophia moans and groans on his length. I almost can’t hear her over the rain crashing down around me. 
 
    Jackson places both his hands over Sophia’s head and pulls her down onto his shaft. She doesn’t fight back or push him away. She lets him use her like a fuck toy. He pauses and takes off her glasses – those sexy secretary glasses I love so much – and tosses them aside. 
 
    ‘I don’t fuck nerds,’ he says. I don’t hear Sophia’s response. She’s too busy showing her incredible oral skills. He holds her head by both hands, looking down at her. If there is an image of the ultimate alpha male, it’s this one right here. 
 
    Finally, Jackson lets go of Sophia. She pulls her face away from his shaft, body rocking as she gulps air. She looks up at him and says something I can’t hear over the falling rain. Jackson looks at me and grins. He bends down and picks her up as though she weighed nothing at all. As petite as Sophia as, she somehow looks tiny against his massive frame, nestled in among his muscles. 
 
    Jackson carries Sophia over to the camp bed and places her down. She giggles and stretches her naked body out before him. She says something and he laughs. Freezing water runs down the back of my neck. I’ve long since lost my erection. I am starting to shiver. 
 
    Jackson grabs at my wife with rough hands. He picks her up and flips her over, so she faces towards me on her hands and knees. She has a wicked smile on her face, though she doesn’t look at me. I don’t exist in her world right now. The only thing that matters is Jackson, his ridiculously powerful body, and his massive length. 
 
    Sophia wiggles her raised ass towards Jackson as he moves into position behind her. He slaps her ass, the sound a sharp crack that carries over the falling rain. Sophia gasps and smiles. She wiggles her ass again and he smacks it again. 
 
    Jackson places a strong hand on the small of her back and takes hold of his length. I watch Sophia’s face as he enters her for the first time. Her eyes roll back into her head as her mouth opens in an O of pure pleasure. I can hear Sophia’s sharp intake of breath as he fills her up. 
 
    I hate him for doing this to me. 
 
    But I can’t stop watching. 
 
    Sophia winces and grits her teeth, whimpering. Jackson purses his lips. Then he places both hands on her hips, his length all the way inside her. I wonder for a second if she will ever feel me again after today. 
 
    ‘Oh fuck!’ Sophia says, both hands gripping the camp bed as though scared she fight fall off. ‘You’re so fucking big!’ 
 
    ‘And you…’ Jackson says, ‘are so fucking tight!’ 
 
    Tight? Seriously? How can she possibly be tight after having sex with Ethan? How big is Jackson? 
 
    Their bodies begin to rock back and forth, Sophia gasping and moaning already, as Jackson holds her hips and pulls her against him. I can see his lips moving, but the words are lost under the rain. Sophia nods and whimpers as he talks to her. She lays her face down on the camp bed, lifting her ass higher, opening herself up to him, offering him her whole body. 
 
    Jackson begins to thrust faster and faster, gradually pumping her harder. I wonder how deep his shaft is reaching inside her right now. Deeper than I’ve ever been, for sure. Maybe even deeper than Ethan, too. 
 
    Jackson slaps her ass, hard, and she cries out. But it’s not a cry of pain. She likes it. He slaps her ass again. 
 
    ‘Oh god, yes!’ she says, lifting her face off the camp bed and screaming the words so loud I swear the whole neighborhood can hear, ‘fuck me, baby, fuck me hard!’ 
 
    Water runs down my face. I rub my face on my arm, but it doesn’t help. My arm is just as wet as the rest of me. 
 
    Jackson pounds Sophia, his teeth bared, face wild. He leans down over her and grabs a handful of her hair. He pulls her hair roughly and she lifts her head back, looking right at me. It looks like a painful position, but she has a wide, filthy smile on her lips, the lipstick smudged and ruined long ago. Her expression is a perfect mixture of pleasure and pain. She doesn’t look anything like the woman I married. She looks like some wild slut he’s picked up at a bar and brought home to fuck. 
 
    ‘Tell me how hard you want it!’ Jackson says, loud enough for me to hear. 
 
    ‘So – fucking – hard!’ Sophia says, gasping out the words between thrusts. 
 
    ‘You like being my slut?’ 
 
    ‘I – fucking – love – it!’ 
 
    Jackson lets go of her hair. He spanks her ass a few more times. She makes desperate, hungry sounds with each impact of his palm. Then Jackson slows and pulls out. 
 
    ‘Stand up,’ he says. 
 
    Sophia breathes hard. She steadies herself, then carefully stands on weakened knees. Jackson grabs her by the waist and lifts her up again, as though she weighs nothing. I can’t tell if he’s incredibly strong, or if she’s incredibly light. Probably both. Water gets in my eyes again and I blink it out. I’m not trying to hide under shelter anymore. I’m already soaked through. 
 
    Sophia wraps her arms around Jackson’s neck and her legs around his waist. He gently lowers her onto his thick shaft. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. His massive length slides into her. I hear Sophia’s animalistic groan of pleasure even over the rain. She gently lowers onto him, head tossed back, eyes shut. I wonder how far inside her his thick head reaches. 
 
    Jackson’s strong hands hold my wife by her tight ass cheeks. He slowly raises her up. Lowers her down again. He holds her in the air, gently fucking her. I have never done this with her. Ethan has never done this with her. I don’t think anyone has ever done this with her. 
 
    ‘Holy fuck!’ Sophia says, breathless with delight. ‘I’m gonna – fuck! I’m gonna come!’ 
 
    Jackson grins and quickens his paces, helping her slide up and down his slick member faster and faster. I can his thick length glistening with her juices. He isn’t even wearing a condom. I’m the only one who gets to fuck my wife bareback. He’s taken that from me, too. 
 
    Sophia’s shrill cry of pleasure is loud, passionate, and intense. She screams out words that I can’t make out through the ecstatic sound of pleasure. She’s never come this loud or this hard before. Not for anyone. 
 
    Jackson doesn’t let up. He continues sliding her up and down his length, over and over and over. Her cries of pleasure grow even louder and more intense. 
 
    ‘I can’t!’ Sophia says finally. ‘I can’t take anymore!’ 
 
    Jackson gently lifts her up. His member springs free. My wife’s juices practically trickle down his shaft and balls. As he lifts her, I get a glimpse of her sex. The lips are full and red, the entrance wide open. She won’t be able to feel me inside her ever again. 
 
    Jackson gently lowers Sophia to the camp bed. He lays her down with her feet towards me, allowing me to see her soaking sex and the damage he has caused. I almost want to cry. 
 
    ‘I want to fuck your ass,’ Jackson says, almost growling the words. 
 
    Sophia groans passionately. 
 
    ‘Not today,’ she says. ‘I can’t handle it right now!’ 
 
    My heart sinks. Not today? Is she planning to see this asshole again? 
 
    ‘Fine,’ he says. ‘But I’m gonna come all over your tits.’ 
 
    She giggles and pulls him close to her face, his length inches from her face. She takes hold of him with both hands and begins to suck and tease him with her mouth once more. Jackson puts his hands on his hips like a conquering hero and looks right at me, outside, in the icy rain. He grins at me. 
 
    ‘Your wife sucks cock so fuckin good!’ he says. ‘You know that?’ 
 
    I shake my head, whimpering into the gag. 
 
    ‘You’re fuckin pathetic!’ he says, laughing. ‘No wonder she needs guys on the side!’ 
 
    He looks me in the eye and starts to thrust, gently easing his shaft deeper into my wife’s mouth. She moans wildly, encouraging him. He leans down and gropes her breasts, squeezing them, kneading them, caressing the hard flesh, pinching the nipples. Sophia moves her hands around his body, to his ass. Pulling him in closer, encouraging him to fuck her mouth. He does, looking down at her, breathing hard. 
 
    ‘Holy shit,’ he says, ‘I’ve always wanted to fuck you. I knew you were a dirty slut, I fuckin knew it!’ 
 
    Sophia moans her appreciation. Her legs are wide open. All I can see is her dripping wet sex. I want her back now. I want to stop playing this game. I don’t want to be her cuckolded husband anymore! 
 
    But it’s far, far too late for that. She’s experienced something totally new today. I don’t think the genie is ever going back in the bottle now. 
 
    ‘Oh, God!’ Jackson says, letting go of Sophia’s body. He stands back upright, looking down at her. ‘I think I’m gonna come.’ 
 
    Sophia grabs his shaft with both hands again, stroking him in a frenzy, desperate for his release. 
 
    Jackson screws his eyes shut and moans. Sophia slips his shaft from between her lips and frantically strokes him. I watch as he comes, hard, his load shooting across Sophia’s breasts and stomach. She gasps with delight at the feeling of being marked by her over. He moans again as she continues to stroke him, squeezing his shaft, making sure every drop is on her skin. 
 
    ‘Holy shit,’ he says, breathing hard. ‘Holy shit. You’re fuckin amazin.’ 
 
    After a long, slow, tender moment, Sophia let go of his member. She giggles and licks her fingers. Jackson leans down and offers her a hand, gently helping her sit up. They look at me, outside, forgotten, in the icy rain. Sophia’s breasts, stomach, neck and chin glisten with his come. She smiles, a wide, satisfied grin the like of which I’ve never seen before. 
 
    ‘Oh,’ she says, ‘I didn’t know it was raining!’ 
 
    They both laugh at me. A thick blob of his semen drips from her breast onto her leg. 
 
    I have watched my wife make love to other men before, but this is the first time I have ever truly felt like a cuckold. Suddenly I understand the difference between having an open marriage and being a cuckold. Ethan might be a better lover than me, but we have an understanding, a mutual respect. Jackson doesn’t respect me. He doesn’t care about me. he just wanted to fuck my wife. The humiliation, the twisted agony of knowing she will forever prefer him to me, hits me like a punch in the gut. Sophia and I might have an emotional connection, but Jackson has forever tainted our physical pairing. I have never seen my wife act so wild, so wanton, with another man. Not even with Ethan. She’s never permitted anyone to come over her body like that, not Ethan, and certainly not me. I’ve never seen her suck her lover’s cock so passionately. I’ve never seen her so desperate, so hungry, for his come. It was like watching someone else, someone unrecognisable. Even her moans and cries were different with Jackson. She sounded somehow wilder, like she had been unleashed. 
 
    I feel the pounding rain begin to slow. Up above, there is a small break in the clouds. The sun shines through, golden light causing the wet ground to gleam and sparkle. It’s almost blinding. 
 
    Sophia stands up. She takes a breath and steadies herself. 
 
    ‘You ain’t never been fucked that good, right?’ Jackson says. 
 
    ‘No,’ Sophia says. ‘No, I haven’t. That was amazing. Thank you.’ 
 
    She stands on her toes and kisses Jackson on the cheek. She then bends down and reaches under the camp bed once more. Jackson smacks her ass again as she bends. Sophia laughs and shrieks with delight. 
 
    The rain has almost stopped completely now. I shiver. My shirt is soaked through. My slacks are two shades darker. I feel like I’ve stood in the shower, fully dressed. I’ve never been as miserable as I am right now. 
 
    Sophia comes to the window, something in her hand. The key. She unlocks the handcuffs one by one and releases me. I want to kick down the door and charge Jackson. I want to climb through the window and attack him. 
 
    But I don’t. I feel defeated. Deflated. Humiliated. He’s always wanted Sophia. Now he’s proved himself so much better than me. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ Sophia says to me. She always says it when Ethan leaves. 
 
    I nod, looking at the floor. 
 
    ‘You’re not mad at me, are you?’ Sophia says, a fake pout on her lips. 
 
    I shake my head. She’s the love of my life. I could never be mad at her. We agreed on the rules of this games together. She played by the rules. I can’t be mad about that. I don’t like Jackson, but her happiness and pleasure come first. Always. 
 
    I walk to the front door. I walk inside my house and head for the living room. Jackson is still standing in the middle of the room, still totally naked. His body glistens with sweat. My wife’s juices shine on his manhood, making it look slick and used. My fists clench as I look at him. 
 
    Sophia runs a hand through her wild, messy hair. I love the sight of her like this, sweating, out of breath, another man’s semen slowly drying on her skin. God, I wish it wasn’t Jackson’s semen. 
 
    ‘Ya wife’s fuckin great!’ Jackson says, smiling wider than I’ve ever seen him smile before. ‘I’m lovin this arrangement ya guys have. Ya shoulda told me about this before!’ He grabs his clothes and walks towards the front door. 
 
    Sophia clears her throat, giving me a pointed look. 
 
    ‘What?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Shake his hand,’ she says. ‘You promised.’ 
 
    ‘I promised I would shake Ethan’s hand, not his.’ 
 
    ‘Doesn’t matter,’ she says. ‘Do it, please.’ 
 
    I walk towards Jackson and hold my hand out. He takes my hand in his, enveloping my fist in his gargantuan grip. 
 
    ‘Thank you for fucking my wife,’ I say, looking away from him, mumbling the words. 
 
    ‘No problem, pal!’ Jackson says. He released my hand and slaps me on the shoulder, like we’re old friends. ‘If I’d known ya needed help in the bedroom, I’d have been over more often! I’ll come over again in a couple days, okay?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Sophia says. 
 
    ‘Tomorrow it is,’ Jackson says. He opens the door and walks outside. He walks across the street, totally naked, holding his clothes in one hand. The door slowly closes again. 
 
    ‘That was fun,’ Sophia says in a dreamy voice. 
 
    ‘Glad you enjoyed it,’ I say through gritted teeth. I start taking off my wet shirt. The fabric clings to my skin. 
 
    ‘I think I’ll grab a shower,’ she says. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ I say. ‘And then we’ll have sex?’ 
 
    She laughs and shakes her head. 
 
    ‘Baby, I’m exhausted!’ she says. ‘I don’t think we’ll be doing anything for a day or two at least.’ 
 
    My heart sinks. 
 
    ‘But, hey,’ she says, ‘if you want, I’ll let you watch me shower and jerk off. Rule one, remember?’ 
 
    Rule one. I can’t come until she decides. 
 
    ‘I give you permission to come,’ she says. ‘But you’ll have to do it yourself.’ 
 
    She walks past me and heads up the stairs, her tight ass cheeks bobbing and weaving as she goes. 
 
    I have two choices now. Option one. I go upstairs, watch my wife shower my enemy’s semen off her body, and pleasure myself. I accept that my enemy will come to our house every chance he gets. He will please my wife in ways I can’t imagine. He will probably wait until I’m at work, too. I will come home to an exhausted wife, too tired to make love to me. 
 
    Option two. We move. Head across country. Leave the state. Settle down in a log cabin somewhere. No internet, no phone. He’ll never find us. 
 
    But Sophia will never enjoy my body the same way she enjoyed his. 
 
    I sigh. Run a wet hand over my face. I take off my soaking clothes and thrown them on the floor in a damp heap. Then I walk up the stairs and join Sophia in the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    ### 
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    The Cuckold’s Tale: 
 
    A Husband’s Humiliation 
 
      
 
    Oliver and Layla appear to be your normal everyday couple. At least, that’s what Oliver believes, until he makes a shocking discovery about his wife and the life she leads behind his back. 
 
      
 
    As Oliver delves deeper into the mysteries surrounding his wife, he finds himself torn between two equally upsetting options. Is this the end of their marriage, or the start of something totally new and unexpected? 
 
      
 
    I walk back to the laptop, dragging my feet like a man approaching the gallows, hoping to delay the inevitable, trying desperately to stay alive just a few moments longer. The picture is still there, frozen on the screen, captured for prosperity for all time. My wife’s body and the man’s caressing hand. 
 
    I need to know who that is. I need to know who touched my wife. How many other people know? Were there other men in that room, standing behind the camera, watching my wife push her breasts out of the wedding dress? The thought sends a stab of pain through my stomach. What would be worse than one man touching my wife? More than one. 
 
    The next few pictures unfold like a slideshow. The camera pulls back, Layla in the center of the frame, the middle of the room, her beauty glowing among the shadows thrown by a dim lamp. She turns, her face glancing back over her shoulder in that way I always find so sexy and pulls at the lace bow on the back of her dress. I click through the pictures, watching my wife slowly take off the wedding dress, piece by slow, deliberate piece. 
 
    I watch my wife performing a strip show for the camera. For the other man. She laughs in drunken delight, eyes gleaming, clearly enjoying herself. 
 
    Until she stands in the center of the room, almost totally naked, hand on her hips, in nothing more than her wedding lingerie. The wedding lingerie I didn’t see until Maui, two days later. The wedding lingerie I made her keep on the whole time we made love – and the time after that, and the time after that, too. Now I know that, by the time I laid eyes on her beautiful white stockings and matching garter belt and stiletto heels, someone else had already seen them. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ I say, the word full of defeat and hopelessness. I didn’t think it could actually get worse. I didn’t think it was possible to feel this small, this humbled, this embarrassed. But my eyes fix on my wife’s immaculately made-up face and I see the excitement and lust and erotic longing in her expression and I know this rabbit hole is going to go down a long way further still. 
 
    How much am I prepared to endure? I already feel like my insides have been scrambled and my heart has been stamped into the dust. I’ve come this far. If I stop, if I walk away, I’ll never know for certain what else happened that night. The thoughts will drive me crazy. Not knowing will haunt me forever. My mind will fill in the blanks and the images will punish me every waking second and come to me in my dreams. There will be no escape from that kind of torment. 
 
    Part of me hopes that this is the last picture. Maybe this man – this stranger – was trying to help my wife out of her complex, layered corset and she was drunk enough to let him photograph the whole thing. And touch her breast. In an empty hotel room. While I slept a few doors down. Maybe. 
 
    I click to the next picture and the rabbit hole turns into a fissure around me. I fall to the center of the earth. A low groan of pain tears out of my throat. 
 
    My wife is on her knees. The photo is taken from above, from the view of the man standing above her. Layla’s mouth is open, tongue out, like a panting dog. Her face is set in an expression of wild, unfathomable lust. I know the faces she makes when she gets horny. I know the faces she makes when she’s drunk. I know the faces she makes when she gets both drunk and horny. I have never seen her look at me the way she looks into the camera in this picture. The longing. The hunger. The lust. The excitement. 
 
    There is only one reason why my drunk, horny wife would be on her knees in wedding lingerie. The knife in my stomach becomes a skewer, tearing a hole right through me. I hope and pray to all the gods of all the religions that I’m wrong. 
 
    ‘Please,’ I say in a quivering voice, ‘please, baby… don’t…’ 
 
    The next photo damn near kills me. 
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    The Cuckold’s Tale: 
 
    A Harsh Lesson 
 
      
 
    I begin my eighteenth birthday like this. Standing in a dark back yard. In the chilly night air. Staring through a window. Watching the love of my life give herself to the biggest black man I have ever seen… 
 
      
 
    The course of true love never runs smooth, but nobody has ever told that to little Danny. Tonight is his eighteenth birthday, and he has only one thing on his mind – winning the heart of his former babysitter, the beautiful, elegant, sensual Ellie. He’s racing across town to deliver his message, but what shocking reality awaits him when he reaches the woman he loves? 
 
      
 
    I turn away from the front door and head down the side of her house. There’s a small path made of loosely-placed paving slabs running around to the rear. The path is pitch black, covered in thick shadows thrown by her neighbor’s house. It looks like the entrance to a cave. I can’t see anything in there. 
 
    But Ellie’s face swims before my mind again. Sweet, perfect Ellie. Her fierce, bright eyes. Her sensual lips. Her perfect skin. She beckons me forward. Courage floods my heart. I step into the black void, placing my hand on the wall to steady myself. All i can hear is my own ragged breathing. I take another step and the shadows swallow me whole. 
 
    I carefully creep around the side of Ellie’s house, inch by slow, methodical inch. When I finally emerge from the darkness and step into her back yard, the moonlight is almost blinding. Up ahead is a pool of light spilling out of a window, cast from a lamp inside the house. I fix a smile on my face and walk toward it. I’m here, Ellie, my love! Here for you! 
 
    I look in through the wide glass doors and freeze. 
 
    Standing in the middle of the den, her back to me, wearing nothing but a pair of stockings, is Ellie. My eighteen-year-old cock lunges against the inside of my pants immediately. I have spent countless hours stroking my dick, imagining what her body would look like, and I wasn’t even close. In the flesh, Ellie is beyond perfect. Her dark hair is tied up in a neat ponytail. Her creamy back looks softer than a silk cushion. Her tight, firm ass is more supple than I thought possible. Her beautiful legs are divine, appearing longer than ever in the stockings she wears. 
 
    My first thought is, She waited! She really waited! My angel has been waiting for me! 
 
    But then I see movement. A shadow falls over the lamp. 
 
    Ellie, my babysitter, the love of my life, is not alone. 
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    The Cuckold’s Tale: 
 
    Gone Too Far 
 
      
 
    My wife sits in his lap, daring me across the table with her eyes. She wants me to do something. She wants me to stop this from happening. But I can’t. I want this to happen… 
 
      
 
    It’s poker night at Tommy and Morgan’s house and all the guys are coming over for beer, cards, and mischief. When Morgan’s plans change and she comes back unexpectedly, the guys start to enjoy her company a little too much for Tommy’s comfort, but he can’t say anything to stop them. 
 
      
 
    As the night slowly spirals out of control, Tommy is backed into a corner and forced to question what he truly wants his marriage to become. Will he stand up to his friends? Or will he sit and watch as everything goes too far? 
 
      
 
    Julian raises his eyebrows and looks around the table. He motions toward David, asking without words if he wants to match Mark’s bet or fold the hand.  
 
    David leans around my wife and says, ‘Tommy, buddy, I didn’t mean to upset you, man. We’re just kidding around. Your wife’s got fantastic tits. You know it. I know it. Everyone who meets her knows it.’  
 
    I swallow hard, tasting bitterness in my throat. Was that an apology? It didn’t sound much like one.  
 
    ‘Wish my wife had big tits like yours,’ Steve says.  
 
    ‘For fuck’s sake, guys,’ I say, finally losing patience. ‘If you like them so much, why don’t you get them out?’ 
 
    The atmosphere changes again, this time seeming to grow even more tense, like a noose tightening around the six of us. For a second or two, nobody moves or says anything. Mark and Steve look at me, their faces confused and surprised in equal measure. Julian and David look at Morgan, wondering what her reaction will be. 
 
    But I know how she’s going to react. She’ll do the same thing she always does when our little game of tease-and-take is at an end. She’ll say, Fuck off, Tommy, and we’ll all laugh and move on with our lives. 
 
    That’s what is going to happen here. 
 
    That’s what will happen. 
 
    That’s what- 
 
    My wife leans forward and says to the man beneath her, ‘Unzip me.’ 
 
    I flinch. Nobody notices. All eyes turn to Morgan and David. My stomach melts inside me, leaving an empty, hollow space. How can she be doing this? In front of them? Why is she doing this? She’s gotta be kidding, gotta be kidding, gotta be kidding… 
 
    David reaches up to the zip at the back of her dress, the very same zipper I touched a few hours ago, and gently eases it down. The fabric parts and loosens around her chest. 
 
    Any second now, she’s going to laugh and tell him to stop. Any second now. Any second. 
 
    But she doesn’t. David stops pulling the zipper and Morgan grabs the front and pulls her dress open. Her bare breasts spill out; large, rounded, heavy orbs with wide pink areolas and hard, suckable nipples. There is an intake of breath from the table. Grins widen. The atmosphere thickens with adult lust. 
 
    ‘Honey?’ I say, unable to believe what’s just happened. 
 
    ‘What?’ she says, with a nonchalant shrug. ‘You told me to do it.’ 
 
    I point to the other guys, silently asking if she’s forgotten we have company here right now. She raises an eyebrow, daring me to say something, daring me to order her out of the room, daring me to be a man. 
 
    But I don’t. I sit there opposite her, my insides squirming with shame and jealousy and wild indignation, and I let all my friends stare at her body. 
 
    ‘Come on, boys,’ she says, gesturing toward the table. ‘Play on.’ 
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    The Cuckold’s Tale: 
 
    Nothing Personal 
 
      
 
    ‘Don’t take this the wrong way or nothing, but I’m probably gonna screw your girl tonight.’ 
 
      
 
    Ryan is trying to have fun, but it’s not working. He’s at a party with his new girlfriend, Gina, surrounded by people he doesn’t know. It’s not going great, but he’s sticking it out for Gina. 
 
      
 
    But then a stranger comes along and says that he will be sleeping with Gina tonight. Ryan has no idea who this guy is, or why he’s going to seduce another man’s girl. All Ryan wants to do is take care of his date and get out of this house – but where is Gina? She’s been missing for a while now… 
 
      
 
    The bathroom door is at the far end of the hallway. It’s closed tight. A couple of people stand outside, waiting their turn. I push past them and hammer on the door with my fist. 
 
    ‘Come on!’ I say. ‘You still in there?’ 
 
    Desperation rises like a balloon inside me. My heart starts to beat faster, becoming erratic. I think I’m going to have a heart attack. What the fuck is going on behind this door? I hammer the wood again. This time the door rattles in the frame. 
 
    ‘Settle down, bro,’ says a guy behind me. ‘You’re gonna break the door.’ 
 
    I clench my fists and stare at the door, wondering how hard I need to hit this to break it. I could do that. Kick open the door and carry Gina out like a hero. My leg twitches in anticipation. Ready to start kicking. Ready to smash the door to pieces. 
 
    The lock clicks open. I stand back, fists clenched, ready to leap into action. A young woman pulls the door open and stands in front of me, confusion on her face. 
 
    ‘What’s going on?’ she says, slurring badly. 
 
    I push past her and look around. The bathroom is empty. 
 
    ‘Where’s Gina?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Who?’ 
 
    ‘The other girl!’ 
 
    ‘There’s no one else,’ she says, wrinkling her nose at me. She walks out of the room and staggers along the hallway. I follow her out and the next person heads into the bathroom and shuts the door. 
 
    Panic seizes me. Where is Gina? What’s she doing? There’s no other way upstairs, so we can’t have missed each other. She’s gotta be around here somewhere. Somewhere. 
 
    I glance off to my left. The hallway continues in that direction for a few feet, with two closed doors at either side near the end. A knee-high gate has been erected in the middle of the hallway, the kind of barrier you’d use to prevent a small dog or a baby from accessing an unsafe area. Nobody is stood around in that direction. Those must be the bedrooms, the only places off-limits to partygoers. 
 
    The bedrooms. 
 
    I stride down the hall and step over the gate without moving it. The sounds of the party fall away, replaced the sound of my pounding heart and rushing blood. Terror grips my chest with icy talons. I turn to the door on the left and push it open. Nothing. Just a dark bedroom beyond, the furniture covered in shadows and the drapes pulled across a wide window. 
 
    Stepping back, I close the door and turn to face the other room. I grab the handle and turn it quickly and throw the door open. 
 
    I see Gina in the dull orange light of a small reading lamp. She’s facing me. On all fours. On a king size bed. Fingers gripping the bed sheets. Shirt on. Jeans off. Eyes rolled back in her head. Mouth open in a wide O. Body rocking back and forth. She sees me without seeing me. A passionate groan escapes her lips. 
 
    The shock of seeing her like this takes me a moment to register the rest of the room. After a few long seconds, I realize that she isn’t alone. There’s a man behind her. A man I’ve only met once. A man I recognize immediately due to his massive, bulky frame. 
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    The Cuckold’s Tale: 
 
    Reunion 
 
      
 
    Who is this guy and why is my wife so excited to see him? 
 
      
 
    Liam and Nicole are heading out to a charming cabin retreat for Nicole’s high school reunion. It promises to be a fun event – reminiscing, drinking, dancing, the works. 
 
      
 
    But Nicole only has eyes for one man tonight. Instead of remaining at her husband’s side, she’s all over a handsome guy named Damon. As Liam tries to win back his wife’s affections, he learns all about Damon and his history with Nicole. Liam needs to move fast, before his wife does something she can never take back… 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m married,’ she says. ‘I’m married.’ 
 
    ‘I know,’ he says. ‘I don’t care.’ 
 
    ‘I have a husband,’ she says, in a low, soft groan. Not a denial, or even a statement of fact. More an admission of guilt. 
 
    ‘If he was good enough, you wouldn’t be here.’ 
 
    I want to leave. I want to go back to the cabin and scream and punch the walls and get in the car and drive home. But I’m pinned to the wet ground, held in place by some invisible force. I can’t move. 
 
    She makes that soft, passionate groan again. I hear the bed creak. Then I see movement. 
 
    Damon comes into my view, walking around the bed. He can’t see me in this hidden spot and doesn’t even glance in my direction. He’s taken off his suit jacket. His shirt hangs open, the buttons halfway undone, exposing his smooth chest. I can see a shadow running along his pants from his bulging excitement. 
 
    ‘If want to do this,’ he says, standing at the bed and turning his back to me, ‘then you’re going to have to make it up to me.’ 
 
    ‘How do I do that?’ Nicole says in a passionate, breathy voice. 
 
    ‘Like you used to.’ 
 
    She makes that naughty giggle again. The bed creaks as she crawls across the bed toward him and I finally see her face for the first time. My hand grips my mouth tighter. I want to call out to her, or scream in rage, or something, but I don’t want to stop this. The scene playing out between my wife and this asshole is tearing me in two, but I don’t want to stop it. I can’t bring myself to stop it. 
 
    Nicole kneels on the bed. She’s wearing the same dress as before, but now it looks different. Rumpled and creased. Like it’s been pawed at by firm hands. The dress is pulled down a little lower, exposing the swell of her breasts and the edge of her bra. 
 
    She is smiling that wicked, playful smile. The smile she saves for me in the moments before we take our clothes off and get naughty. A smile I thought was only for me. 
 
    He grabs her throat with one hand and holds her. I watch her body melt to his touch. She makes that soft, passionate sigh again, her body limp and ready. 
 
    ‘You remember how you used to make it up to me, don’t you?’ he says. He traces a thumb over her lips. 
 
    Nicole nods, her eyes fixed on his. He pushes her down on the bed and grabs her. He pulls her around, until she’s on her back, head over the edge. She’s smiling. She loves it. 
 
    I’ve never pushed her around. I’ve never pulled her body across the bed and positioned her like that. I wouldn’t even dream of it. 
 
    My fists clench in impotent rage as I watch him unzip his fly. My wife giggles with delight as he reaches into his pants and withdraws his semi-erect manhood. Even now, in this half-state, I can tell he’s bigger than me. I get a stab of jealous rage in my heart when I see her eyes light up at the sight of it. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ she says in a breathy sigh. ‘I forgot how big you were.’ 
 
    ‘No, you didn’t,’ he says. She plants a gently, tender kiss on his shaft. ‘Is your husband as big as me? Or is he as pathetic as he looks?’ 
 
    ‘He’s nowhere near as big as you.’ 
 
    The knife plunges into my heart again. I don’t know what worse – the fact that she just said that, or the way she’s looking at his length. She kisses his hardening member again and again, gently, lovingly. She worships his swelling cock with her lips, cooing and sighing and rubbing it on her face until he stands fully erect. This fucking asshole has at least an inch – maybe two – on me. I’m not sure if that hurts more than the fact that my wife is the one making him so hard. 
 
    ‘Open your mouth,’ he says. 
 
      
 
   


  
 OceanofPDF.com




 
    Also available from Andrea Martin 
 
      
 
    Hotwife Stories: 
 
    Becoming 
 
      
 
    Ray and Abi have been married for several years and have a good life together. One night, Ray suggests spicing up their sex life by adding a third person into the mix. Intrigued, Abi begins to research the hotwife lifestyle and starts seeking another man to join them in the bedroom. Will she be able to go through it, and will it affect their marriage afterwards? 
 
      
 
    Marcus slides a hand up my leg, to my bare thigh. His hand is warm and his skin is soft. The feel of another man’s hand on my leg is thrilling, exhilarating. I run my hands through his hair, discovering how different he feels to my husband. 
 
    Ray sighs from across the room. I break off our kiss and look over to him. 
 
    ‘Babe?’ I say. ‘You okay?’ 
 
    He nods, mouth open, eyes shining. He sits back in the chair, trying to look relaxed and carefree. I can see the excitement in his pants, straining to be free. 
 
    I smile at my husband and return my attention to my lover. Marcus pulls me in for another long, passionate kiss and our tongues continue their, exploratory waltz together. He traces a finger along the back of my neck. I shiver. His hand trails a gentle path across my body, from the back of my neck to the swell of my breasts. He cups my breast, giving a gentle squeeze that makes me sigh into his mouth. 
 
    Our lips part. He leans down and kisses my throat, my shoulder, my breasts. His hands reach around to the back of my dress, searching for the zipper. 
 
    ‘Should I take it off?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Please.’ 
 
    I get off the bed and reach around behind me. I watch his face carefully as I slowly pull the zipper down. He looks at me with delight on his face. I haven’t seen that expression on a man in a long time. Usually it’s hunger or desire. But Marcus is content to enjoy himself and enjoy me at the same time. There’s no rush, no pressure. I relax even more. 
 
    The dress falls from my shoulders. I slowly ease it down my body, watching the smile on Marcus’s face widen as more and more body is revealed to him. 
 
    ‘Wow,’ he says, as the dress falls to the floor and I stand before him in my underwear. His grin widens as he studies my body, his eyes roaming across my curves. ‘You’re a lucky man.’ 
 
    ‘I know,’ Ray says from behind me. 
 
    I blush like a shy schoolgirl and turn on the spot, showing off my body to Marcus. I hear him let out a long breath as he sees the curve of my ass in these killer panties. 
 
    ‘You are magnificent,’ he says. 
 
    I get back on the bed, sitting next to Marcus. He puts a hand on my thigh, caressing my leg. Little electric tingles surge through my body. I can’t wait any longer. I have to have him. 
 
    Right now. 
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    Hotwife Stories: 
 
    Date Night 
 
      
 
    For most married couples, ‘date night’ has a simple meaning. Maybe dinner at a fancy restaurant. Maybe a movie. Maybe an evening of passionate lovemaking. 
 
      
 
    Jen and Larry appear to be a normal, boring husband and wife, blending into their surroundings. Nobody would suspect that their ideal date night starts with Jen walking into a seedy bar by herself, wearing her sexiest dress… 
 
      
 
    ‘Javi,’ I say, ‘be honest with me. I don’t like wasting time, so I need you to tell me right now, yes or no, will you fuck me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ No hesitation. Good. Very good. 
 
    I smile at him. I say, ‘I really want you to fuck me tonight, Javier. I want you to take my married pussy however you want.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘I will. I mean, yeah, I’ll fuck you. Right now, if you want.’ 
 
    A tremble of anticipation runs through my cleft. I feel hot, wet excitement building in my sex. I rub my thighs together, feeling the first tingles of real, pure arousal spread throughout my body. I want him. Now. 
 
    ‘That’s the right answer,’ I say. 
 
    ‘My place is close by,’ he says. ‘We can go there, if you want.’ 
 
    ‘I have something else in mind,’ I say. This is it, the make-or-break moment, when my newest potential lover is forced to make a choice they never even considered making. This is the reason I must hook them early. If I launch straight into what we’ll really be doing together too early, Javier might bolt or refuse or laugh me out of the building. But now that I have his interest – and his undivided attention – he should be more receptive to my suggestions. 
 
    ‘What’s your idea?’ he says, leaning in closer, excitement written all over his face. 
 
    ‘As you noticed, I’m a married woman,’ I say, picking my wedding ring back off the table and holding it between my finger and thumb. ‘If you want to fuck me, then I have just one request.’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ he says. 
 
    ‘My husband gets to watch.’ 
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