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Chapter One

Sarah smiles at the waiter and wraps a strand of hair around her finger. I pray to a god that I don't believe in that it won't be him she chooses. He's at least ten years younger than me, and while I'm not the ugliest man in town, I've got nothing on the annoyingly handsome male model looks of the man who's pouring our wine. 

He looks a little worried, after all, Sarah and I are obviously a couple, and if he were observant he'd notice our wedding rings too. It must be awkward when a man's wife openly flirts with you while her husband sits opposite her. 

Sarah's little game has been going on for over three weeks, and I'm getting to the point where I just want her to make her choice and get it over with. Although I know that when she does make her choice, I'm going to wish I'd never set eyes on the woman I'd fucked behind my wife's back. The awful thing is that I can't even remember what she looks like, but as Sarah is fond of telling me these days

— alcohol is no excuse for cheating. 

Sarah runs her eyes over the waiter's broad chest and smiles again. "Thank you," 

she says, as he finishes pouring her drink. 

The waiter can't help dropping his eyes to Sarah's cleavage. She's practically begging him to look at it as she pushes her chest out and leans slightly forward, allowing her low cut dress to reveal far more of her plump white mounds than should be on display to a complete stranger. 

The waiter clears his throat, thanks us, and heads back towards the kitchen door, glancing over his shoulder at Sarah as the door closes behind him. Sarah sighs and takes a sip of wine. "He's attractive isn't he?" she says. 

My throat tightens. "I suppose so. If you like immature men." 

Sarah laughs. "There's nothing immature about him," she teases. "Did you see the shape of his cock in those tight trousers. If cock size is anything to do with maturity, he's far more mature than you, my darling." 

I purse my lips and breathe through my nose. I can't get angry. I've agreed to the whole situation. It was either lose the wife that I love dearly, or allow her to sleep with a man of her choice while I watch the encounter on skype. It's a decision that has caused me no end of anxiety, but also a strange arousal that I can't get to the bottom of. Why am I jerking off when Sarah's not around, as I imagine watching her with another man? Surely I don't want it to happen. 

I take a sip of wine. Of course I don't want it to happen. That would be ridiculous. 

A different waiter brings our food. An older man with a pudgy belly, who Sarah pays no extra attention to. I know her game. She's looking for a younger man because the woman I had sex with is younger than her. She's going to make sure her revenge matches my crime as perfectly as she can, and I can't blame her. I wouldn't just roll over and accept that Sarah had cheated on me if the tables were turned. I'd want revenge too. 

With our deserts finished I pay the bill, and Sarah smooths down her dress as she stands up. "No luck for me tonight then," she says, grabbing her handbag. "Not to worry though. I'm sure I'll find a man I want to fuck soon enough." 

The taxi trip home is another humiliating experience, as my wife flirts with the driver, and I'm happy when we get home and close the front door behind us. 

Chapter Two

The man's hand lingers on my wife's for a fraction too long. He's besotted with her, and he makes no attempt to hide the fact. 

I can't blame him though. Sarah is amongst the hottest women in the bar, and she's exuding a sexual confidence that I haven't seen for years. My cheating has woken something inside her and she's taking advantage of it in any way she can. 

She glances across the room at me and winks. My stomach tightens so much that I think I'm going to puke. It's her signal. The signal she told me to look out for when she first gave me her ultimatum. 

I watch with a powerlessness that I haven't felt before. Sarah is allowing the tall man to run his finger along her wrist as he buys her a drink. Sarah moves closer to him and my cock twitches as her thigh makes contact with his. 

He's not the type of guy I'd ever have imagined my wife being interested in. He's got the cocky look that reminds me of school bullies, and he's what Sarah had always referred to as a meathead in the past. He's massive. His chest bulges in the tight t-shirt which shows off the shape of every muscle in his torso and shoulders, and reveals huge arms that strain and bulge with every movement he makes. 

I feel small. I feel pathetic and small as I place my hand on my beer belly, and hope to hell that the size of a man doesn't have a direct correlation with the size of his cock. I've sort of come to terms with the fact that my wife is going to fuck a man, but I haven't come to terms with the fact that the man might be able to provide her with something I can't. I'm just an average guy, and I've never wished harder that god had provided me with just one or two extra inches where it counts. 

Sarah glances over at me again and smiles. Her hand is on the man's waist and she slides her fingers over his stomach, her face betraying the fact that she's discovered his abdominal muscles. She says something to the man and he lifts his t-shirt, proudly displaying his washboard stomach to my drooling wife. 

He says something to her and leaves her side, heading towards the toilet door. 

Sarah hurries across the bar and sits down next to me. "He's the one," she says, 

"my pussy's soaking. He's so fucking sexy. Did you see his stomach?" 

I nod. 

Sarah leans into me and whispers into my ear. "You should see the bulge in his jeans." 

My own bulge responds to her words, and I shift in my seat and squeeze my thighs together in an attempt to relieve my growing sexual frustration. Sarah knows what I'm doing, and slips her hand under the table, grasping my hard cock through my jeans. 

"I think somebody's excited about all this," she says, squeezing my dick. "Are you horny, Robert? Are you looking forward to watching your wife fuck a strange man?" 

I can hardly breathe. "No," I murmur, unconvincingly, pushing my cock against my wife's massaging hand. 

Sarah smiles. "Nobody said you can't enjoy it," she says, teasing me further beneath the table. "All I said is that I'm going to do it. I'm happy that it's getting you hard. Perhaps I'll be even more of a slut, knowing that you're watching me and getting off on it." 

The toilet door swings open and Sarah stands up quickly. "I'm leaving with him now. We're going to his place. I suggest you get home and switch your tablet on. 

I'll skype you when I'm in his bedroom." 

I don't try and stop her. If I did she'd leave me. I watch as the two of them leave the bar, Sarah's hand tucked in then big man's back pocket, and a grin on the man's face that says it all. His luck is in and he knows it. 

I drive home quickly, my cock throbbing all the way, and take my tablet upstairs. 

I lie on the bed and wait for my wife to contact me. I'm a cuckold now, and I can't believe how excited that makes me. 

My cock pulsates in my hand as I wait for the call. My mouth dries as I realise that Sarah doesn't have to call me at all, she could get so carried away with her stud that she doesn't bother involving me at all. Maybe she'll just fuck him and tell me how good it was. I stand up and pace around the room, panic rising in my chest. Why did I ever cheat on my wife? Why did I decide it would be a good idea to start drinking shorts that night instead of the weak beer I'm used to? 

There's no point in trying to change the past. What's done is done. I got drunk and fucked a woman. Now Sarah is going to fuck a man. 

My phone vibrating on the bedside table drags me from my thoughts and I answer it quickly when I see that it's Sarah. 

"Hello?" my voice sounds desperate. 

A man laughs and Sarah takes a deep breath. "Tell him what you're doing, Charlie," she says. 

The man speaks. "I'm fingering your wife…" 

I hear Sarah whisper my name. 

The man continues. "… Robert. And she is so fucking wet." 

My cock throbs, she's told him about me. 

"Robert," says Sarah, "It was hard to skype you without Charlie knowing so I told him, and…" Sarah's voice breaks. "…oh god, yes. Like that. Put another finger in." 

"Sarah?" I say, stroking my cock. 

"Oh yes, Robert. I've told Charlie and he's had a wonderful idea. We're heading

back to our house and Charlie's going to fuck me while you watch. You'll enjoy it. You should see how big his cock is." 

Charlie murmurs something and Sarah moans. "Yes, its's the biggest one I've ever seen, Charlie." 

My words are stuck in my throat and my hand is a blur on my cock. 

Sarah continues. "We'll be there soon, Robert. I can't wait to fuck him, but I want you to see him penetrating me for the first time." 

The phone goes silent and I slump onto the bed. Now I'm truly a cuckold. I had my doubts that my wife would go through with it, but now there's no doubt in my mind. Tonight, Sarah is going to fuck another man. 

Chapter Three

A car pulls up outside and I leap to the window and pull the curtains aside. It's a taxi, and my wife and Charlie are getting out of it. 

I quickly throw on some tracksuit trousers and a t-shirt. I don't want my wife to introduce me to Charlie while I'm naked. That would be too much humiliation for one night. 

I sit on the bed and take a deep breath as I hear the front door being opened. 

"Come on in," says, Sarah. "I don't know about you, but I want to go straight upstairs and fuck." 

"You dirty bitch," says Charlie. 

My wife moans, and I sneak onto the landing and look over the stair railing. 

Charlie is kissing my wife, and his hands are all over her, grabbing her arse, groping her tits, and stroking her face. It's a strange feeling to watch your wife with another man, but a feeling that makes the bulge in my loose trousers just that bit bigger. 

Charlie looks up and sees me. He gives me the thumbs up sign behind Sarah's back and kisses her again, his hands gripping my wife's buttocks as he pulls her upwards onto her tip-toes. 

"Come on," he says, grabbing Sarah's wrist. "Let's go and get that tight little pussy stretched out a bit." 

I go back into the bedroom and wait patiently as my wife and her younger lover climb the stairs together. 

Sarah appears in the bedroom first and gives me a wide smile, her eyes twinkling and her nipple making shapes beneath her little black dress. She's horny, and she knows I am too. 

"Look at his hardon," she says, as Charlie enters the room behind her. "It's making a little tent in his trousers!" 

I drop my eyes as Charlie laughs. "You're excited about watching me fucking your wife aren't you?" he says, placing his hands on my wife's waist and leaning in to kiss her neck. "I told you he'd like to watch, didn't I?" 

Sarah, reaches behind her and drapes her arms around Charlie's neck as he continues to nuzzle her throat. Her head arches backwards and she gives a low sigh. "Are you excited about watching us, Robert?" she says, grinding her arse on Charlie's groin. 

My extremities are tingling and there's a painful pressure in my cock which I have to relieve a little by grabbing it and squeezing. "Yes," I admit. "I'm excited." 

Sarah gives me a narrow smile. "Tell Charlie to fuck me." 

She still wants my permission. I can tell. She wants to get her revenge but she

doesn't want to hurt me too much. It's typical of Sarah, and I feel even worse for cheating on her. I deserve what I'm getting. 

I stand up and cross the room to sit in the corner seat. I look at Charlie, and my stomach sinks as his hand wanders under my wife's dress and grabs a tit. "Fuck my wife," I say, my voice sounding confident. 

Charlie stays behind her and finds the zipper for her dress. He slides it down and my blood chills at the sound. Sarah lifts her arms and Charlie lifts the dress over her head, tossing it aside and spinning her to face him as I realise she's wearing no panties. 

Sarah sees my shock. "I left them at Charlie's house," she says. "A little memento for him." 

Sarah leans into Charlie and kisses him as he finds her bra clasp and releases it, dropping it to the floor. He takes a step away from my wife and studies her. 

"I can't wait to fuck you," he says, his voice almost a growl. 

Sarah reaches for his belt. "Let's show Robert what a real cock looks like." 

Charlie helps my wife unbutton his trousers, and together they drop his jeans and underwear to the floor as Charlie kicks his shoes and socks off. 

I stare in awe as Sarah drops to her knees in front of him and takes Charlie's cock in her hand. 

I make a low moaning sound and Sarah looks at me. "It's big isn't it?" 

I nod slowly. "Yes," I say, desperate to see Charlie's cock opening up my wife's pussy, but terrified of how good she's going find it. I can't match up with a man like Charlie, and I know for a fact that Sarah's never had a big cock before. 

When Charlie slips it inside my wife, all my inadequacies are going to be laid bare. My wife is going to realise what she's been missing — what I've not been able to provide her with. 

My hand is on my cock, and as Sarah begins stroking Charlie's shaft I take my trousers down and remove my t-shirt. I've never been so fucking turned on. 

Charlie's cock begins to harden and I glance at my own erection. My dick looks pathetic compared to the thick masculine shaft that Sarah is struggling to wrap her small fingers around. 

It's long and fat, and I can't comprehend that a man outside of a porn movie has a cock so big. It's unreal. I must be in a dream. 

Sarah certainly looks as if she's in a dream. As Charlie slips his shirt off and reveals his hard stomach, my wife makes a long slow groan and kisses the tip of his cock. She's so far gone with lust, that she's gyrating her hips as she strokes the thick length of flesh, and she makes a guttural sound deep in her throat as she opens her mouth and allows Charlie between her lips. The lips I kiss. The lips that the priest gave me permission to kiss when she became my bride. 

My hand is moving quickly on my cock and I place my free hand on my balls, squeezing and rolling them as my wife takes Charlie's balls in her hand. They're huge, they hang over the side of my wife's hand and she raises and drops them as if to feel their weight. 

Charlie's hand finds the back of Sarah's head and he pulls her face further onto his shaft, briefly closing his eyes as my wife begins sucking. She's good at blow jobs, and I know her tongue will be rolling over Charlie's cock head, searching out pre-cum and making Charlie harder with each movement she makes. 

My wife looks greedy, eager, and sluttish as she devours the huge cock that stretches her mouth wide open. She looks happier than I've seen her since I cheated as she glances at me from the corners of her eyes, checking I'm watching, and sucking Charlie's dick harder when she sees that I am. 

I massage the tip of my cock trying my best to subdue my growing climax. Sarah slips the cock from her mouth and smiles. "See, Charlie," she says, glancing between my legs. "I told you my husband had a tiny one." 

Her words almost make me come. It's exciting to be humiliated in front of another man by the woman I love. "I bet you can't wait to feel that big cock in you," I say, needing her to humiliate me even more. 

Sarah makes a long stroke of her hand over Charlie's throbbing dick. "I really can't fucking wait," she says. "My cunt is aching for it." 

Charlie grabs my wife's hair and pulls her to her feet. "I'm going to fuck her now, Robert," he says. He pushes her towards the bed. "Get on all fours," he commands, holding his cock in his hand and towering over Sarah as she clambers onto the bed, her tits wobbling and her face a mask of desire. 

Sarah gets onto all fours and lowers her face to the mattress, her arse high in the air, and her thighs spread wide in a whoreish invitation to the big man. 

She squeals in delight as Charlie slaps her buttocks with his cock, the sound of heavy meat on soft flesh exciting me even more. It looks unlikely that he'll even fit all of his cock inside my wife, but I'm curious to see him try, and I'm even more curious to see how my wife reacts when she feels it in her. 

Charlie points the fat head of his cock at my wife's cunt, and pulls aside one of her arse cheeks with his free hand. 

"Go on, you big bastard," moans Sarah. "Fuck my cunt while my cheating husband watches." 

Sarah's on no birth control and no mention of a condom has been raised by anyone. I know it's not my place to bring the subject up though, after all, I can't even remember if I used a condom with the woman I fucked behind my wife's back. 

Charlie prods Sarah's swollen pussy lips with his cock, and she gasps as he penetrates her with just the tip. 

"Jesus," she says, as he pushes into her. "It feels huge." 

My dick throbs in my hand and I release it, allowing it to twitch and jerk in the air as I tighten my anal muscles and prevent my ejaculation. Sarah's pussy is stretching wide around Charlie's impressive cock, and I'm more turned on than I've ever been. 

I hate to admit it, but it looks like my wife's pussy is finally getting used properly, and Sarah's finally feeling what it's like to be fucked. I stand up and approach the bed, my heart sinking a little as I see the copious trickles of juice dribbling from my wife and along Charlie's shaft. I've never seen her so wet, and I finally realise, without doubt, that I've never turned her on as much as the younger, bigger man is. It's humiliating, degrading, but fucking hell — it's an amazing feeling. The knowledge that I'm watching my wife having possibly the best sexual experience of her life, while I can relax and enjoy the show, is liberating. I don't need to worry about my sexual performance — I can just watch Charlie perform, and marvel at the way he treats a woman. 

Sarah is making low deep sounds in her throat and she grabs her other buttock and pulls it aside for Charlie as he keeps the other one spread. She's opening herself up, offering his huge cock more space inside her, and Charlie takes advantage, ramming a few more thick inches inside her, making Sarah scream. 

She shakes her head as she moans and pushes her pussy onto him. "That's fucking beautiful," she groans. "Can you see how wide he's making me, Robert?" 

I can see perfectly well what he's doing to her. I'm sitting on the bed my face inches from the stretched tight skin of her pussy that's wrapped tightly around Charlie's juice coated dick. 

"Yes," I say, lowering my face closer to her pussy and taking a deep breath through my nose. I can smell her excitement, and the aroma sends fresh blood to my cock, threatening an imminent orgasm. 

Charlie begins sliding in and out of her, building up speed and rhythm, still a few inches away from fully penetrating her. It looks like he shouldn't fit, like my wife's hole is too tight and her body is too small, but Charlie keeps feeding her inch after inch until finally with a hard thrust that makes Sarah gasp, his balls thwack on her slit. 

"Oh my fucking god," she wails, grabbing handfuls of bedclothes in her hands and tossing her head from side to side. "I'm going to come already!" 

Sarah normally needs clitoral stimulation to come, but Charlie's cock is having an effect on her that blows my mind. She comes hard, her pussy tightening on Charlie's shaft and the muscles in her arse and thighs tightening as she screams and writhes. 

Jealously and admiration vie for my attention as I watch the young stud fucking my wife into a state I've never seen her in before. Juice drips in rivers from her ruined pussy and she swears and makes guttural sounds as Charlie keeps fucking her, harder and harder, faster and faster, until his cock is a blur, and loud juicy squelching sounds are filling the room. 

Sarah comes again and I jerk my cock quickly as she bucks her body and arches her spine. Charlie is fucking her hard, and she's enjoying it. She reaches under her body and grabs Charlie's balls, pulling them nearer her, wanting him deeper. 

Charlie slaps my wife's arse hard. "Get on your back," he says. "I'm gonna fuck you deep now." 

Sarah slides off his long cock, and throws herself onto her back. Her eye makeup is running and beads of sweat coat her forehead. She looks like exactly what she is – well and truly fucked. 

She smiles at me and runs a hand over her gash. "You could never do this to me," she says holding her hand in the air so I can see the thick sticky juice that coats it. "I've never come so fucking hard." 

She takes her hand to her mouth and licks her own juice off it, as Charlie grabs her ankles and forces her legs upwards. Her knees dig into her chest and she's almost bent double, her face happy and her cunt contracting open and closed as Charlie takes both of her ankles in one big hand, and prepares to enter her again. 

He gets into position over her, and bends his cock downward. He pushes into Sarah slowly and her face contorts in pain. Charlie's going deep and my wife can feel it. 

Sarah makes sounds of pain interspersed with deep satisfied groans, and I feel proud of her as she tries to raise her arse upwards to hurry his penetration. She can't move though; Charlie is pinning her down with his cock, which is slipping further and further inside her as she begins to scream and shake. 

Her head moves from side to side as she climaxes and Charlie releases his

weight, allowing his full length to disappear inside her. 

Sarah screams and shouts and Charlie swears as liquid sprays from between my wife's thighs. "Fucking squirter!" he says, pulling himself out a little before ramming his cock deep into her depths again. 

I can't hold back any longer and my balls tighten as I come. My sperm splatters Sarah, and she moans again. "You lasted longer than I thought you would," she says through gritted teeth. "Well done." 

Cum continues to dribble from me as Sarah squirts again, her whole body tensing, and Charlie slapping the side of her arse cheek over and over again, the flesh turning a bright red under his firm touch. 

I've never seen a woman being fucked properly before, and I'm happy that it's my wife who's on the receiving end. I imagine how wide her cunt is going to feel when I next fuck her, and my cock beginnings growing again, as Charlie grunts and slumps forward. 

"Yes," says Sarah, wriggling her hips. "Give me your cum. Fill me with it. 

Please!" 

Charlie's arse muscles tighten as he empties himself into my wife and I lean down and kiss her. She responds, and I search her mouth with my tongue as another man fills her with his seed. It's an amazing experience, and I break off our kiss and watch Charlie finishing his climax. 

Sarah puts her hand between her legs and allows Charlie to slide out of her, through her fingers, which grasp his girth as he leaves her body. 

Almost immediately, cum bubbles from my wife's hole and she looks at me. "Do you really want me to forgive you for cheating?" she says. 

I nod, licking my lips, hoping I know what she's going to say next. 

"Then eat his cum from my pussy." 

I dive between her legs, taking her ankles as Charlie releases them, and I spread her thighs wide. 

Charlie lies down next to my wife and winks at me as I clamp my mouth over the wet, swollen pussy and lick and suck another man's spunk from my wife. 

It tastes good, and I hear myself moan as I swallow rivers of it. My cock throbs painfully and I grab it in my hand and begin jerking off. 

"Fuck me," says Sarah, pushing my head from between her legs. "Feel what he's done to me down there. I doubt you'll touch the sides." 

I get into position between her legs as Charlie leans into her and kisses her, his hand on her tits, rolling a nipple between his fingers. 

Her cunt is red hot and soaking wet, and she sucks me inside as if I didn't exist. 

She's loose as fuck and I can hardly feel the sides as I begin fucking her, Charlie's cum coating my cock and balls as I near orgasm. 

"Can you feel me," I gasp, fucking her as hard as I can. 

Sarah pulls her mouth from Charlie's. "Honestly?" 

"Yes," I moan. "Tell me how small I am." 

Sarah frowns and laughs. "I can feel you, sweetheart," she says. "But it feels like you're fingering me." 

She laughs as I come, and I slump onto her chest as my seed joins Charlie's. I lay there for a minute or two until she pushes me off her. 

"That's enough," she says. "Charlie's hard again. I need him inside me." 

I roll off her and make way for the young stud. "Am I forgiven?" I say, enjoying the warmth of her shoulder on mine. 

She gasps as Charlie begins penetrating her again. "It's up to you," she says. "Do

you think I should forgive you, or should we invite Charlie here again, just to reinforce how naughty you've been?" 

She screams as Charlie pushes his length deep inside her. 

"I think he should come here again," I say, twisting her nipple. "Just to make sure I've learnt my lesson." 

The End





Document Outline


	Cover Page

	Sarah's Game Cuckolded Because I Cheated

	Chapter One

	Chapter Two

	Chapter Three




cover.jpeg
GEMMA HARRIS






index-1_1.jpg
CUCKOLDED BECAUSE | EHEATED





index-2_1.jpg
CUCKOLDED BECAUSE | EHEATED





