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            She Finally Agreed

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        It was my Number #1 fantasy

        until she found the perfect guy.

      

      

      

      “I’ve decided… Let’s do it,” my wife said.

      We were sitting in the family room, watching some boring new series about firefighters. Just what the world needed, I chuckled to myself. Another show about firefighters! Boredom had already set in.

      “To do what, Marcy?” I replied, turning toward her. “Just so I’m clear…”

      “To cuckold you, of course. You keep pushing me. I decided to try it. Might be fun.”

      I sat there in shock. My mind suddenly wondering what changed. This fantasy of her sleeping with other men had been my Number #1 as long as I had known her. Not sure why, but imagining another cock splitting her open while I watched always left me hard as stone.

      Marcy didn’t agree. Not a chance, she always told me. She wasn’t prudish or unwilling to experiment in the bedroom. No, she had always been an eager lover. It’s just… her upbringing valued monogamy as the central operating principle of a marriage. That upbringing convinced her introducing another presence in the marriage… at best… would wreak havoc on the couple’s relationship.

      Besides that, after I apparently pushed her too hard about doing it, she broke down and told me the real reason. She believed any scandal would fall harder on her than me. Cheating always fell on the wife, she said. Any accusation of cheating seemed unacceptable to her.

      We had been married for 12 years at this point. Our love life wasn’t stale exactly. Only… what’s the right description… long-married sex? We have a few standard positions we use, and those less frequently every year.

      I have never considered myself a stud. You know, one of those guys with a barrel chest, bulging arms and a 10-inch cock. No, none of those. Still, I do not cum too quickly, am sensitive to her needs, and seem able to satisfy her when we make love. At least, she never complained to me about not being satisfied.

      Marcy and I had little to complain about, even if our dull sex life left something to be desired. What’s not to like? We had a great relationship, a great family, and my wife…

      This software geek may not be a stud, but his wife could only be called gorgeous. Her long brown hair, beautiful face with a pert nose, supple lips, soft brown eyes and trim body, even after two kids, always left me excited every time she came into the room naked.

      Though none of that was her best part. Her voluptuous breasts set my need on edge every time I watched them sway freely. They are large D-cups, with half-dollar areolas and nipples that rose to small pebbles when aroused. They are sensitive and seem to bring her tremendous pleasure when I play with them. Being so well endowed, for her smallish frame at only 5-feet-4, her breasts always attract attention, no matter what she wears. In her mid-30s, they hang firm and provide so much more than a handful for our mutual pleasure!

      Watching them flop about as she hammers down on some stud’s huge rod… oh fuck! Get your mind back to the topic at hand!

      “What changed?” I asked. “I’ve been talking to you about my fantasy for years. NOW you want to do it?”

      She blushed, dropping her eyes away from me. Something had happened…

      “Marcy… if we are going to do this, there will need to be a level of trust with each other. I will not think worse of you if there is someone in particular, or if that someone differs from me. In fact, that would be the point of all this… for them to provide you the pleasure I can’t.”

      “You wouldn’t be mad if I suggested a friend of yours or an ex?” she asked. I already told her this many times. Why bring it up now?

      “Well, as long as this is for really passionate sex, and nothing else… Not sure I want you having a regular side boyfriend. Though…” I chuckled. “… not sure I would be all that upset about that either.”

      “What about Ken, your best friend? Is anyone allowed?”

      “You’re joking now… Ken is an asshole. You’ve said it many times, and not in good shape.” I started chuckling. “And trust me on this… not that I have had any up-close experience, but his equipment is nothing to organize an evening around.”

      That got her smiling. Yet, I couldn’t stop wondering. “Is there a person you would consider?”

      Marcy dodged my eyes for a bit, reconsidered, taking a deep breath. “There’s this guy at work… Garrick is his name. He is one of the senior managers in another department. Two days ago, he asked me out for a drink.”

      “That’s news. Garrick is the one you want for our first hotwife adventure… interesting. Tell me about him.”
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        * * *

      

      Marcy stood up, walking into the kitchen. I understood the issue. It had to be an odd situation, emotionally; talking to her husband about a guy she wanted to sleep with. Or maybe she really didn’t know what she wanted. All this discussion may be an attempt to gather her thoughts.

      She opened the liquor cabinet, reaching for a gin, some tonic, and a whiskey for me.

      I walked up behind her, wrapping my arms around. “Are you leaving me for Garrick?”

      “Wesley O’Connell. How can you say that?” she frowned, angrily pulling the bottles off the shelf, shrugging me off her back. “If that’s what you believe will happen, then we can stop this right now!” Her sudden turn to anger caught me by surprise. How serious had this gotten already?

      “I’m not considering that at all, Marcy. This is my fantasy, remember? The point is… this isn’t about us. Only about your pleasure. Wouldn’t you enjoy having a big cock hammer away until you had so many orgasms you couldn’t breathe?”

      The burst of her anger seemed to deflate a little, yet there was still an edge. “You really want me to go with these guys, don’t you?” She avoided my eyes at first, then seemed to understand this needed to be faced for us to continue. “I can’t explain it, Wes. Every time I get near him, my pussy… tingles or something. A couple times I had to run off to the restroom to diddle Miss Kitty. One day, I had to put a sanitary pad on because I leaked so much. He really gets me going.”

      There must have been something on my face. She turned with a little mystery in her eyes. “I don’t mean to hurt your feelings.” Her quizzical look caught my attention. “I thought this is what you wanted. That guy gets me seriously aroused. I still can’t understand your wanting me to sleep with him… or someone like him.”

      “It all comes back to the leaving question,” I chuckled. “Is your ‘tingling’ or this guy enough to split up our family?” Fuck! That expression again… “Should I be worried?”

      “No. Of course not. I would not leave my kids for a big dick.”

      My heart almost stopped. How did she know he had a big dick?

      My startle brought her back to me, standing next to her. She blushed again, suddenly understanding the implication of her statement. “This is not starting well, is it? I don’t know… personally… whether his dick is large. It’s just that he’s a big guy. Well over 6-feet, and built like a linebacker. I just assumed he’s proportional there, too.”

      I took a couple of deep breaths. “Is that who you would want? A linebacker type with a big dick?” Not me, that’s for sure! She leaned her eyes down, simply nodding yes. “That makes sense to me. If you’re going to have sex with someone else, why would you do it with someone just like your husband? Having a big dick sweetens the pot, right?”

      “You really do like this cuckold talk…” she giggled, shaking her head. “It’s always been a mystery to me. You’re not worried I’d run off with one of those big dicks?”

      “I should be, I guess… Never really thought too much about that. We love each other. We have a good relationship. I’m a good provider and father. We have a great sex life…” She cringed at that last one. Shit!

      It took me a moment to let that sink in. “We don’t?” I asked.

      “It’s fine… really… I just don’t cum much anymore.”
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            Truth Revealed

          

        

      

    

    
      “You don’t? Why didn’t you ever say anything? What about last weekend? You screamed so loud I worried the kids would come running.”

      She blushed again. “A nice session, for sure…” She touched me softly on the arm. “It had been a while before that.” Her calm tone told me, for her, at least, this had been the hard part of having a cuckold conversation.

      “Babe, I didn’t want to hurt your feelings. I need things a little rougher with a guy that takes control. That’s just not the way you are. I love the life we have, and our kids.” A heavy sigh filled the space between us. My heart pounding in my chest. She realized it was too late to stop now with a heavy sigh. “I didn’t want to cause any problems.”

      I had to take a deep breath. This unexpectedly dangerous direction left me with feelings of inadequacy flooding into my brain. Had she wanted to do this all along, just didn’t want to tell me about her needs?

      “Well… that changes some things,” I said, “at least from my perspective. I wanted you to have the extra pleasure, but didn’t think it would be your only pleasure.” I took a couple sips of my drink, set the glass down, trying to calm my jangled nerves. My mind spun with all the horrible things that now seemed likely.

      Yet, in the middle of all this turmoil, something else intruded itself on the conversation. My cock inflated. The humiliation of moments before became mixed with images of her standing naked in front of her linebacker, getting on her knees, mouth open. I had to shake my head to clear those thoughts.

      A hard dick sticking out of my gym shorts did not escape her gaze. A wry grin came out as she stared at my crotch, her hand reaching out to trace the extended rod.

      I took her hands in mine, trying to get her attention away from THAT! “Marcy, probably would have been better for you to tell me about our challenges before this. I’ll give you that. But frankly, it makes no difference. It would still be hot to have you make it with a big stud. Only now, I’ll be happy you are being satisfied at the same time. Something I apparently can’t do.”

      I didn’t want her to see how close to tears I had become. I stood there, staring at my drink, suddenly reeling. She just stared at me.

      In so many ways, the worst thing that could have happened… did! My wife said nothing to correct the unsatisfied comment. Just let it hang. Fuck… that’s really the way she sees this…
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        * * *

      

      By this time, it was late in the evening. After checking on the kids, a warm bed called my name. A noticeable chill had entered the room. We did not sleep with the usual cuddling and sweet talk. Her declaration of my inadequacy had left me trying to reconcile that painful realization while I dealt with the hard arousal.

      My cock had no problems with her words. Every time Garrick and her came to mind, this weird mix of humiliation and arousal left me stiff as a post. In the middle of the night, after a graphic dream of her riding on top of Garrick, me on the bed between his legs watching her lips hugging his rod, I ran into the bathroom, whipping my wad until I blew all over the sink.

      It excited me. No question there, despite what those overhanging uncertainties did to our relationship. An unfamiliar coolness had taken control. Worse, we stopped making love, all intimacy grinding to a complete halt. I was so embarrassed at what she said that I struggled to get aroused. Not that she brought it up. We hardly touched after that first conversation.

      Yet, all this talk had opened the hotwife permission gate for my wife. Making me a cuckold had plenty of attraction for her. As she enthusiastically talked more about how we would do this… notice the ‘we’ there… She was now the one pushing this forward. Her husband… her cuckold, I guess… had become a bystander, suspecting a horrendous train wreck was hurtling toward our relationship.

      Her idea was to have a party at our house. That way, she gets to meet Garrick outside of the business setting. She wanted to invite business associates from my firm, not theirs. That would allow Garrick to be just another person at the party, covering any risk of her spending too much time with him.

      Over the next three weeks, I put everything together to bring 60 people into our house, wall-to-wall. Luckily, it was late spring, warm enough to allow spillover onto the deck.

      I couldn’t believe the outfit Marcy wore. A sheer top with a bra so thin her already prominent nipples spoke to her planned partner. The shorts were nothing scandalous, just tight. She had worn a thong underneath, revealing no panty line.

      Garrick turned out to be tall, as promised, but also suave, with a gregarious social style that made him the center of whatever room he was in. And that meant for Marcy as well.

      I could see why she liked him. Clearly the linebacker of her dreams. Big bodied, with muscles that pushed at the polo shirt he wore. Older than us, maybe early 40s. The gray forming on the temples of his brownish hair gave him a distinguished look. His light slacks did nothing to hide his excitement whenever Marcy approached. My heart recoiled as those light blue eyes sparked every time she came near.

      Unfortunately for me, she seldom left his side the whole night. They touched so frequently I went upstairs to check the beds, in case she planned to take him there before he left! My discomfort continued to grow as the evening progressed. By 10 o’clock, only a few people remained, including Garrick. I had to get out before I had a meltdown.

      A quiet spot on the deck was calling my name. The L-shape of the structure created a spot with some privacy. I had placed a bench seat against the back wall of the house for just this purpose. When I needed to get away from the chaos of kids and wife, this had become my go-to spot! For tonight, it hid me nicely, while I tried to ignore how much she hung all over him.

      All during the party, terrible consequences filled me. Mr. Big was going to dominate my wife in ways I could not even imagine, much less do myself.

      My problem now? The sudden feelings of inadequacy. And this weird thing inside, that left me harder the more I imagined her humiliating me with this guy. My cuckold dream of visual pleasure had taken a hard twist I struggled to resolve.

      Before Garrick came along, I fantasized about her taking another lover as part of our sex life together. We would have the guys over. While they pleasured her, I would get to watch, maybe join in.

      Now, after her confession, I no longer imagined myself as part of the game. This wasn’t about us any longer. Only her. I wondered if I was even going to be involved.

      None of that mattered. I cringed every time I thought about who was to blame. I opened this door with my constant badgering about doing it. Either I had to put my foot down and tell her to stop, or let it play out. Dread filled me.

      Truth is, I’m not sure the former is even an option any longer. The way she hung on Mr. Big all night, Marcy had clearly decided which way she wanted it to go.
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            Demanding Permission

          

        

      

    

    
      As I sat there, trying to find relief from my inner turmoil, the sliding door to the deck opened. I heard steps as Garrick walked around the corner.

      “There you are, Wes. Just wanted to thank you for the swell party. Your wife is very entertaining.”

      “That she is,” I said, barely acknowledging his presence.

      “Before I left, Marcy told me you had something you wanted to ask.”

      What the fuck? I had to do the asking? That took some gall! Why should I have to do it when she was the one that wanted him in her pants? A coldness suddenly filled me. Reality setting in. She wanted me to do the asking, so he knew I had given my permission…

      I took a deep breath, pointing at a chair right next to the bench. There was little choice at this late stage. That much was clear. This had started as my fantasy. Stopping it after the train had already left the station won’t work.

      “My wife and I have been talking about opening our marriage in some different ways. She told me about your asking her for drinks, even knowing her marital status. So… we were considering you as an excellent candidate for our first try.”

      He looked shocked, a little… I wondered if she had mentioned the purpose of our conversation.

      “You want me to fuck Marcy?” He asked. A dark smile told me the answer without his saying a thing. They had discussed it. “Unexpected… welcome, but unexpected. She is a gorgeous woman. How would we do this?”

      “Her birthday is coming up in a couple of weeks. We would have you back to the house after getting the kids off to the grandparents for the night, then let you two have some fun. I’ll be a fly on the wall from the corner.”

      “You wouldn’t take part… just observe?”

      “I can take part, would enjoy that, but for this first time, letting you pleasure her would probably be the best choice.”

      “While you watched…”

      “Well, of course, I would be there. This is part of our opening up, to allow me to be there.”

      Garrick chuckled, his gaze gaining an intensity that left me cringing in my seat. “Been with a hotwife or two over the years. Never done it with the cuck in the room. I’ll have to think about that one.”

      “Okay, if our needs don’t fit, we will have to continue looking.”

      That chuckle became a roar of laughter. He stood up, looking down at me. “I’ll consider it. Let you know through your wife. We’ll see what she wants to do.”

      By the time I could react, he had already walked away. What she wants to do? That sickening arousal filled me again, my cock pressing against my slacks. I knew in my heart it was too late. That train barreling down the track was no longer in control, at least not by me!
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        * * *

      

      As soon as the remaining guests left the party, Marcy ran out on the deck, where I was still recovering from my conversation with Garrick. She had sent him out to my private spot for me to ask him if he would sleep with her. Imagine the gall of her requiring ME to ask him…

      “What did he say?” She asked. I felt like one of her girlfriends in high school, who had just asked a friend if he liked her.

      Her anxious tone set my teeth to grinding. “He would think about it, he said. Let you know next week.”

      “Let me know?”

      “That’s what he said. I won’t be involved in the decision making, it appears.”

      Her body shivered at those words, eager eyes probing for more.

      “He had done some hotwives before, apparently. Wasn’t sure about being watched.”

      Those eyes no longer probed. They were on fire. I wondered if I touched her sex, whether she would drip all over me. She had spent a lot of time with him tonight. No question about the attraction. That guy really got my new hotwife seriously aroused.

      And aroused she was! Without saying another word, she dragged me up to our bedroom, ripping my clothes off. I was on my back with her crawling on top before I settled on the bed.

      That first entry into her sopping wet box may have been the hottest thing I had ever experienced. In her mind, it wasn’t my cock inside her. It was his! Her hips ground on me, eyes closed.

      “Tell me one of your stories… what you want me to do with him…” she whimpered.

      So I did… about her dropping to her knees in front of his raging cock. The joy when he took her aggressively on the bed. The way his massive rod filled her. How much I enjoyed watching from the corner. I dropped that last in to test how she reacted. Nothing mattered. She was deep into the fantasy now. Only that cock filled her imagination.

      I tried to push upward aggressively, pretending to be bigger. She pushed me back with her hips, telling me to stop. Something else absorbed her. She didn’t want me interfering with the fantasy.

      None of that mattered to my cock. I was hard as stone. Being used as the substitute for Mr. Big fulfilled every one of my cuckold dreams! It also had me worried I would cum too quickly. Luckily, she had gotten so worked up from touching him all night she came before I did, screaming her pleasure at the room!

      The reality of what happened crashed back on me after she came. Instead of our usual cuddling and kissing after making love, she cuddled close, but seemed uninterested in kissing. It suddenly occurred to me. Her thoughts were elsewhere!
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        * * *

      

      Over the next week, Marcy kept bringing Garrick into the conversation. They apparently had lunch together on Monday, then walked in a park together the next day; becoming friendly.

      Every time she would talk about the time they spent together, my insides felt like they were being pushed into a meat grinder! This was no longer our fantasy. It had become hers.

      On Thursday, she dropped a genuine bomb that sent me reeling and our relationship in a totally new direction.

      They had been on one of their walks in the park. He had made their lunches a regular part of the day. Things got a little touchy-feely, and she ended up giving him a blowjob behind a stand of trees.

      She carefully planned out the telling. We were in bed that night. She had gotten me all excited, crawling in between my legs, holding my shaft up to her mouth. Licking the precum off the tip, she talked about it while she stroked me.

      Fuck! Here my wife confessed about giving her new boyfriend a blowjob, while having me in bed doing the same. And I couldn’t have been harder!

      She stared at me, stroking harder as her eyes feasted on mine, telling me how she did it. About how he took complete control. How he forced his cock down her throat by grabbing the back of her head, shoving his cock as deep as it would go. All her resistance crumbled. He was dominant, just the way she wanted it.

      My cock got harder with each stroke as my mind painted the image of Marcy in the park, on her knees, slobbering over this massive rod.
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            Acceptance

          

        

      

    

    
      Just as I approached cumming, she slowed her hand movement, dropping the final bad news in my weakened state.

      “Garrick doesn’t want to have an audience,” she said, her hand never slowing or speeding up, keeping me on edge. “He wants me to come to his house tomorrow night. I will fulfill your fantasy by having me naked with him, to take his cock inside me.” Her hand shifted to high gear, solid, long strokes of pure pleasure. “I want his cock to fill me fuller than you ever did, to cum so hard I…”

      All my resistance faded as my seed exploded past my stomach, onto my chest, as she pumped away. Our eyes never left each other as her smile emerged. God almighty! That may have been the hardest I’ve ever cum!

      It wasn’t until moments later that I realized what had happened. Not only had I not gone inside her, but she intentionally made me cum so I wouldn’t be able to.

      My breathing settled down as I thought about how much my wife wanted to have him inside her. Not me… him! This no longer had anything to do with me.

      “Tomorrow night? By yourself?” I asked, trying to get back to normal breathing. “That’s… soon… I thought you wanted… I thought… Do you really want to go by yourself?”

      “I told you… Garrick doesn’t want an audience,” she said, moving to sit next to me on the bed, her legs crossed in front, knees pressed against my side. She played with the cum coating my abdomen. “You’ve got me so worked up about all this… I really want to go.”

      Her hands moved the white cream around, as if mesmerized by it. “He promised to send you pics and video throughout the night, to feed your cuckold desires, he called it. Wouldn’t that be okay if we did it that way? He would get what he needs and I would get taken by another man the way you want. And you would get plenty of visuals to enjoy it at the same time. Win-win, right?”

      “This has nothing to do with me. Marcy. Why are you pretending it does?”

      “Because I think you’re wrong,” she said. “You wanted me to cuckold you. That’s what I’m doing.”

      How do I respond to that? Everything about the entire situation had been so turned around, I had no idea even where we stood as a couple. The core of my fantasy remained, yet it had become something different. Something I could not control. In fact, it was no longer about me at all. She wanted to do this. I don’t think she would have stopped even if I tried to object.

      I laid my head back on the pillow, wondering what would happen next. Then she really surprised me. Our eyes did not leave each other. It was as if she stared straight into my soul!

      “You want me to do this, don’t you?” She asked. Her voice was low, sensuous. I felt her control over me building. “When I started talking about the blow job, you got so hard! I sucked off another man without telling you and you throbbed in my fist! Garrick told me you had all the earmarks of being a real cuckold. I didn’t know what he meant then. Now, I think I do. He told me you would really enjoy my not being in front of you. Your imagination would be even more powerful in driving your arousal.”

      She leaned forward from her sitting position. Her fingers, that had been twirling my cum, scooped portions into her hand while she continued talking.

      “You want me to take control, don’t you? To push your cuckold nature?”

      I said nothing, shivering on the bed. Something was happening to me, something unfamiliar and threatening, yet so arousing.

      She grabbed my hands, pushing them under my body. “Do not move your hands. Is that understood?” I froze in place, nodding. I would leave them as I continued staring at this stranger who used to be my wife.

      One hand came up, pulling my mouth open. The other hand, full of my cum, moved above it, slowly letting the white goo fall into the opening. I sputtered, trying to keep it out with my tongue.

      She screamed at me. “STOP!! You will do what I tell you.”

      Shuddering underneath her, my entire body felt like she had shoved it in an electric socket! Those unfamiliar sensations of before filled me, every cell trembling with its power. I sensed my cock hardening again. Her control… I needed it, wanted her power over me. Our eyes locked on each other, unable to move away.

      “From now on, I’ll do what I want, when I want,” she said, this time with certainty. She never let my eyes go. “I am in control of our sex life,” she said, confidence growing with every word.

      Without breaking eye contact, she reached out, taking more scoops of my cream, dropping it into my mouth until only a light sheen of liquid remained on my body. I did not stop it. Her hand, still moist with the remaining cum, reached down to stroke my cock, now fully engorged.

      I trembled at the power of her grip on my shaft. “This belongs to me now, to do with as I want. I am going to his house tomorrow night. I’ve already arranged for my mom to take the kids overnight. But you, my cuck… you will only cum when I give you permission. That means during every video my lover sends to you, every picture, you will bury your hands under your legs. No matter how much you want to, you may not cum!”

      “Even as you watch him fucking me hard in a video, driving his shaft into me until I scream with the pleasure…” Her hand pumped hard now. “I will come back tomorrow morning whenever I am finished with him. Not before. Is all this understood?”

      For the first time in my entire life, I was speechless. All I could do was nod yes. In that moment, in my very heart, I had genuinely become her cuckold… just the way I had always wanted, as I sprayed my obedience onto my stomach once again. I was hers.
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        * * *

      

      Marcy got off the bed, bringing back a warm washcloth. She cleaned me off, wiping her hands clean. She cuddled next to me, allowing my arms to wrap around her. Whatever had happened tonight had moved us even closer emotionally, even more than our physical need for touching.

      Sleep came easily, though I woke several times with her hands stroking my cock until it grew hard in her hands before she fell back to sleep. One time, she noticed, turning her head to me.

      “Garrick told me about you’re being a cuckold, that you wanted me to treat you this way. Something about your needs. The more I take control, the more you would like it. Is that true? Is this the way you want our sex life to be all the time?”

      She said it with a tone of disbelief, despite the evidence sprayed all over my stomach during the night.

      What could I say to that? It was the middle of the night. Even so, it was clear to me I had not thought the whole thing through. My entire future flashed in front of me as she slowly stroked my shaft. I was stiff as steel, hungry for whatever she wanted to do. Almost instinctively now, I pushed my hands under my body, waiting for whatever my hotwife wanted to give me.

      The realization sank in. She owned me now, down to my very bones. I knew, sure as she stroked my cock, this was the place I wanted to be. My inner self had been telling me I needed this for a long time. Now, it was becoming a reality. I was my hotwife’s cuckold.

      “How did you know what to do?” I asked. “What to say? I didn’t have a clue!”

      “Garrick guided me somewhat, but since we decided to do this, I have done a lot of research online.” She leaned over, finding my mouth with hers, giving me a kiss so full of passion, my cock throbbed in her hand.

      She giggled at the response. “I guess you do.” Her stroking became more focused. “You have it bad, babe… the whole cuckold thing. You’ve been telling me about it for years… I’m just sorry I never paid attention. Imagine the things we could have done.”

      She said those words in between kissing and stroking. As she mentioned the things we missed, those strokes became focused on what I needed. The grunt that came out with my release almost woke the kids! My hips came off the bed as I groaned with the pleasure scorching my body.

      Her lips touched mine again. Those eyes sparkled with a mirth I had never seen before. She enjoyed this just as much as me. She wrapped her arm around me as we returned to slumber. After coming three times in one night, I had little mess left to worry about.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            The Bull Takes Control

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke the next morning, sensing every bit of the love we had shared that night. How can this be? It aroused me more than ever… about my wife going out to fuck another guy! So aroused, my cock stiffened again.

      “No touching,” she giggled as she came awake next to me. “Today belongs to Garrick, the man who is going to fuck your wife.” My cock throbbed as if on command. She noticed the movement, reaching up to slap my shaft hard with the flat of her hand. “Your job is to get me ready for my lover. Cumming is not allowed until I return tomorrow morning. Is that clear?”

      “Yes, yes…” I said, chuckling. “I get it. No cumming.” I had never seen my wife like this, so forceful. It just made me harder!

      “Let’s get up. We have a lot to do. Call your office. We are both taking a personal day.” I nodded, reaching for my cell phone.

      Marcy got the kids ready in the usual manner. On the way out to take them to school, she told me to take my clothes off. My hotwife would not allow me to wear clothing all day, even while she ran out to the spa, getting a complete makeover, including a wax of her sex. She wanted to be totally bare for her lover.

      Before she left for the spa, she gave me a list of things to accomplish. Press the blouse she had laid on the bed, pick out the lingerie I wanted her to wear, put together an overnight bag for her to take. The list went on and on.

      When she returned, after picking up the kids from school and dropping them at her parents, she gave me another. This time to get a hot bath ready, scrubbing her clean. She got on the bed afterwards, telling me to eat her until she came. I lavished all my attention on her tiny bundle of nerves. By the time I was done, she was panting for me to stop, hypersensitive from all the cumming!

      I sat on the bed as she got dressed, alive and aroused! A sexual awakening was happening inside me. And she knew it, too. The proof was hard to hide while I remained naked. As I sat on the bed, pre-cum coated the cockhead of my stiff shaft. Watching her put on the clothes I had laid out made it all so real. Since I couldn’t touch myself, it just dripped.

      Once ready, she put on a light jacket, mainly to cover a purple top that left her breasts exposed for all to see. Those breasts were so large and the V-neck of the blouse so deep, the bow tying the two cups together strained to contain them. She had a skirt so short it barely covered her ass, with the thong panties underneath covering virtually nothing.

      I was so excited for her as I waved to the Uber waiting in the driveway. I didn’t know what Garrick had planned for her, and for me… or what video proof he would send, but her cuckold was ready to see his hotwife get hammered so hard she would struggle to breathe.

      Such delicious anticipation. Yet, nothing could have prepared me for what the night had in store for this new cuckold and his hotwife.
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        * * *

      

      I waited around the house for her to contact me. She had left for Garrick’s place in the Uber I arranged using my phone. The app told me the address and when she arrived. After that… nothing.

      The very essence of my life, everything that made it worthwhile… my wife… had left the house in a sexy outfit, anxiously waiting to be fucked by another man. Garrick had charmed her all week, gotten Marcy primed and ready with their daily walks… and who could forget that secret blowjob behind the trees?

      Her cuckold was being pounded by emotions that threatened to consume me. Those emotions declared an all-out war.

      The insecure me wanted to hop in my car, bang on that door and demand he give my wife back.

      The aroused me made my cock tingle constantly.

      The husband in me fretted about the loss of my wife. Why would she ever want me again when Garrick was so much better at taking care of her needs?!

      The loving me despaired about losing the love of my life, the only woman I can honestly say I loved with my whole heart. What if Garrick captured that heart, leaving me with nothing?

      But cuckold me won out over them all.

      Waiting for that first video to arrive turned out to be excruciatingly painful.

      My nervous energy needed an outlet while I waited. I begrudgingly conceded her point in requiring me to stay naked. Every time I looked at my naked body, it reminded me of where she was and why. A bit of cuckold humiliation came with each glance.

      I tried to put on a movie, then went down to get on the treadmill. Anything to get my attention off a cock that grew hard and soft, seemingly of its own accord. Though, I’ll have to say, the treadmill was surprisingly difficult to do when you’re naked and your hard shaft is flopping around! I ended up back in the family room with the TV on.

      Suddenly, my phone binged… a message arriving. A quick glance at the clock told me Marcy had been gone for over two hours. My hands shook as I opened the phone, moving to watch the video link taunt me. Despite my nervousness, I put the phone back down, sucking down a whiskey while I shuddered against the table, wondering what might be on there.

      That, my friends, was the last calm moment I had for the rest of the night. Garrick had decided he would take on the role of dominant for both my wife and her cuckold. He took that role seriously.

      As I opened the video, I saw my wife on her knees, naked, worshiping the largest cock I had ever seen. Her mouth barely fit the head inside, but he didn’t care. If she pulled back too far, he would grab her hair, forcing it down further.

      Her hair was all over the place, disheveled and sweaty. They must have been at this for a while. Her red lips betrayed what had been happening. Whether from sucking him or kissing, who knows? The moans of arousal scorched my ears! I had never seen her so worked up. The guy must be a great lover. Pure desire filled her face.

      In the video, one hand moved in her lap, a rhythmic motion that needed no explanation. She wedged the other hand against his hip, holding the phone so the angle revealed the shaft entering her mouth. Her eyes stared at the camera while she sucked him.

      My heart cracked in two! Those eyes told me there was nothing else in the world she wanted to do more than suck on that crank, just the way he demanded.

      All the time she stared at the phone, sucking back and forth, the sound of a tinny voice came out of the phone. I realized I had the speaker off, rewinding to catch that part again. Garrick had been talking. To this day, I wish I hadn’t done that.

      ‘Your wife loves to worship my cock. She tells me it’s so much better than that puny one of yours.’

      She was submissive to his every command. My wife! Everything he told her to do, she did. He told her to stop sucking, to hand him the phone. He ordered her to lean forward, forcing her face down to the floor, telling her to spread her ass cheeks, to show me everything. She did it without hesitation.

      Garrick brought the video up to her pussy lips, now positioned just as he commanded. They were still pressed together, unviolated; I thought happily, with a weird relief. Especially considering her naked position. Her arousal dripped from the slit as it caught the random light from the room, glistening in the crystal-clear image of the screen.

      ‘Look at that cunt. Ready to be plundered. She wants it bad. You know she does. Hey, babe, tell your hubby how much you want me inside you.’

      I heard the words, unable to block them out, tears rising as the words ripped into my heart. ‘Please Garrick. I want your cock inside me. My husband can’t even make me cum. His cock is too small to satisfy me. I need it.’

      I wondered for a moment if she knew he was still recording.

      Then an unexpected insight touched me. My cock wasn’t Garrick big, of course, but definitely above average. I struggled to make her cum, apparently, but a truth hung on the edge of those words just beyond my reach.

      I shuddered as it hit me. My cock throbbed, returning to full hardness again. Like last night, when she dripped that cum into my mouth, ordering me not to touch myself, even trapping my hands underneath my body. My hotwife loved taunting her cuckold, giving me the angst she thought I needed. She had said that on purpose!

      I groaned as my cock pulsed in front of me. That mix of fear and arousal had returned, filling every crevice. In that weird cuckold way I now accepted, it seemed better knowing she wanted to treat me this way.

      A movement on the screen drew me back. Marcy had returned to worshiping and Garrick’s torment of me continued. Garrick held the phone in his hand.

      ‘It must be driving you crazy. Knowing she wants this more than you. She’ll do anything I want. Before this night is over, I will take every hole, filling it with this cock and my seed.’

      For long moments, my wife went at that monster, riveting me on the screen. Her tongue licked up and down the shaft. She cradled his balls, while she took him as deep as possible. Her eyes remained fully focused on the camera. I could not take my eyes off the action.

      ‘I ordered your wife to stop taking the pill, my cuck. That’s why we waited seven days, so she would be fertile again.’

      Her mouth movement slowed abruptly. It looked like she might pull her mouth off his cock to speak, but he grabbed her hair roughly, shoving it back down her throat.

      ‘I’m going to put a baby in her, just so every time that babe squeals, you would know I gave that to her.’

      The video stopped abruptly. My heart pounded in my chest. Stopped taking birth control? What the fuck? That had to be a taunt. No way would she do that without discussing it with me. Would she?
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            Loving the New Cuckold Reality

          

        

      

    

    
      Waiting became its own torture. That news about birth control had put me on an even sharper edge. I couldn’t figure out why she would do that. Is she really that enthralled with this guy she wanted to raise his child? After only one time? Suddenly, the risk to our core relationship seemed too real.

      Yet, every time my mind came back to that thought, my cock grew hard… almost painfully throbbing with the need to be touched.

      I almost broke my hotwife’s rule not to beat off at that moment. But I didn’t, choosing to sit on my hands again to prevent any ‘accidents’.

      The next video came in 40 minutes later. This one a live video call. I hit Accept.

      Marcy was on the bed, on her back. She had the phone turned to show Garrick stroking himself between her widespread legs, ready to enter her. The phone flipped to facing her.

      “Hey, babe,” I said. “Having fun?”

      “I am required to ask your permission for him to go inside me. He refuses to do it without your approval.”

      “My approval?”

      “Say it’s okay,” she begged, “so he hears it from your mouth. Tell him to… please… I need it.”

      There it was, in her eyes, that hunger. Discussing giving her babies and what that meant became literal, as her gaze left the phone, staring at him, stroking that massive shaft. She definitely wanted it badly. He must be doing his own brand of torment on her, as he kept her ultimate pleasure just out of reach.

      The video swapped again; the screen pointing toward Garrick. He teased her opening with his cockhead, barely brushing her lips. My cock got hard as stone, watching.

      “I’m waiting, cuck,” Garrick said. His tone became even more derisive than the first video.

      Those eyes earlier told me she would do anything to get that log inside, no matter the permission. My approval became a mere formality.

      “You have my permission, Marcy.”

      Garrick’s derisive chortle filled my ears as he leaned forward, thrusting his hips, that cock beginning its journey forward.

      “He’s really going to do it, baby,” Marcy said. That ‘baby’ clearly meant for me. “He’s going to fuck me, right in front of you…” The call cut-off mid-sentence.

      What the fuck? This was supposed to be my turn! I felt like hitting the return call button… maybe they had lost the signal. Then sat back on the sofa staring at the post between my legs that threatened to explode. I couldn’t believe my throbbing rod.

      Inside, I sensed a shift taking place. This new cuckold reality washed through me, as my tormentors shoved me into the deep end of the pool, accepting only total immersion! I got it suddenly. Garrick entering her without the video was just another form of taunting. He forced me to give permission only as another form of humiliation.

      That sudden understanding of being a cuckold brought a welcome certainty. Her new bull wanted more than just doing it to her, the way she obviously wanted. He had to do it to maximize the torment of the cuckold on the other end. I shuddered at what this meant for our future as a couple.

      Waiting was no longer an option. My cock was too focused on relief, no matter what my hotwife told me.

      Dinner called. I got up, walking into the kitchen. Focus on food preparation became a genuine challenge. Between my raging hard-on and the memory of her pleading look, I barely made a sandwich, topping off my whiskey.

      No matter how excited my cock might be, my mind failed to stop the feelings that had taken over. My calling it a new ‘cuckold reality’ seemed to fit perfectly. Marcy had told me, from now on, she would do what she wanted when she wanted. That I no longer controlled my cock. She proved that tonight, having gone to him with little input from me.

      Even through the charade of requiring my permission, I suddenly understood she did this to torment me more, not for actual approval. She had already given him all the access he needed.

      And here’s where the reality kicked in. To my growing surprise, I enjoyed this. The war between jealousy and arousal had found its full flower! Her raw sexual desire, shown so clearly in each video, pushed that war even deeper into my psyche.

      I wanted to feel that internal combat more, to have her pleasured just this way, no matter who’s doing the pleasuring. The truth of my new cuckold reality settled in for a long stay. Unlike me, Garrick gave her what she wanted. I finally accepted my inability to do that. My cock throbbed at the thought of all the pleasure she was getting. My happiness came knowing he could do that for her.

      Warm comfort flooded into me.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The videos came intermittently for the next couple of hours. The last a live video call. By that time, I was watching the action lying in our marital bed. It was past midnight and my body was getting tired. I picked the phone off my charging cradle, hitting Accept.

      On their end, they positioned the phone on a stand facing the bed. Garrick pounded into her from behind; my wife obviously enjoying herself, on her hands and knees. Her cries of pleasure filled the screen! My cuckold response came immediately, springing rigidly back into life!

      For the longest time, there was only the sound of her moaning and his grunting. The image and loudness were enough to see his hip hit her body with each thrust, a soft ‘slap’ of the impact coming over the connection.

      My tormentor could not do the silent thing for long. His taunting came back. “Your wife is such a great fuck. She’s already sucked me. Now I’ve been fucking her all night. You can hear the difference in her moaning, can’t you? She loves my cock. Yours… not so much.”

      He stopped talking, returning to the hard thrusting. Her body was beyond caring about me. I could say her gorgeous breasts swaying with the pleasure, mewling softly for him to give it to her.

      Only Garrick wasn’t really focused on her. He needed to deliver more taunting. “She loves it when I give it to her hard and long. Don’t ya, babe?”

      In between moans, Marcy looked up at the phone, smiling. “I love it. Wes, I have cum so many times…”

      Those words stopped as he grabbed her hips, pounding viciously into the sex she happily held up for him to use as he wished. Groans transformed into whimpers as I witnessed another one of those releases taking control. Her body shuddered, head swaying back and forth with each thrust, as her cries escaped that lovely mouth. When she could, her head turned up to look at me on the screen, smiling…

      Those cries of pleasure had the intended effect. I loved watching this! My entire body was alive with her pleasure! Not only that, but my cock had grown rigid again. Her joy had washed away all my misgivings. I needed to tell her. “Give yourself to him, my love. Let the pleasure take you wherever he wants. I want you to. He can…”

      The connection cut suddenly. I seldom knew when the videos would stop or why, but this time I did. My outburst caught my tormentor by surprise. He hadn’t expected me to be enjoying myself.

      That was the last video for the night. Either the action slowed as we passed midnight, or the great Garrick no longer wanted to share.

      None of that mattered. Marcy had become his fucktoy. When he ordered her to do every nasty thing he wanted, controlling her completely, she would do it all.

      As I put the phone back on the cradle, wrapping the blanket around to catch some needed shut-eye, that joy I felt briefly before finally found a home. At the start of the evening, it had been hard for me to understand, or even watch, but as the night progressed, I finally understood.

      My wife had a capacity for sexual pleasure we had barely touched in our years together. Now, I accepted she needed more than I could give. If I wanted her to be happy, then I had to accept her need to go elsewhere for that satisfaction.

      As I laid back, that joy of acceptance took hold. My wife was getting what she needed. What could be better for a cuckold to hear? I settled into my sleep, happy and satisfied. All was well, with me AND with her.
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            My Hotwife Loves to Play

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke to the soft chime of another video call. A quick glance at the clock. Only 6 in the morning. They had been going at it much of the night. No more calls came in, but he had sent a stream of pictures. Garrick especially loved close-ups of her mouth on his cock.

      The chime sounded again. Now fully awake, I reached for the phone. It was only Marcy, by herself, wearing only a polo shirt so large it looked like a dress.

      “Hey, there,” I said. “You had a busy night…”

      “You have no idea!” she giggled. “He is snoring up a storm, so I snuck into the bathroom downstairs to call you. Are you okay? We still good?”

      “Yes, my love… still good. I’m glad he can give you the pleasure I can’t. You seemed to enjoy yourself!”

      “Wes, his cock is so big, and he lasts so long. I sometimes wanted him to cum so he would stop, but then the pleasure would start building again and I’d be back to wailing another orgasm. God… what a night!”

      I smiled. The joy that came over me while falling asleep had remained alive and well. “So glad to hear it, babe. You going to do more? You spoke before you left… like you planned to stay awhile. Your mom sent me a note. She is taking the kids to a movie at 3:30. Won’t be bringing them back until early evening. Looks like you have plenty of time to stay.”

      “That’s why I wanted to call you. Garrick has invited a friend over for some playing this morning. He told me they were going to dp me. Is that okay with you… if his friend joins?”

      “Is this a genuine question? Thought you were doing what you wanted when you wanted…”

      The smile on my face told her it was a joke, but only half a one. Her asking me permission to have Garrick enter her last night had been only a formality.

      “Come on, Wes. That’s just cuckold talk. I thought you liked that?”

      “I did. It got me going, that’s for sure. But there is a kernel of truth to it. I’m certain you would have gone to Garrick last night, no matter my approval.”

      Her face blushed. Yep, she would have…

      “It’s okay, Marcy. I’m glad you did. You needed to satisfy that sexual itch and I needed to learn I wasn’t enough for you.”

      “I didn’t say that! I only…”

      “Shush…” I chuckled. “I am not mad. My only unhappiness in what has happened… with all this… was learning I haven’t made you cum in a long time. You should have told me sooner, helped me do better, or I would have given you this freedom long before. You won’t pretend with me any longer, will you?”

      “No, of course not. Though the way Garrick is talking, he wants to do this often. Would you be okay with that, too?”

      “Well… Not sure how many times we can pass the kids off on your mother. Mine lives in Florida, so that won’t be a help. Besides, they’re getting too old for them to wake up with you gone all night. Is that what you want? To let them in on our little secret?”

      “No… they are still too young to learn their mom is such a slut. I’ll talk to Garrick. Maybe we can do some evening things, coming home after they go to bed. Kind of like my monthly Charity Board meeting.”

      I smiled at her. “Up to you, Marcy. You’re the one in charge of our sex life now. And I’m not joking about what you said, either. I want you to be. I have discovered over the last week that I want for you to take the lead. We can work something out if you need to continue.”

      “You really mean that? Want me to take control? Garrick has been talking about some hard stuff for you… for later… made me a little nervous.”

      I had no idea what he had planned, but was sure we could work it out together. “I’m good, Marcy. Have your fun.”

      That smile covering her face made me cringe a little, despite my being happy about her pleasure. She really wanted him inside her more. I just hoped it wouldn’t come back to destroy our marriage and family.

      “We’ll talk about it when I get home.” She held the phone close to her face, examining me. “Show me your cock,” she demanded.

      I turned the phone around to point downward. Still at half-mast, ready to go full sail, she smiled. “You haven’t cum tonight, have you? I want that reserved for when I return. I want you to reclaim this pussy with a full blast.”

      “That reminds me,” I said. “Did you really go off the pill, wanting him to get you pregnant?” She burst out laughing, looking nervously at the bathroom door, in case her laughing woke him.

      “He’s out of his fucking mind! There’s no way I would do that.” Her eyes jumped around a little. That wasn’t the full story. I waited patiently. She needed to get this out.

      “Okay… okay…” Marcy said. “I told him I did that. It seemed important to him, but I didn’t. Not sure more children are in my future, especially with the complications of separate fathers.” Her eyes grew teary for a moment. “Are you really okay with all this? I wasn’t too happy about some of his taunting last night. A little over the top, didn’t you think?.”

      “I’m good… let him taunt away. Only you and I will know the truth of it. Right?”

      That wry grin came back. “Yes, my love. Thank you for this, by the way. It has been a night of sexual discovery. The first time he took me in the ass… so big… but once I got used to it… Oh my god… I came so hard!”

      “Good, glad you enjoyed that. Have a good time this morning. Send me a text if you are taking an Uber, or whether you need me to pick you up.”

      “Thanks, Wes. I owe you one.”

      We hung up after that. Her cuckold laid back on the bed, staring at his now limp cock, still naked on the bed. Indeed, it had been quite a night.

      I got up, needing to keep busy today. All this sexual energy had grown into a full tornado inside! Not putting clothes on left yard work out of reach, so I headed for the laundry room, organized our dirty clothes and got the first load started. Then I finished all the dishes I had left last night.

      After a quick shower, my usual morning routine, I grabbed a book. Going to be a long wait, I suspected.
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        * * *

      

      The first video call came in about 10 o’clock. I sat in the family room, reading my book. Still naked, of course.

      She pretended to complain he hadn’t cum yet. I watched as he slammed into her. He had her folded in half, her ankles near her head, as he took her hard. I could see her gasping with each thrust, mewling as a release built to its full glory.

      The joy on her face made me smile as she exploded with another blast. I had to give it to him. Garrick knew how to give her all the pleasure she wanted. She had given herself completely to this monstrous cock and there was nothing I wanted to do about that.

      My cuckold reality of last night settled in for a permanent stay. I had passed the control of my wife’s sexual life into her hands, and she passed it on to another man. Her moans of pure joy riveted me. I might not be happy about how aggressive he had been with her. Still, she liked it. Wanted it, even. Deep in my heart, I knew. Our love life would never be the same.

      He let the call run until she came, then cut it off again. A little niggling uncertainty poked its ugly head through the haze of my cuckold pleasure. How would I ever compete with that sexual prowess?!

      During this video session, she would glance at the phone occasionally, making sure I hadn’t dropped off. I knew what she was thinking… what we were both wondering. This was so different from what we shared in our own bed. Was this a ‘nice to have’ now, or a ‘need to have?’ Would she return home to me the same person, or as HIS woman…with me only her roommate?

      The next call had her on hands and knees again, but this time, with another man standing naked in front of her. His cock filled her mouth as Garrick slowly kept her going behind. They placed the phone on a tripod at the corner of the bed.

      Mr. Taunting returned. “I brought in my friend Alex. We work together with your wife and wanted to give her a little double penetration. One cock is not enough for a slut like this. Alex is going to love the way your wife grips his cock in her ass. She’s hungry for it, aren’t you, babe?”

      Marcy pulled her mouth off the cock. “So ready. I’ve never had both holes filled before.” Then right back to sucking. The video ran for several more minutes before being cutoff. Shit… I thought they would let me watch the dp at least!

      Another call came in about a half-hour later. Garrick on his back. Marcy crawling up to impale herself on his shaft. I got a closeup of her slowly lowering herself on that monster! My cock throbbed!

      Alex positioned himself standing behind, his enraged shaft slick with lube.

      “Your slut is ready to get it hard,” Garrick laughed, turning his head to look at the screen.

      Alex pushed her body down on top of Garrick. The big guy’s arms held her on his chest. Her backdoor man crawled between Garrick’s legs, pushing his cock into her rear bud. She must be very relaxed after being taken so often overnight because she barely whimpered at the penetration.

      Oh my god, the pleasure! Holy fuck! They took Marcy apart. She screamed her releases, groaning as the men began a coordinated effort to torment us both. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Marcy enjoyed Garrick, but this? This was something else entirely!

      I saw it in her face when her head occasionally turned toward the phone. I had lost her to the pleasure. She wanted only more. She no longer cared if I even existed.
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      It was thrilling, I’ll give you that, but the future suddenly seemed a terrible chasm of unknowns. Working together every day, she would be available to Garrick any time she wanted. Would she now include Alex in her stable of lovers?

      I knew at that moment she would want one or both of them again. No going back now. He wanted her, and she wanted him back. The soft tone of the call from the bathroom this morning had disappeared from her face, replaced by an addicted sheen. I shuddered at the open need for these enormous cocks after only one session. What would it be like after she did it multiple times? Would I even have a wife by then?

      Garrick made my wife cum so easily. I wondered if I needed lessons. I could only watch in amazement as these two men brought my wife more pleasure in those few minutes than I ever had.

      At the beginning of her overnight stay, she seemed to care about my watching. Now, I had disappeared as a concern. These rods and their pleasure had totally taken her. Powerless to stop, she wanted more, needed it. Lust filled her, as animalistic sounds came out of her mouth. Only the rods pleasuring her mattered.

      Worse, she looked up at me on the phone after another monstrous release. Neither of the men had cum yet. Both slowed as she reached for the phone. Staring at me.

      “Move the phone so I can see your cock.” She ordered. Ordered! She groaned as one of them did something, then returned to me. “Stroke it.”

      “You want me to cum?” I asked, surprised.

      “No… not yet. I want you at the very edge.”

      She turned to look at Garrick, a smile rising on her face I hardly recognized. It was hard, cruel, laced with a sadistic pleasure at what she could say to taunt me.

      “Go away. I need to get fucked more,” she chortled.

      The call ended.
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        * * *

      

      I settled back on the family room sofa, my mind spinning. What was THAT about? The video haunted me. My mind spun with everything they would do to her. Clearly, her desire for big cocks had been a real one. They clearly understood how to please a woman better than I did.

      An hour and a half later, another video call came chirping. Marcy was still on the bed, exhausted. Only Garrick remained in the room. He gave me a closeup of her gaping holes, both dripping with cum. Her expression spoke only of the bliss that filled her. I had to assume she had cum repeatedly while they gave it to her.

      He wanted one last go before he finished and wanted me to watch. His hard shaft moved toward her, his fingers swirling, instructing her to turn over as he placed the phone back in the cradle. She whimpered at doing it again… she had to be sore by now… but she did as she was told, her submission to this man now complete.

      She rolled over on her stomach, pushing her ass at him, welcoming whatever he wanted. My cock hardened as I watched, stroking my cock. She had given me permission to touch myself before, even if cumming wasn’t allowed.

      He noticed my hand movement. As he entered her, the groan filling the room; he looked at the phone. “I own this pussy now.”

      I gasped at his words. What the fuck? This wasn’t taunting. His face was as serious as that heart attack you always hear about!

      “You are now as close as you will ever get to it. And that’s the way it’s going to stay. Isn’t that right, my slut?”

      Marcy looked up at me, embarrassment her only expression, but then my heart stopped. She nodded yes.

      Garrick smiled at me. He had transformed the pretend taunts of before into something real. “She will come to Alex or me anytime we ask, give us whatever we want, then come back home when we are done. Her pussy will caress us while you wait at home with nothing. Your cock will never enter her again.”

      She must have seen my shocked expression. Tears formed in her eyes, but she said nothing to stop his words from ripping me apart. This was not taunting at all, but fact. She had allowed this man to take control of her… and me. What I wanted no longer mattered.

      Instead, she lowered her head as he slammed into her, the joy on her face causing pain on mine. I no longer controlled my life or my wife. He did! I even understood what she had to be thinking… about how different this experience was from what we shared in our bed. This pleasure had become a desire she now needed in her life.

      Garrick chuckled. “Looks like you are finally getting it. She no longer wants to pretend you please her. From now on, your own hand will be the only thing touching your cock.”

      I shuddered in my seat, barely able to breathe.

      “Your job from now on is to get her ready for me. Whatever she needs, you will do. Every time she comes, I want her shaved bare. I expect you to do the shaving. I’ll have to decide whether I feel generous, allowing you to get a handjob occasionally. Maybe we’ll get you a nice cage to keep you in line.”

      “Marcy?” I asked, my voice trembling with the terror of what my life had suddenly become.

      “I’m sorry, babe,” my wife said. The tears in her eyes had already cleared, that hardness returning. “I can’t go back to the way it was.” Her eyes fell away from the phone.

      I shuddered several endless moments as I stared at this woman who used to be my wife. Suddenly, all the fun of the night before had become a relationship crisis. She would only come back to me if I accepted these terms.

      We were supposed to celebrate our 11th anniversary next month. My fantasy had gone completely off course, with no hope or possibility of recovery.

      I stared at the screen. Another whisper, “Marcy,” pleading for everything we had been together. No reply came.

      Fear gripped my very soul as I stared at the person who used to be my wife. And a growing anger. I cut off the call.
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            Unexpected Reaction

          

        

      

    

    
      My life and family were going up in flames after cutting off the call. All plans we had for the future had become openly impossible. Rage filled me.

      How dare he take her away from me! How dare she agree to such a monstrous thing! Memory of his words continued to stoke my anger.

      ‘I own this pussy now.’ ‘You are now as close as you will ever get to it.’ ‘She no longer wants to pretend you please her.’ ‘From now on, your own hand will be the only thing touching your cock.’ ‘Your cock will never enter her again.’ ‘Your job from now on is to get her ready for me.’

      The worst part was not his words. He had been taunting me all night. No, the worst was when my wife nodded in agreement, claiming she can’t go back to the way it was.

      Marcy… my god, what has happened to us? My fantasy had been derailed completely. I accepted a good chunk of the responsibility for pushing her into doing this. But now? She expected me to become his servant… cutting me off completely from touching her in the future?

      I shuddered for what seemed like the umpteenth time. Oh, Marcy… My heart literally ached. I loved my wife so much!

      The warmth of the new cuckold reality of last night, ripped apart so viciously by my wife and her new lover, left only a core of disgust that sparked something deep inside.

      Rage filled me! I’ll be God-damned if I’ll go along with any such bargain!

      Stomping upstairs to our bedroom, I put clothes on for the first time in almost two days. I laughed out loud, suddenly feeling silly about agreeing to go naked when she asked.

      By this time, my anger had mellowed to a fine edge, picking up flints of steel along the way. Time to end this. Garrick would discover who was in control!

      I picked up the phone, making the video connection again. Garrick’s receding hand had pushed the button, but I ignored him, despite his continuing to plunge into my moaning wife. Shit…

      “Hey, Marcy. Pay attention,” I barked. She barely raised her head as Garrick continued his torment below. She groaned, pushing back, but our eyes connected.

      “I’ve been thinking…” pausing a moment to make sure she was listening. “… trying to figure out what I might have said… to make you think… I would accept such a bargain.” Her eyes flew open, the groaning suddenly stopped. Garrick tried to keep pumping, but my wife no longer responded; her eyes fixed on the screen.

      We had been married a long time. My wife had seen me angry before. This was way past any of those. The train wreck I worried about, when we started this adventure, had arrived. All their careful calculations were about to crash with it. Revenge filled my mind.

      “If you expected me to go along with making this kind of change in our life together, you were sorely mistaken. No one… not you, and certainly not this asshole… controls ME.”

      All movement stopped now. Shit was coming down that captured even Garrick’s attention. I didn’t care about him. My eyes only cared about my wife.

      “My giving you control at all was a choice I made… for OUR mutual pleasure. Yours and mine. One I now see as a major mistake. I fully admit fault here. I shouldn’t have given you the impression it conveyed special privileges outside our relationship. If you thought that granted you some kind of right to transfer that control to someone else, I’m here to tell you right this fucking instant. You can’t. I revoke whatever control I gave you. Clearly, you are not up to handling the responsibility.”

      I took a couple of deep breaths. Clarity of purpose gave me renewed strength for this very hard choice. Her eyes glistened now. My reaction had caught her completely by surprise.

      “Now, I’m giving you a choice. Though I have to say, you really don’t deserve it. Here it is. I’ll give you one hour to return home. Better get to humping, because it will be your last with him. We can talk about the shambles of our relationship once you return. If you are not here within the hour, we… you and me… will be finished. I will have every lock changed and you no longer need to return. I hope Mr. Big Dick is prepared to support you for the rest of your life. Because I sure as FUCK will not live under the rules this asshole laid out. Count on THAT.”

      She tried to push him off, even though he was still hard, pinning her in place. I didn’t care. Emotions swirled in my voice, tears threatening to fall.

      “Marcy… my love… We have been together a long time. I thought… well… I thought our relationship meant something to you. It still does to me. Now…” I had to stop for a moment, tears filling my eyes. “… I can see it didn’t.” Trying to get back under control, I took a deep breath.

      “I still love you. Hope we can work something out, but you need to understand clearly. No future includes Mr. Big Dick entering any life we have together. Ever again. He has shown himself to be a selfish ass who cares nothing about the women he sleeps with.”

      “Hey, you can’t talk about me…” Garrick tried to get in.

      “Shut up, Garrick,” Marcy and I yelled at him together. None of us smiled.

      “If you are so besotted with his cock you cannot see the way he is, then stay there. And have a good life. But I will not be a part of it.”

      “Wes, I…” Marcy said.

      I angrily cut her off, yelling into the screen. “Shut your fucking mouth! You’ve already had your say. We can’t go back to the way it WAS, remember? Could you have even tried to be more hurtful?! Frankly, I had never seen this side of you before, and I don’t want to see it again, either.” I heard her gasp at my words. A sudden hunch came to me. She probably didn’t even care about my feelings. All she thought about was the cock she wanted.

      I paused, emotions spilling out to a few quiet sobs. Then I pulled myself together, needing to give her the only options she had.

      “I have always loved you, Marcy. With everything I am. But I promise you right now and make no mistake how serious I am. If you are not here by the 61st minute, you will no longer exist in my world. We will work out a joint custody agreement for the kids, but as for you and me… we will be finished.”

      “Wes, don’t…” she tried to get in, as I cut the connection.
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      Thirty minutes later, I heard doors slamming in our driveway, hurried steps up the front walk. More than one person.

      Garrick threw the front door open, barreling into the room. “You motherfucker…”

      He looked ready to take a swing at me as he barged across the kitchen floor. I held a baseball bat at my side. Only Marcy kept this from getting hideous. As she rushed through the wide-open door, she yelled, “Garrick, STOP!!” He stepped back. Garrick and I stared at each other. No question now. We were enemies for life!

      She moved close to me. She had been crying all the way home.

      “I’m sorry, Wes. He insisted on driving me.” She turned toward him, a curious tone in her voice, a mix of sympathy and disgust. “Time for you to go, Garrick. I had fun.”

      All his macho posturing melted in the face of those bitter words. She not only asked him to leave, but made it clear she would not be returning.

      None of that mattered, as my heart thumped in my chest. Earlier in the day, my life had stopped, at least any semblance of a life I wanted to live. Now, my wife stood in front of me once again, making her choice to stay. Yet neither of us knew what that life would be. How could we put this wrecked train back on the tracks?

      I walked to the front door, holding it open, watching him hesitate. “Look, Big Guy,” I said. “You had a great time with a willing woman, and even a husband that, for whatever reason, enjoyed playing the cuckold game. You could have left it at that for a lot more fun down the road.” Garrick’s surprised expression caught my eye. “Didn’t she tell you? I had already agreed for her to go to you whenever she wanted, as long as the kids didn’t know.”

      His eyes rounded to her in surprise. Obviously, she hadn’t told him!

      My gaze bounced between the two of them, shaking my head in disgust. “Even that wasn’t enough. You had to push and push, try to take her from me. And you, Marcy, were you really so enthralled by the Big Dick you would throw your family away? I’m still in shock you thought I would accept your stupid terms… You must have lost all respect for me if you thought I would go for a bargain like that.”

      Marcy sat on the kitchen chair, her head in her hands, sobs filling the room.

      “Time to go, Garrick. Nothing remains available to you here. Just go.”

      I stood there while he calculated whether to fight or run. One look at the sobbing woman in the kitchen, though, told him all he needed.

      “Had a great night, babe,” Garrick said, walking out the door.
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        * * *

      

      As soon as the door closed behind him, Marcy flew into my arms, her sobs now controlling her entire body. “I’m so sorry, Wes…”

      I let her cry until it slowed, wrapping my arms around her. I still loved this woman, but the continuing shocks of the last 24 hours had left me unable to function, much less look toward the future!

      It was only 3 in the afternoon. The kids would not be back for a while. “Why don’t we go sit in the family room,” I suggested. “Got some talking to do, don’t you think?”

      She nodded, allowing me to take her in there. For the next two hours, we talked and cried and talked some more.

      She told me about her time with Garrick, and later with Alex added. How it left her so full of pleasure she didn’t want to live without it. About my giving up control, and how she believed that control would allow her to stay with Garrick. About how sorry she was for the hurtful comments. Even now, she struggled to believe she had said those things.

      I told her I wanted to start over. Go back to the way we were before, but adding this new wrinkle when we had a chance. I knew she enjoyed the sexual play, so I promised to find other outlets for her needs that would not destroy our relationship.

      “Do you want to do that?” I asked about playing again.

      “Not for a while,” Marcy said. “I’m still trying to figure out how I’m going to relate to Alex and Garrick at the office come Monday.” Her face turned beet red at the embarrassment she knew would be part of that relationship going forward.

      “Just tell them the truth,” I suggested. “Usually works, in my experience, at least. He pushed it too far. That is certainly clear now.”

      I pulled her up to the bedroom, exhausted from her playing all night and the emotion of the last few hours. This cuckold had 24 hours of taunting and arousal, fully stocked to blow. She was way too sore to make love, but she sucked on me a little… it didn’t take much. I went off like a fire hose, an incredible blast flying all over her tits.

      After cleaning up the mess, I laid down next to her. We didn’t wake until we heard the car doors in the driveway. The kids had returned.
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      Five weeks later, I arranged for the kids to stay overnight with Marcy’s mom again. Told her we had a special date night planned. She hoped we had fun!

      Around 7 that evening, after settling in for a night of TV, the doorbell rang.

      “Better go see who it is,” I suggested. She gasped, finding Garrick and Alex standing on the porch. “Go ahead, let them in. We have some talking to do,” I told her.

      Garrick and Alex came through the door. I directed them into the family room, inviting Marcy to have a seat next to me.

      “Garrick and I have been talking,” I said to Marcy. “We met for coffee last week. He has something he wants to say.” I nodded Garrick had the floor. This was going to be hard for him. This man seldom offered apologies. But this had to be said.

      “I want to apologize to both of you,” Garrick started. “I got carried away with all the cuckold… language.” He seemed to cringe at those words. “Marcy, I put you in a difficult position with your husband. That was not my intention. I know you love each other and you both thought of your becoming a hotwife as a… shared… activity.” He cringed again. “I got carried away, putting your marriage in danger. For that, I am truly sorry.”

      He looked at me again. I nodded my continuing approval for him to continue. “I really enjoyed our time together,” he said. “I want you to know… if you both agree… I would like to continue seeing you, Marcy… as long as Wes is good with that.”

      Marcy gasped, staring at me.

      “Now that wasn’t so hard, was it?” I said to Garrick, obviously not caring if it was.

      Turning toward Marcy, I touched her, smiling. “He called, asking if I would be willing to meet. A tough choice, I’ll confess. The way he behaved before went so far past acceptable, I doubted I would. Frankly, I wouldn’t have if not for his friend Alex. He changed my mind. You want to tell her?” I said to Alex.

      “Admittedly, I came in late,” Alex said. “Only for the morning session. Knew nothing about the taunting that happened before… or after. Still, it seemed to me the whole thing might be a simple miscommunication problem. Some cuckolds can be pretty hardcore, wanting to be openly humiliated, put in cages, treated horribly by the women claiming to love them. And these women genuinely love their husbands. The kink just brings that love out in a way many would not understand. I think that is clearly what happened here.”

      Alex looked at Marcy. “I am not making excuses for him, but I am sure this is what happened. When Wes did nothing after the initial taunting, Garrick thought you both belonged to this… let’s call it… harder-core kink. You two were so new to the lifestyle that, as Garrick kept pushing the edges, you both seemed to accept it. The last round setting off your husband came at the ultimate step in the hard-core direction. Garrick thought you both wanted that. Now he knows better.”

      My eyes had to be cold steel at that moment. Memories of his words still frosted my ass. I said nothing, staring at Garrick.

      “Garrick and I accept the limits now,” Alex continued. “We have come with a proposal we hope will fill everyone’s needs. Marcy, Wes has agreed to allow us to have the same fun sessions we had before, as long as we do them at your house, and he can watch in the room. He told us he may not stay in the room all the time, but he wants the option. No exclusions or taunting. He just wants you to have the pleasure you need.”

      By the time Alex finished speaking, Marcy was straddling my lap with kisses covering my face. “You really want that? Wouldn’t mind?”

      “Marcy. I never minded what they did to YOU. I only objected to your pleasure having something to do with our relationship. I would love to watch you pleasured the way you want.”

      She couldn’t believe how the night had turned so dramatically different.

      I leaned forward, softly whispering in her ear. “Right now, go up to our bedroom, put on the skimpiest lingerie set you own, then come back down. We’ll talk a little more. I’m sure they will be ready by the time you get down here.”

      She jumped off my lap, bolting up the stairs like a kid who just heard the bell of the ice cream truck.

      “I guess that means she has accepted your apology and is interested in your proposal,” I said to the guys, both still sitting nervously on the sofa. “And I want to offer an apology of my own. Alex is right. We were so new to the lifestyle, I thought the stuff he did was the way it always happens for cuckolds. I should have said no when I first became uncomfortable, but I didn’t want to stand in the way of her pleasure. For that, I apologize.”

      Before I finished, Marcy came down in a dark blue sheer chemise with nothing underneath. Her nipples threatened to tear through the fabric; sticking out like pencil erasers.

      “Gentlemen, my wife is ready to be taken upstairs for a rough session of pleasure. Do you know anyone willing to provide that service?”

      They were on her before the sentence left my mouth, her thin covering already on the floor, when I suggested she take them up to our room.

      “You coming?” she asked, dragging on my arm.

      “No, not yet. You need some time to let loose without hubby interfering.” I patted her ass, pointing toward the stairs. The guys were already at the top of the landing.

      “I’m good, Marcy. Your cuckold needs some time to imagine what you are doing as well. By the time these guys get going, you won’t even know when I come in the room.”

      She hugged me, kissing me gently. “Thank you, babe. We’ve both learned a hard lesson. I will never forget where I belong again.”

      “Me neither…” I replied, giving her a harder slap on the ass this time. “Get now… your entourage awaits.” She squealed, rubbing her ass as she ran up the stairs. The sound of her giggling and later moaning was music to her cuckold’s ears.

      I stayed downstairs for over an hour as I let them settle in. Her cuckold was just where he wanted to be, assured his hotwife got all the pleasure she wanted. Marcy’s moans with each release told me I had made the right choice.
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        Click here to get the next book in the series.

      

        

      
        A GK Grayson Swinging/FFM/MMF Story

      

        

      
        Carter and Ellie decided to take a river cruise down the Rhine for a long delayed, and much needed, vacation.

      

        

      
        By this time, Ellie had been a hotwife for over a year and her husband Carter was as thrilled with her adventures as she was. He wondered if the play would continue during their travels. He needn’t have worried as Ellie was already on the hunt at their first port of call.

      

        

      
        It wasn’t until they boarded the cruise ship and discovered a like-minded Cruise Director and Captain, that their play moved to another level.

      

        

      
        As they travelled down the Rhine, both Ellie and Carter are pushed in unexpected directions by their new partners.
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        GK Grayson specializes in hotwife and soft cuckold erotica, with a focus on power exchange relationships. He likes writing about women that own their sexuality and couples that explore new sensual experiences, because he admires the courage they display in taking these actions.

      

        

      
        His writing career started when the muse hit him in 2014. Now, with 80-plus books and novellas, his writing is still going strong. He believes that all erotica needs to be anchored in the reality of the life the couple is sharing with each other. That informs every decision about plot and character.

      

        

      
        You can find him online at my website: oakviewpublishing.com

      

        

      
        He is also on: TWITTER, MEDIUM, FACEBOOK, and GOODREADS. All under the tag: gkgrayson.

      

        

      
        You are welcome to email me at gk@oakviewpublishing.com.
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        THE NAVY HOTWIFE SERIES

        Being in the Navy is a fulfilling yet demanding life, especially for married crew members who struggle to endure the arduous separations. The excitement of echoing footsteps on the gangway and the smell of saltwater lingering in the air does not erase the tearful goodbyes on the dock, nor the feeling of emptiness in their hearts as they face a long deployment.

      

        

      
        Join us in our NAVY HOTWIFE series, where we explore five couples and how they find new ways to survive the demands of this life they have chosen.

      

        

      
        Can these unique arrangements be the answer for each couple? Or will the competing pulls of separation and desire destroy them like so many others?

      

        

      
        Check out these titles in the NAVY HOTWIFE series (of the planned six volumes):

        Navy Hotwife: Angela (Book 1)

        Navy Hotwife: Lynn (Book 2)

        Navy Hotwife: Isabella (Book 3)

        Navy Hotwife: Carissa (Book 4)

        Navy Hotwife: Miko (Book 5)

      

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: Watching Morgan]
          
        

      

      
        
        WATCHING MORGAN:

        CUCKOLDED BY MY BEST FRIENDS

      

      

      
        
        Morgan and Zachary, inseparable friends since their childhood days, find their relationship evolving beyond the platonic as they navigate the tumultuous waters of adulthood. Their love for each other grew stronger. Yet, Morgan was afraid if they allowed the relationship to become intimate, it would ruin what they had as best friends.

      

        

      
        Their bond faced its ultimate test when Morgan introduces an unconventional element, inviting Zachary into a realm where voyeurism and desire intertwine, letting him watch her with her boyfriends, while never allowing their own friendship to develop into anything more.

      

        

      
        Later, when Zachary gets married, a revelation from his past with Morgan sets the stage for a complex exploration of love, lust, and loyalty. His wife, Kimiko, intrigued and perhaps enticed by the unconventional paths her husband and Morgan have traversed, contemplates whether such an arrangement might also liberate her own desires.

      

        

      
        Zachary now stands at a crossroads, confronted with the possibility of embracing the role of cuckold once more, but this time with his wife and not just his best friend. Can he relinquish control and accept watching his wife with another man? Or will this bold exploration unravel the fabric of their intimacy?

        Watching Morgan: Cuckolded by my Best Friend
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        THE EVOLUTION OF MARRIAGE | SEASON TWO

        These couples know that something needs to change in their relationship. They want to push away their ‘late married blues’ and dull sex lives to find a fresh path. These efforts often involve risk and emotional turmoil, but each couple finds themselves unable to resist the tug of desire as their marriage evolves into their own unique journey. In Season 2, we find unexpected paths, kinks long hidden, and desires waiting to be unleashed.  This 6-book series examines these different paths. Even though the route is unique for each, the results remain explosively erotic!

      

        

      
        Check out these titles in The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two.

        My Wife Meets Her Bull at the Country Bar

        My Wife Listens to a Different Melody With Him

        My Sizzling Barbecue

        The Basketball Player and the Hotwife

        My Husband Has His Cherry Popped

        Whose Reunion Is It Anyway?
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        ONE MORE SECOND CHANCE: THE WISHING FAERY CHRONICLES

      

        

      
        A brand new erotic urban fantasy franchise from two of ACHE's best-selling authors begins...

        In “The Wishing Faery Chronicles,” love, temptation, and the allure of second chances intertwine in a magical journey. Jonah and Marla, bound by a 30-plus year marriage, confront the weight of past regrets. Jonah’s success as a lawyer and absences from the family have left Marla feeling isolated, despite her own thriving career. When the couple are presented with the extraordinary opportunity to revisit their past, they find themselves caught in a whirlwind of old flames, unfulfilled desires, and hidden regrets. This magical twist of fate presents them with the chance to live a life without regrets. But they soon discover even wishes come with a cost. Embark on a mesmerizing journey where the lines between fantasy and reality blur, revealing profound truths. Witness the resilience of love as it navigates life’s unpredictable turns, proving that even amidst challenges, true bonds only grow stronger. Dive deep into “One More Second Chance,” an adult urban fantasy that will keep you turning the pages all night long. One More Second Chance features explicit scenes of an adult nature, with wife-sharing and domination themes.

        One More Second Chance: The Wishing Faery Chronicles

        A Second Bite at the Cherry: The Wishing Faery Chronicles
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        THE HOTWIFE KEY PARTY: ROWAN: Parker and Rowan had been experimenting with the hotwife lifestyle for over a year. Then they get a mysterious invite to a party in Malibu. All expenses paid to ‘satisfy unfulfilled fantasies.’ Neither of them were sure what that meant, but a close friend assured them the invitation was genuine.

      

        

      
        Enter 'Casa Del Grande Toro', a celebrity villa perched high on the bluffs above the Pacific Coast Highway. Here, they find a glamourous array of hotwives, sexy husbands and an eccentric collection of handsome and hunky single strangers.

      

        

      
        What Rowan and Parker don't know is that they've been drawn into a secret celebrity sex club, a hedonistic society exploring everything erotic. When their mysterious hosts draw out keys in the fashion of the fabled swinging key parties, they must decide how far they are willing to go.

        The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan
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