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I Had No Choice

Kate Granger


Chapter One

◆◆◆

My husband slumped into our bed like it was an object in his way, sprawling all over me in the process. He babbled incoherently while stinking of booze, rolling around the mattress like a maniac who was lost. When an arm flailed around my waist, I shrugged him off me, not sure if he was trying to say hello, bid me goodnight or ask me to fuck him. It didn’t matter which; I’d had enough of Carl’s poor behavior.

After a few minutes, my husband’s hand cupped my ass cheeks. He squeezed tightly, chuckled disgustingly, and I snapped.

“You’re drunk again, Carl.”

“I’m not.”

“Please don’t do this. Sleep it off.”

“Do what?”

“Don’t you dare try fucking me when you are in such a disgraceful state.”

“Fuck off, Olivia. Who do you think you’re speaking to? Find another bed… in fact, find another fucking husband!”

Carl always reacted badly to anyone’s criticism, especially mine, after he’d had a skinful. He resorted to hurling insults and making hollow threats, even though he could barely form the words. My husband never actually reached the point of violence, and I had a good feeling he never would, but his drunken episodes were disgraceful and left me hurt and hollowed out.

His latest insult, reserved especially for me, was always the same after a drinking session with his pals. He’d tell me to leave him, and by the morning, he would feel awful, not fully remembering exactly what he’d said but knowing it was horrible and boorish. Carl would apologize endlessly for his poor behavior as he sobered up throughout the day.

I would forgive him as always. Then the next night, or in a few days, he would do the same thing again.

This time, I didn’t respond to his offensive remark, so Carl rolled around uncomfortably, groaning like a fool dangling somewhere between sleep and a drunken unconsciousness, reeking of vodka. When he settled into a drunken slumber, facing away from me, I slipped silently out of our bed, ensured my husband was covered by the duvet, and went down the hall to my favorite spare bedroom.

As a beautiful, sexy, and kind twenty-eight-year-old wife, I spent far too much time in a spare bed, lonely, unloved, and in what felt like a sexless marriage. I wanted to make love, be fucked like we had when courting, but I wasn’t having a smelly beast’s drunken semi flaccid cock inside my body.

Before nodding off, I messaged my sister, Alice.

Carl did it to me again. He’s drunk.

It was late, so I didn’t expect a reply until the morning, setting down my phone on the nightstand. I almost jumped out of my skin when it vibrated a minute later, rattling on a loose glass surface.

I’ve told you what to do, sis. Carl won’t change his behavior unless you change your reaction to it.

It’s an extreme solution.

It’s the only one if you want to fix your marriage.

I dropped off to sleep, rousing when Carl slipped under my duvet hours later. The sun broke through a crack in the bedroom curtains, so I knew it was morning, probably around 6 am by my estimation. My husband’s alcohol induced morning wood poked into my back, and, when I craned my neck to look at him, he leered back, bleary-eyed, still semi-intoxicated, stinking of alcohol and a stale body odor.

“Don’t you dare touch me.”

“Don’t be like that, Olivia.”

“I want a divorce. I’m not fucking you right now, or ever, so get showered and dressed because we need to talk.”

“You always want a divorce, Olivia.”

I sat up, swung my legs out of bed, and slipped my feet into comfortable fur-lined slippers. Carl reached out, so I arched my back and leaped up, staying out of his range as though he were typhoid Mary. I picked up my phone, reread my sister’s message from late the night before, stared at my drunken, horny husband, and decided to take her suggestion.

I thumbed a message, hit send, and hoped for the best.

Carl playfully rolled across the bed and snatched out to grab my T-shirt. I skipped sideways, determined not to be fucked by him, not even if he did it from behind and breathed in another direction.

“Stop it, Carl.”

“I do have some rights… we are married.”

“Not for long, and even married men and women can’t force their partner to have sex with them.”

“Jesus fucking Christ, Olivia. Why are you being so serious?”

“Let’s talk about that. I’ll make breakfast for us so we can be civilized about it. Rest here until I call you.”

I showered, dressed, and went downstairs to make breakfast. While poaching eggs, my phone buzzed, so I checked it and was pleased to see I had a message response.

Are you sure about this, Olivia?

Yes. Positive.

Okay. I am on my way.

Thank you.

Carl was never violent, just deeply unpleasant while drunk. He forced himself on me sexually but backed off when I said no; had he not, it would have been the end of us, no matter how nice he was after the fact. He wanted to make love to me last night and now, or at least execute his drunken version of it, which offered no intimacy, love, or romance to me, only rough sex where one of us orgasmed.

For a long time, it was never my turn to be the winner in the race to an orgasm.

With breakfast cooked and served, I called my husband. He came downstairs slowly, groaning, his eyes unfocused, his expression showing signs of a splitting headache. Carl sat gingerly on a kitchen stool, slowly sobering up, every pore steaming from the aftereffects of a boozy night where hard liquor was the choice sauce for him and all his friends.

It was one too many long nights of booze, I thought - my husband looked tired, sick, and bedraggled more than usual. I pointed to his plate, feeling sympathy but not acknowledging it with a smile or other facial expression.

“Poached eggs on toast, a side of pancakes, and crispy bacon will help soak up the alcohol, and I’ve fixed you a Bloody Mary.”

“With vodka?”

“It wouldn’t be Bloody without vodka. I disapprove of your drinking, but a hair of the dog is the only thing likely to get any sense out of you right now.”

“I wasn’t that bad last night, Olivia. Was I?”

He stared at me, looking embarrassed, until he had to glance away from my fiery, angry eyes. Carl chuckled, trying to lighten our mood, shrugging me off as a neurotic wife who had made another giant fuss over no big deal. Carl couldn’t look at me, so he stabbed a pancake with his fork, then collected a bacon rasher, shoveling both into his mouth, disgustingly munching while staring defiantly at me.

“You’ve become a pig… no… a monster.”

“A monster?”

“You smell of alcohol and body odor, you snore like a beast, you are unpleasantly rude and lewd. Lovemaking is just fucking to you and the way you eat… It’s like a pig.”

“I’m starving.”

“That’s no excuse for such disgusting behavior.”

I leaned against the fridge, cradling my cappuccino made from a treasured Breville machine—my gift to myself for earning a fifty-thousand-dollar bonus last year. I’d bought Carl a Rolex watch and took us to Nice, France, on a luxury holiday - the rest went to taxes. During our vacation, my husband got drunk on all seven nights, and again on the flight home.

For a week afterwards, we still weren’t speaking.

I stared at Carl while he ate the breakfast I’d made. He was a handsome, well-sculpted gym enthusiast who could be an incredible husband when sober and willing to put in the work. He turned ladies’ heads everywhere we went, but never seemed interested in straying. I was sure he had never played away, nor would he.

I loved Carl for his fidelity and many other things, too, but I despised his drinking habit, which brought out the worst in him. He grew increasingly uncomfortable under my glare, shrugging as though posing a question about what might be my problem.

“You’re drunk all weekend, every weekend, Carl. I shouldn’t need to explain what’s wrong between us. Our marriage is dead.”

“Am I really that bad?”

“Yeah. You also drink every night, but not to the point of drunkenness - that’s not far away from having a severe alcohol problem. Give it a few more years, and you’ll be in rehab, then I’ll be free of this marriage for sure.”

“You won’t divorce me, though, surely, will you? I seem to remember you saying something about that this morning.”

I moved closer to him, ensuring he could read my expression very clearly, especially the determination in my eyes. Carl looked worried, almost terrified, because he saw my seriousness. We had been here before, on the brink of marital dissolution, but we’d always pulled back. I felt the wind blasting from deep in a chasm below, blowing in my face, fresh, with new promise if I only ended things now.

“Yeah, Carl… it suddenly feels real. Like something is different this time?”

“Yes. I feel anxious.”

“Will you give up drinking to save our marriage, Carl?”

“I don’t know, Olivia. Do I really need to?”

I rested my elbows on the granite surface of our kitchen center island, gazing deeply into his eyes. We both sat on breakfast bar stools, pondering our problem in a cantankerous chess game that Carl was definitely going to lose.

My husband gulped nervously and sipped the Bloody Mary to gain Dutch courage. It didn’t calm his trembling fingers, but the juice combination probably settled his stomach and soothed an addled brain. The vodka gradually restored Carl to life, returning to him a semblance of sense I hoped would make him act more seriously and take me at my word.

I remained silent, and fear crept further into my husband’s expression as jealousy struck him hard. He licked his dry lips and tried to speak, but he couldn’t because his throat was parched, so he sipped more Bloody Mary.

I knew what had scared the living daylights out of him. The first thing Carl thought about every time I mentioned divorce was the consequences - me finding a new mate who would make love to me all night. The thought of me strolling around hand in hand with another man, whose seed swam in my womb, drove my husband insane.

“I’m sorry for my poor behavior, Olivia.”

“You told me to fuck off last night. Find another bed, you said.”

“Surely not?”

“You told me to find another husband, too, Carl.”

“Oh fuck!”

“I want a divorce so I can do precisely that. I want a man who loves me, wants to be with me so much that he has no interest in alcohol. A man who wants to plant his seed inside my womb to make a baby, then another, and-”

“That’s enough, Olivia. You know I fucking hate when you talk like this.”

You could have heard a pin drop in our kitchen. The tension between us rose and could be cut with a knife. So, I opened the door to our backyard, letting the birdsong breeze in with fresh air to clear his vodka breath and lighten our mood.

My husband’s head slumped as the enormity of our situation struck home. Making Carl miserable gave me no pleasure, but enough was enough. My sister was right, a new approach to solving this problem was needed.

“I’m sorry, Olivia. I never meant to upset or hurt you. I love you with all my heart.”

“And yet you never show it.”

“I tried last night.”

“Love is about commitment. The lovemaking part is easiest. Do you remember how you chased after me for months before we finally dated? That’s all dried up, and romance is absent from our relationship.”

Thinking we’d moved past his infraction, my husband smiled, stood, and walked over to our coffee machine. He half turned, looked at me, and pointed to his cup, raising an eyebrow to ask if I wanted another, but I shook my head. After a minute, he returned to the kitchen stool with a steaming hot double espresso, sliding the remaining half glass of Bloody Mary aside like he was making a sacrifice.

I snorted and laughed at my husband’s pathetic tribute.

“You’ll be back on the booze by tonight.”

“I love you, Olivia, and there isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for you.”

“Then please divorce me, honey. Leave me amicably with this house that I paid for. We can split our other assets, most of which I paid for, and then we can remain friends.”

“I don’t want to lose you.”

“You don’t appreciate me. In many ways, you have already lost me. I don’t love you like I did last month, last year, or the day we married. Love withers when you starve it.”

“I can change, Olivia.”

“You’ve altogether taken me for granted since we got married. You chased me frantically in courtship, even though I was engaged to Tom, and now you have put a ring on my finger, you couldn’t care less.”

“I do care.”

“Yes, now you do, when you think what you have will be taken away. If I forgive you now, you’ll show humility for a few hours, make me a cup of coffee, and be nice, but the monster inside you is ravenous and demanding. You can’t control it.”

My husband considered my point for a long time, likely remembering our great times when he had desperately courted me and we fell in love. I had pushed Carl away for months, forcing his wooing to become more frantic and outrageous. Then, one day, on a beach at sunset while we strolled together, I acquiesced and kissed him for the first time.

After that day, Carl was an absolute gentleman, doing whatever he could to secure a soulmate, but his efforts were short-lived. They severely waned once I wore his gold band, which now felt like an anchor dragging me down.

“You once desired me so much, you would pluck the stars from the sky and make me a necklace from them, then dance with me in the moonlight.”

“Yeah, and I got you, too, Olivia. You loved me more than Tom. I won.”

My husband snapped back. He was probably staring into the reality of losing me, without realizing that what we had left was a weakened strand of what was once a strong rope. I remained calm and compassionate, desperate to guide us through a minefield without blowing up.

“Yeah, you did win me, and that’s all true, but now you’ll lose me forever, because I don’t want to be your wife. I don’t want to share my DNA with you by having children. Let that sink in, please.”

“Why the fuck don’t you want to be my wife?”

“Because you are a drunk who doesn’t cherish or honor me. You mistreat me all day, every day, and I still pull the duvet over you to make sure you don’t get cold when I leave your drunken bed. Even though you tell me to fuck off, I still make breakfast for you just to help make you feel better.”

I felt like crying, and tears filled my eyes to the rims. I choked back a vigorous bout of sobbing, turning away so I could secretly use a tissue to dab my cheeks.

“I want a divorce.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Carl suddenly sobered completely as our reality struck him hard. I gulped and felt queasy. My heart raced, my eyes bulged, and my temples surged as my blood pressure rose. His expression told me I had finally reached him.

My husband stared at the remnants of his breakfast: a sliver of grilled bacon, a few scattered beans in sauce, and half a hash brown. He glanced at me, dolefully, his eyes damp, and I saw his shame of knowing he was out of order glowing in his crimson cheeks. The man I had fallen in love with momentarily controlled the drunken fool I had begun to dislike.

My heart sank. Carl looked grief-stricken and lost, like a little boy who owned all the finest toys in the world but couldn’t look after them, so they broke. I was that broken toy, my emotions battered and bruised by too many nights of my husband’s disdain and disrespect.

Now he saw his treasured possession, a woman, a wife no less, broken and lost in a worthless marriage.

“I feel bad… and desperately sorry, Olivia.”

“It shouldn’t take this much of my effort to explain why your behavior is so poor, Carl.”

“You’re serious about divorce, then?”

“Can you remember when we last made love?”

He stared at me for ages, then, as my husband realized that he couldn’t remember when we had last made love, he glanced away, ashamed. I never wanted to inflict emotional pain on him, but I’d reached the end of the road and saw only a life without him as my next step.

Wearing my most severe expression, I nodded and let the dramatic moment percolate, so he’d take our situation even more seriously. An atmosphere of tension hung in the room when Carl finally realized my seriousness.

“I can’t remember when we last made love, Olivia.”

“It’s been so long, neither can I.”

“Can I talk you out of divorce? Is there any other way?”

“You have two options, Carl. Divorce me or I’ll cuckold you.”

I’d finally dropped the bombshell that had occupied my mind for months.

My husband gasped. His eyes widened in shock, and he dropped the coffee cup that had almost reached his lips. It bounced on the tiled floor once, then the second time it hit, tiny fractures that had formed exploded, and the white porcelain disintegrated into a thousand shards.

Carl’s eyes narrowed, and he stared straight at me, his temper bubbling like the inside of a volcano crater.

“Fucking cuckold me?”

“Yeah?”

“Wh-wh! I mean, how… why?”

“I would rather divorce, but you asked for an alternative.”

“How the fuck is cuckolding me an alternative.”

“You’ll watch me fuck another guy of my choosing. I’ll probably date him first. It would be as if I’d divorced you and moved on with my life.”

“Holy fuck, Olivia. Have you taken leave of your senses?”

“A cuckolded man has a sexually unfaithful wife. I don’t want that, hence I am asking you again to accept divorce as a solution. Make it quick and easy for both of us.”

“I don’t want a divorce, Olivia.”

“Okay… what is your solution?”

“I’ll be a better husband.”

“Will you give up drinking?”

“I’ll drink less.”

“No thanks. I can do better, Carl… so can you. You need a drunk wife to fuck like a dog whenever you like. You can live like pigs. It seems neither of us has a solution acceptable to the other party.”

My husband settled down and composed himself. The danger of divorce was palpable to both of us. I felt anxious, mostly because I wanted to move on, with Carl if we could find a manageable solution to our marital disharmony, or without him if needed.

The cuckolding idea initially came from my sister. She suggested it as a halfway point instead of divorce if Carl made that route difficult. We didn’t discuss it as a kink lifestyle, focusing purely on the definition of the word cuckold, meaning that I would be unfaithful, which I would be if divorce were made a hardship.

Carl held his breath for too long and gasped when his cheeks puffed and turned bright red. He wagged a finger at me, shaking his head.

“So… let me get this clear. Either by divorce or cuckolding me, you are going to find another man.”

“In simple terms, yes. I want to enjoy a varied and fulfilling sex life with romance, maybe love in time. That’s normal after divorce. You’ll date. I’ll date, and pretty soon we will move on.”

“My alternative is that you move on while we are married?”

“You still have a chance of us staying together, Carl.”

“If I give up the booze.”

“And your idiot friends, or at least control them.”

He whistled, still stunned by my ultimatum. I had offered my husband the worst possible choices, giving him a true dilemma to mull over, each option with dire consequences for him and me. Carl shook his head, his brow furrowed, and the color drained from his face. He lifted the discarded Bloody Mary and downed the remaining half in one.

I snorted and laughed.

“See? You can’t set aside booze for even one hour.”

“You drove me to that, Olivia.”

“You drove yourself to it. Maybe you need to see the doctor and discuss your alcohol intake.”

“Fuck you! No… I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that.”

I said nothing, not wishing to poke the bear or make it suffer more than it already did. If my husband had told me he would be unfaithful or divorce me amicably, I would have left right away, even though the property was in my name only. He wasn’t in the same dignified state of mind or physical condition as me.

Something struck me in the silence. A new option that might work.

“Why don’t we go to your doctor together. If you are an alcoholic, I will stand by you every day of sobriety, come to meetings, and help with counselling. I won’t divorce or cuckold you.”

“It sounds like you are holding a gun to my head, Olivia.”

“When the reverse is true.”

I tidied the kitchen while my husband considered two equally unconscionable options. I felt far more relaxed about the situation than I had anticipated. Divorce had worried me, cuckolding my husband had seemed a terrifying alternative, but now, a third option was on the table. The status quo must change, at least from my perspective. Being unloved, dishonored, and unhappy wasn’t part of my life’s plan.

“How will cuckolding me work, Olivia?”

I spun around from my kitchen Belfast sink and stared at my husband in utter disbelief. He looked serious. I let his expression and words sink in momentarily, recalling all I had read about those who enjoyed a most taboo lifestyle.

“Are you being serious, Carl?”

“I’m not agreeing to anything. Please, tell me what it entails.”

“I would date other men, and they would make love to me as you once did.”

“Would I be denied sexual access to you?”

“As long as you are a drunkard, you aren’t coming near me.”

“I see. Where would I be when these other men fuck you?”

“I’d want you to watch on occasion. Other times, you’d be in the spare room. Maybe I would fuck at their homes, in a car, outside or at a club-”

“Fucking hell Olivia. That’s a hell of a lot of sex.”

“I’d be making up for lost time with men who appreciated me more than you do. I am twenty-eight years old, working hard to build a future with a man who doesn’t give me any intimacy or affection.”

“Okay… okay. You’ve obviously given this some serious thought.”

“Yes… But I am only proposing to do what I would if we divorced.”

“Which is your preferred option?”

“My new preferred option is helping you get sober. Cuckolding is the worst outcome for both of us.”

“I can’t give up my friends.”

“Then stay sober when you are with them. You don’t have to drink to play pool or hang out just because they do. Remember, all of your friends are single.”

“It’s part of the culture.”

“Then give serious consideration to divorce, Carl. Move on with your life and let me move on. Don’t contest a divorce.”

“Tell me more about cuckolding first, Olivia. What happens after you sleep with a bull?”

“You’ll apologize for treating me so poorly and give up drinking. If you don’t can the booze, I’ll keep on cuckolding you until I catch feelings for one of my bulls, at which point, you’re fucking history, and a divorce is inevitable.”

I spat the words out, choking on my tears. Carl slipped off his chair, bounced, cut his foot on a shard of porcelain, and hopped around on the floor. When he reached me, my husband cradled me in his arms, but I forced him away.

“You stink of vodka. I don’t need to be comforted by an asshole drunk.”

“I’m so fucking sorry, Olivia, but this has gotten out of hand- cuckolding be fucked!”

“I believe you are sorry, but I don’t fucking care.”

“Wow… so you gave me two nuclear options then.”

“And a third. Rehab and recovery together, Carl. Let’s do it?”

He raised his hands, running his fingers through his gorgeous, thick black hair. Carl’s eyes were wild, and he looked desperate. I sat back down, wiped the tears from my eyes, and sighed heavily.

“I’d rather divorce you, Carl.”

“Cuckolding me seems a bit fucking harsh.”

“It’s similar to divorce. If you won’t let me go on good terms, I’ll probably file for divorce anyway, then flirt, find myself appropriate lovers who will treasure me and I will fuck them in front of you if you stay in the house I paid for. Then, one day, I will oust you.”

“You sound like a bitch, Olivia.”

“It does sound harsh, but that’s where we are at. Why not leave now, stay at your parents’ place, then let’s meet next week and start the divorce.”

“You sound like a broken record.”

“I won’t acquiesce this time, Carl.”

“Cuckolding is cheating.”

“Not if you permit me to take lovers. Then it would be consensual non-monogamy, although don’t even ask if you could fuck other women because the answer is no.”

“Well, I won’t fucking do it. No way!”

Carl shouted and punched the air angrily. He stood again, felt the pain in his foot, and sat back down, wincing.

“Divorce it is then. If you won’t go, I’ll pack a bag immediately and leave. I’ll give you a week to get out of here, take what you want, and then I’ll come home. I'll have the locks changed. I even have a lift on the way right now.”

“Fuck your sister.”

I slipped off my kitchen stool, smiling, feeling like freedom was close. Carl stared at me like I was bonkers. He waved his hands, reached out, and grabbed my wrist, pulling me close to his vapor-like breath, making me feel queasy.

“Please, Olivia. Don’t do this.”

“I must. I don’t want to be your wife anymore. Just divorce me and move on, Carl.”

“I don’t want to divorce you.”

“I gave you two alternatives.”

“But cuckolding? Fuck!”

“Or give up the booze.”

“Yeah… fuck that!”

“There must be severe consequences when you misbehave. Otherwise, you can’t choose to change your attitude. You’ll have a choice - my fidelity and exclusive love in exchange for your sobriety and devotion. Oh my… we can call it marriage - how about that?”

“Don’t be sarcastic, Olivia.”

“I think I have been patient enough. Now you must decide, quickly.”

“Jesus, I need to think about this, baby. I don’t want another man sleeping with you.”

“They won’t always sleep over, especially not during my period. They will come, fuck me senseless, then leave.”

“During your fucking period?”

“Yeah, that’s another thing. You should man up and learn to run a red light if we're going to stay together. I’m making some changes that suit me, honey. Last night, with you pawing all over me like a beast, it was the final straw.”

“I don’t want another man touching you, Olivia.”

“Seriously? Carl, I’ve just issued you with an ultimatum. You have only three choices - clean up, divorce, or let me cuckold you with guys who want me more than they desire a half a bottle of whisky. Frankly, I don’t give a fuck which option you choose, because without serious changes in your behavior from this moment onwards, I’m leaving and coming back after you fuck off.”

Our doorbell rang, so I went to answer it, leaving Carl stewing. When I returned to the kitchen holding my ex-boyfriend’s hand, my husband fell off his stool again. He stared at Tom with seething rage burning in his eyes, then he looked at me, sorrowful, pleading for his torture to stop.

“I messaged Tom to come here, not my sister.”

“Wow… why the fuck!”

“I’m taking my ex fiance upstairs to fuck him now, Carl, I’ll see you in our bedroom or not at all. If you make a fuss, I will pack a bag, leave now, and go to Tom’s place or a hotel. Either way, he’s fucking me today if he wants to.”

I glanced at Tom enquiringly. He nodded and smiled, dumbstruck. I stepped closer, wrapped my arms around his waist, and stared into his eyes passionately. Amid an emotional storm, I felt aroused. His cock was solid and pressed hard into my pussy. He realized, glanced down and clenched my ass cheeks tightly, pulling me harder onto the cock that had fucked me so many times.

Tom beamed from ear to ear, his eyes burning passionately, his fingers clawing my cheeks apart, and his nostrils flaring. He nodded and I knew my ex wanted to fuck me. Without turning to my husband, I stared into my lover’s eyes, lifted, empowered, once again in control of my destiny.

“Fucking my ex-boyfriend is the perfect way for me to mark the day we separated and started our divorce, Carl.”

“I don’t want a divorce.”

“Then what’s it to be, honey?”

“I don’t know, Olivia.”

“I do. Step aside and let a real man take me.”

I held the hand of a startled ex-boyfriend, trailing him towards our staircase. I hadn’t told Tom precisely why I needed his help, but he came anyway for old times’ sake and because he still carried a torch for me.

Our house is grand - a massive, three-story, detached, ultra-modern home with twelve bedrooms, resulting from my hard work as the Chief Executive Officer and Founder of a popular fashion brand.

Walking upstairs with Tom, I felt like I had been reborn. My nipples were solid, I felt hot, flushed and my pussy sizzled. For the first time in months, my panty gusset felt warm and damp.

My husband scurried beside us, sobbing his heart out.

“There’s no need for this, Olivia.”

I stopped on the first-floor landing, wrapped my arms around Tom’s neck, and stared deeply into his eyes. He looked confused, glancing from me to my husband, then back to me.

“What’s going on here, Olivia?”

“Do you still like me?”

“I never stopped liking you, but you are married and now you’ve asked me to fuck you, there seems no way to stop this.”

“I won’t be married for much longer. Divorce is on the table; that’s my preferred option. Now… I’m not looking for anything permanent because I intend to play the field a little and enjoy better romance and love than I have had lately.”

“I see, so if we make love now, I won’t be the new man in your life?”

“No.”

“I would be a casual bull?”

“Would you like to fuck me, Tom? You’d be getting revenge on the guy who tore me away from you.”

“Oh, fuck yeah. I hate Carl, but aren’t you a little unwise living in this house with a husband you are divorcing?”

“Carl has been given choices. Clean up, divorce me, or allow me to take lovers with his consent.”

“Ahh… you are settling on cuckolding him.”

“I have offered him that option, and since he won’t get cleaned up, it’s cuckolding or divorce, in which case we can get right to the fucking without my dickhead husband being in the bedroom.”

“I like the sound of fucking you Olivia, especially after that asshole stole you from me, but I’ll let you deal with the relationship issues. Carl can watch me fuck you, or not, I don’t care.”

“You’ll be my first bull?”

“I will.”

I stared into the eyes of a man who had once been my fiancé before I met Carl, wondering what marriage to him might have been like. He was kinder, more considerate, and a better lover than my husband, but our relationship lacked the spark I needed.

“You have a much bigger cock than Carl does by the way although his tongue is a little more accomplished between my legs than I remember yours being.”

“I have had plenty of practice in the spiritual art of cunnilingus.”

“You might have to prove that to me, Tom.”

“Shall we?”

“Oh yes, we shall.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

My husband had an apoplectic fit and full-body meltdown when Tom took me firmly in his arms and kissed me. As the men exchanged looks, one defiant, the other jubilant, it was like stepping back to when my ex-fiancé and I were the happy couple. I felt a different depth of love, but the comfort of Tom’s strong character and soft, giving body radiated, reigniting something profound inside me that my husband had left barren and hollow.

My feminine power was returning.

My pussy lips dampened for the first time in months, my nipples were solid and throbbed, rasping the fabric against which my former boyfriend’s chest pressed. When I stared deeply into his eyes, my cheeks burning, I pulled gently on my bottom lip, and Tom smiled knowingly. His eyes were on fire and sparkling, just like they had when we were engaged to be married.

My womb ached for my ex-fiancé’s cock. I sighed deeply, circled a fingertip over my lover’s nipple, and stared deeply into his eyes.

“I need your cock inside me so badly, Tom.”

“I want that too, Olivia. It’s my turn to repay your husband for stealing you away.”

Carl stood inches away from us, seeing every flicker of emotion in our honest and revealing expressions. I knew he must have noticed a warm, speckling crimson arousal in my cheeks, my trembling bottom lip, and the fiery passionate reveal of deep lust and love in my soon-to-be lover’s eyes. My husband heard every word that passed between me and my bull, including the impassioned moans of sexual anticipation and even a choked whimper I made as tiny explosions of joy tingled deep inside my pussy.

My husband probably smelled the same pheromones that made Tom’s cock rigid enough to press hard into my pussy. It was too much for Carl, and he screamed furiously, punching the wall, then the banister, but I completely ignored him, staring at my former fiancé.

“What’s it to be, Tom?”

“I’d love to fuck you.”

“I don’t have the same feelings for you I once did.”

‘Do you love me a little bit, Olivia?”

“Yes, but I may never love you as deeply as I once did again because I love that fucking wanker.”

“Do you want me more than him, right now?”

“Oh yes. I want you so much, Tom.”

“Is there mileage in us becoming friends with benefits?”

“Until I meet someone else… yes.”

“Is it over between you and Carl?”

I didn’t answer his question right away, partly because I wanted to consider it, mostly because I wanted to dangle my husband over a pit of despair. My heart pounded excitedly, and I panted excruciatingly, almost uncontrollably. My panties were sodden and sticky, something that hadn’t happened between my legs in a long time, at least more than a year. I knew a week prior that if I took my sister’s advice and cuckolded my husband, my pubic bush would be matted and soiled with my creamy hormones before any guy had a chance to sample me, and I congratulated myself for excellent planning.

The bikini wax was a great idea.

But I should have had my hair and nails done, too.

Now that my initial anger toward my husband had subsided, a cheater’s guilt simmered in my mind and heart. I reminded myself that at that moment I was either having sex with my first lover, after a marital separation, or I was cuckolding my husband - something I could only do with Carl’s consent.

Standing in my ex-fiancé’s arms felt amazing. I felt free of the sadness and acrimony that had piled up in my marriage like an immense sand dune blown gradually in from nowhere to the point of becoming insurmountable.

Tom kissed me gently and lovingly despite the agonized screams of my husband, who wouldn’t dare lay a finger on either of us, knowing there would be consequences. When my ex-fiance’s lips brushed against mine, I felt lifted, but caught no feelings beyond the soft echo of love that had always resonated between us. The sizzling power of our kiss rippled through me as trembling pleasure, warming every muscle, stretching my sinews. I felt deeply aroused, my pussy leaking thick, sticky cream from a throbbing hole onto swollen, shaven lips, preparing access deep inside me for my lover’s long, broad cock.

I ran my hand down Tom’s washboard stomach reaching into his crotch, squeezing a solid shaft hard, remembering his incredible cock that honestly was much longer and thicker than the one servicing me since marriage. My ex-fiance fucked much harder and better than my husband too. If Carl stayed and watched me being reamed, he would discover that to be true.

Tom sunk his fingernails into my ass cheeks, lifting the pencil skirt I’d worn for easy access to a new lover’s cock. When the skirt reached my hips, he ran his fingers gently across my wedding-day lacy French underwear.

Tom’s tongue darted deep inside my mouth deliciously, tangling electrically with mine, and we kissed, precisely as we had done while planning the wedding that Carl stole me from. From the corner of my eye, I saw fire in my husband’s eyes as he wagged an accusing, angry finger at us, his lips flapping soundlessly, uselessly, and worthlessly.

I eyed him threateningly. My husband was on a final warning - divorce beckoned.

Carl thought hard for a moment, partly driven to be honest about his anger but, I suspected he played for time, doing what he could to delay my enjoyment of Tom’s cock. My pussy tingled, not for the man I married, but for the one I had left weeks before we were supposed to wed. I let my husband play out his anger, allowing him to make the right choice.

With his face contorted in shame and sorrow, I knew my husband had decided not to intervene. It was an excellent start to his redemption.

This could work.

Carl might wake up and see what he is missing.

Jealousy is a cruel antidote to alcoholism, though.

I craned my neck to stare at my husband, noting that Tom clenched my ass cheeks more tightly, pulling me harder against him and pressing his cock deeper into my crotch. He made sure I was his, for now at least. I stared at Carl and saw his sorrow, the tears of regret and reluctance, but I felt only mild sympathy, having endured a thousand times more pain lying next to a drunk or in an empty bed.

My husband’s pleading expression gripped my heart, but I knew I must stay strong.

“Please, Olivia. Don’t do this.”

“Have I mistreated you, Carl?”

“No, you haven’t treated me poorly. Never.”

“Have I always been the loving and attentive wife you wanted?”

“Yes. Yes, you have, bu-.”

“Have you been a good husband, Carl?”

“Not always, no.”

“Really?”

I raised an eyebrow, urging my husband to reconsider his answer.

“No… hardly ever. I have been a terrible husband.”

“I could have lived better with Tom if you’d left us alone. Granted, I loved and still love you much more than him, but you’ve become an awful husband lately. If you come into our bedroom while I’m being fucked by Tom and make a fuss, I’ll leave this house and go to his.”

His eyes welled with tears, so I rubbed them away from his face, smiling affectionately. At that moment, my husband glanced down at my crotch and saw what I felt. My ex-fiancé’s fingers slipped inside the front of my wedding day panties. I gasped, my eyes widening in disbelief while staring at my husband as my lover slid his finger over my clitoris, down my creamy, tight slit until he gently fingered my hole.

A tear rolled down my husband’s cheek as he stared desperately at me.

“Is he…”

“Yes. Tom is fingering me, and he’s doing such a great fucking job.”

My nostrils flared with a passionate overload, and my body shuddered, all manifestations of my being gently fingered by my ex-fiance.

“The power to put things right is all yours, Carl.”

“Do you still love me, Olivia?”

“Of course I do, and with all my heart, but your behavior must change, and either divorce or cuckolding will do that.”

I bowed my head and stared at the floor, enjoying how gently Tom swirled two fingers inside my throbbing, sticky hole. I was being finger fucked less than twelve inches from my husband and I loved it so much. My pussy juices wafted an aromatic trap that didn’t discriminate one man over the other and when I glanced up I saw the effect on my husband, who looked aroused.

“I can change, Olivia. I will change, I promise.”

“Yes, honey, but you need to stare into the abyss first to understand what you have and what happens if you don’t change.”

“So, even if I give up the booze as of this moment, you are still fucking Tom?”

“My pussy is desperate for him, especially now because he is fingering it. I am tingling all over for another man to make love to me, and I know that if I don’t, you’ll breathe a huge sigh of relief, be great for a few hours, then hit the bottle again tonight.”

Our eyes were locked, and aside from his being slightly bloodshot, my husband’s expression was otherwise contrite. Carl was finally on my page, probably not entirely clear what an immense alcohol problem he had, but he was getting there.

“I’m sorry, Olivia, I had no idea I was this bad.”

“Don’t worry, babe, we can fix the problem if you follow my plan.”

“I have to watch Tom fuck you?”

“And give up drinking.”

“What if I give up booze right now?”

“I already answered you on that point - it doesn’t matter what you say now. Another man has me in his arms, his fingers are inside my pussy because he is warming up my hole so he can fuck it. We have already crossed the Rubicon. It’s too late to save our marriage today, but we can discuss the matter tomorrow.”

“Whoa… is Tom staying in my bed for the night?”

“Your bed?”

“Okay… sorry. Our bed.”

“I don’t know, but you won’t be sleeping with me whether he does or not. Today and tonight are going to be a hard cuckolding if you want that for yourself. It’s like going cold turkey - something else you must do to win me back. Otherwise, we start the divorce, and Tom takes me to a hotel where he will treat me like a lady. Either way, my ex-fiancé will plant his seed inside me tonight, and you won’t.”

“You’re on the pill… right?”

“You ought to know the answer to that, Carl.”

“I can’t remember.”

“What does that say about you and me?”

“I’m sorry… please, just answer me.”

“No. You have no rights anymore, Carl.”

Tom reveled in my husband’s humiliation, although I didn’t. This cuckolding was taking on a very spiteful context, but Carl clung to me and our marriage, desperate to rescue what might be saved. I took my ex-fiancé’s hand off my ass and pulled my pussy off his fingers and extricated myself, smiling at him.

“Make yourself at home in my bedroom, please, Tom. I want a private moment with my husband.”

“I understand what pain Carl feels. This is what he did to me.”

“I left you for him, and that was my choice. What my husband is suffering right now is infinitely worse, and I need to check in on him.”

“Cuckolding is a cruel fantasy.”

“As is alcohol. Now go, please, and make sure you are naked.”

“No problem, Olivia. I’ll see you in a few minutes.”

Tom left us, and within a few seconds, I heard music playing on our Bluetooth speaker. It was the first dance song we’d planned for our wedding: “Perfect” by Ed Sheeran. I smiled, feeling nostalgic, knowing that my ex-fiance was setting a love scene, possibly replaying some fantasy he had cried over before coming to terms with our separation.

Carl leaned heavily against the wall and slid until he sat on the wooden floor, tears rolling down his cheeks. He stared at me, looking forlorn.

“What shall I do, Olivia?”

“Go out with your friends, party with those you care more about than me, then come home drunk and sleep in a spare bed.”

“I don’t want that life anymore.”

“You’ve had a shock today, Carl. A threat of divorce or cuckolding was unpleasant. You don’t know what you want, but I’m sure it’s not me.”

“I’ll give up the booze.”

“Good. When you do, let me know and we can talk. Until then, I have set my course.”

I stood up when my husband reached out to me. As much as I wanted to hold him and salve his emotional pain, I knew I must be cruel to be kind. My enemy was alcohol, not Carl. He suffered from addiction, one of the worst kinds that I could not compete with using conventional loving means. Although he seemed contrite and reborn as a recovering alcoholic right now, the poison that brought us to this moment still coursed through his veins.

He would be back on the bottle within hours.

“It’s time for us to separate, Carl. You don’t want to be a cuckold, and neither should you be forced into it.”

“So it’s divorce, then?”

“Like I said from the start - I would prefer we part as friends.”

“I wouldn’t like that at all.”

“What do you want then, Carl? Would you like to use a spare bed now, leave Tom and me to enjoy fucking each other, and then we can talk in the morning?”

“Are you going through with it then?”

“Yes… I am so fucking turned on right now. I need Tom’s cock inside me. No matter what happens he’s fucking me.”

“What about me?”

“The best I can do is let you watch us fucking, but that seems cruel. Tom will want to lick my pussy and there are few things more sensual or personal than that.”

Carl seemed thoughtful, and I felt hopeful that my sister was right - this cuckolding ultimatum might work. She had managed all of her relationships the same way, using cuckolding to keep her guy on point. I knew my husband well enough to understand that he was figuring out if he could change. He sighed and stared lovingly at me, nodding in obedient acquiescence.

“I can do this, Olivia.”

“Are you sure you won’t make a fuss while Tom fucks me?”

“I won’t. I promise.”

“Okay. You can come into my bedroom and watch us then. I want you to appreciate me by the time Tom cums inside my pussy.”

“You’ll let him cum inside you?”

“Yes… Again, yes, Carl. I keep telling you repeatedly - I won’t change my mind. Take it or leave it.”

“I’ll take it.”

I gasped loudly, shocked by Carl’s response. Cuckolding had never been a role-playing fantasy we’d indulged in. Hell, we’d never even played around with the idea of swinging. Carl wiped his damp eyes and cheeks on a sleeve, sniffed, and composed himself, even managing a smile.

He pointed at our bedroom door.

“Go ahead, Olivia. Fuck your bull and I will watch.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“And you won’t interfere or speak?”

“I promise. If it gets too much for me, I will leave.”

“Okay, good.”

My husband held the door open for me, and I saw my lover gorgeously stretched out on my marital bed. My pussy leaked warm, sticky nectar and the panties I’d last worn on the day I married my husband gave up, soaked through and a bead of my shame dribbled onto my thigh.

I could smell my arousal as I stared at my husband, enjoying the moment he saw the length and girth of my ex-fiance’s cock. Carl glanced from Tom’s naked body to me, frowning deeply, seeming very intimidated.

“Tom’s cock is much bigger than mine, Olivia.”

“Yes. Think about that when it’s fucking my pussy. I left that man and his giant cock for you and yours.”

“Oh god, please don’t say any more.”

“Sit down and keep quiet, Carl.”

I shivered excitedly because the words we both used were so incredibly sleazy. Thinking about the act of another man defiling my married pussy, then filling it with his baby making seed was so alluring, my inner slut basked in glory. I wanted Tom to make love to me so badly but not as much as I needed my husband to watch me being majestically fucked by my ex-fiancé.

My cuckolding of Carl had evolved from a means to adjust his poor behavior into something else. My sister warned me this might happen, because the fantasy of a husband watching his wife being fucked by her lover is far more popular than most men would admit. I felt intensely aroused and my inner slut was unleashed, freeing an alter-ego that dominated my usual inhibited sexual being.

Carl looked ready to explode.

“Fuck!”

I glanced at my husband, who looked apologetic, and I nodded back to the bedroom door.

“Pack it in, Carl, or I’ll change my mind and leave with Tom right now.”

My husband raised both hands in submission, wearing a hugely apologetic expression, and I felt happier because his surrender to my terms made an encouraging start towards our reconciliation. Carl was in our bedroom, watching another man preparing to fuck me.

My husband had chosen cuckolding over divorce.

My pussy screamed for Tom’s cock while a thin veneer of hormonal sticky juice dribbled down my thighs. I grinned at my lover lasciviously, less minded about Carl and his many misdemeanors, more focused on my impending debasement.

I grinned and pointed at my ex-fiancé’s cock, pulling hard on my bottom lip to the extent I almost broke the skin.

“I remember your giant cock so well, sweetheart.”

“God, I wish you’d married me, Olivia.”

“Right now, so do I, Tom.”

I ignored my husband’s sigh and the squeaking of leather as he wriggled to get comfortable in a brown leather wing-back chair we’d bought to cuddle in together.

“Would you consider swapping out Carl for me, Olivia?”

“If he doesn’t do what he’s promised, someone will take his place in time. It may be you, but for now, can you just get on and fuck me, please, Tom?”

“Oh, yes.”

Tom knelt on the floor before me, and I watched Carl’s face turn white when Tom unzipped my skirt, sliding it down my silken thighs. I instantly smelled my sweet, primal arousal and guessed my lover and husband had caught that whiff as well, since their nostrils flared wide, as did their eyes.

There was no hiding my deep, sleazy lust for my ex-fiancé.

I enjoyed studying both men’s expressions - one saturated by desire, the other flaring with jealousy and anger. The latter meant more to me because it felt like an appropriate marital rebirth might be underway.

When I stepped out of my pencil skirt, Tom picked it up, folding neatly along the seams before passing it to my husband. Carl’s expression was dumbfounded, but to his credit, he accepted each garment my ex-boyfriend handed him, stacking them neatly on a table beside his chair.

I smiled encouragingly because I wanted this cuckolding to work for Carl and me, solving what had become an intractable problem for us. He had chosen cuckolding over divorce, and to that end, I must now play my part and take us over the cliff edge of monogamy into the abyss.

If I had to choose between them as husband's right now, Tom would win hands down, but we’d only just begun my husband’s inaugural cuckolding, so I had to reserve my judgement until the end.

My husband may learn and become a better man.

Oh god, I hope so.

I turned to stare at my husband, completely naked. He soaked my beauty up with warm, loving eyes.

“Just to be clear, Carl.”

“Yes?”

“Do you consent to me fucking Tom?”

“I do.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Carl stared at Tom enviously when my ex-fiance slipped two thumbs into the waistband of my panties. When he slid my underwear down, revealing a freshly shaven, alabaster smooth pussy, my husband’s eyes sprung out on stalks.

I studied Carl carefully, noting that he licked his lips and wriggled to the edge of the seat in anticipation. Alcohol still surged through his veins, so he might be inebriated and delusional, not entirely understanding that his wife was about to slide her married pussy down her ex-boyfriend’s cock.

You must do this, Olivia, for yourself and him.

I had only shaven my pussy once for my husband who was mesmerized by it. In anticipation of moving on from my failing marriage, one way or another, I visited a beauty parlor a week ago. The girl who waxed me, was convinced that my pussy was so beautiful it ought to be completely shorn.

So I went ahead and had my entire pubic bush removed. It felt nice and for the first time in ages I wanted to finger myself, but I held off, hoping my husband might come to his senses, knowing that if he didn’t I would find another cock to enjoy.

I stepped out of my panties, and Tom lifted them to his face, inhaling vigorously, moaning while savoring my sweet essence. My heart pounded, and I squinted, frowning in disbelief that I was so desirable. My self-esteem had been at such a low ebb, and now it seemed I was turning a corner.

My ex-fiancé scrunched my panties in a fist, as though that might wring a few drops of sweet nectar from my double-lined gusset, then he licked the fabric and moaned even louder before inserting the most stained and damp sections of lace and gusset into his mouth. I watched Tom’s nostrils flare when he sucked hard on my drenched panties and, as I glanced over to Carl, who whimpered in tortured agony, I saw a dilemma etched on his face.

My husband was imprisoned somewhere between pain and pleasure. The room buzzed with an electric atmosphere as each of us played our part in a sexual theatre: The bull, his hotwife, and her cuckold.

When he was done licking my damp underwear, my ex-fiance smiled and seemed released from a lingering nightmare. He stared up at me, still sniffing my soiled underwear, smiling.

“I’ve missed that smell so much, Olivia.”

“Take as much as you like directly from the source, Tom. I shaved my pussy while preparing to move on from my husband.”

“Can you kneel on the bed, please?”

I kneeled as asked, making sure my ass was right on the edge of my bed and pointing toward my husband. I arched my back into a steep curve, planting my face into a pillow with my throbbing, creamy slit pointed up high.

Tom sniffed me like a dog, and I throbbed deep inside, tingling all over.

“Your pussy lips are swollen and full of fresh juice, buttercup.”

“You remembered your special name for me.”

“I’ll never forget anything about you, Olivia.”

I knew using Tom as a bull would primarily pain my husband, and as much as I didn’t want that, he needed to feel the emotional tragedy of losing me. A cuckolding might come to define our marriage yet, haul Carl back from the alcoholic abyss into which he had leaped, and be the bedrock that formed beneath us to save our relationship.

If not, the alternatives were stark for him. Divorce. I didn’t want to start over. I wanted the man I fell in love with and married to return the way he had been. My voice was muffled, but clear enough to be understood.

“Will you taste my pussy please, Tom? Lick me well, like you always did.”

“Damn right.”

I shuddered, moaned, wriggled, and a tiny orgasm sparkled through my womb when my ex-fiancé licked my swollen, sticky, trembling labia; his tongue worked the outer wrinkled edges, collecting my nectar systematically. Tom paused frequently, sucking gently, harvesting my essential femininity like it was a sacred juice. I knew from experience he was swilling my essence around his mouth, enjoying it like a good red wine before swallowing.

My ex-fiancé split both labia apart, tonguing the length of my creamy furrow, slurping my juices while clawing both ass cheeks wide apart with powerful talon-like fingers.

I slid my knees wider apart to open my cunt like a flower for a bee and Tom took the bait, sucking my drenched pussy lips inside his mouth, rinsing, sloshing and swallowing a ton of cream. I craned my neck and saw Carl, mesmerized as though he’d been parachuted into a surreal landscape without knowing how to react.

We had no rule book, no fantasies to rely on for this cuckolding. It was rough on my husband.

When he released my pussy lips, Tom used both hands to prise my ass cheeks wide apart, fully revealing my anal whorl. I smiled at Carl’s sharp intake of breath when my ex-fiancé gently plowed his tongue over the ridges of my anal sphincter, rimming me.

After a minute, Tom wanted more, so he paused.

“Can your husband help me by holding your cheeks wider apart, please, Olivia?”

I almost had an orgasm on those words. Flutters of raw pleasure spasmed through my reproductive organs when a massive release of oxytocin caused a blood-fueled swelling inside me. My body prepared for the big cock about to fuck my trembling hole while I processed my ex-fiancé’s request to involve my cuckold husband.

I stared at my husband, who was confused, so I looked at my bull.

“Are you being serious, Tom?”

“Yeah… why not let Carl feel you having fun with me? It’s all part of the cuckold playbook.”

I licked my lips and pulled hard on the bottom one while Tom dove back into my dripping wet pussy tongue and lips first, kissing, licking and slurping a creamy feast. The sound of fabulous cunnilingus was exhilarating, lifting me higher than ever.

I craned my neck again and stared at my husband, whose eyes burned. It was a difficult call, but in the end, I made it because if Carl wasn’t happy, he could leave.

“Carl, please do as Tom says.”

To his credit, my husband didn’t complain or wait to be asked a second time. Carl stood up, looking brave, walked over to my trembling body, gently placed a hand on each cheek, and pried them wide apart, exposing both my holes and a throbbing sticky clitoris that had slipped her hood to come and play.

Then my husband eased his fingers deeper inside my crack until they pressed like claws against my anus and he opened the tiny hole my bull wanted to lick.

“There you go, Tom.”

“Thank you, buddy.”

After my husband thumbed my tiny anal sphincter open, Tom’s tongue dipped inside, and he licked the soft tissue walls of my throbbing back passage. He had always enjoyed licking both my holes, unlike Carl, who had never rimmed me, something else that would change if we were reconciled - I would do him, too because it was time my inner slut revealed herself.

As my ex-fiance pressed his tongue deeper inside my rectum, I felt a coating of warm saliva and a deep sense of desire. My libido was full and plenty.

In the most extraordinary collaboration, my ex-fiancé rimmed my anus while my husband spread it open, almost like they were a team. I had no idea why Tom had involved Carl. The man licking inside my back passage didn’t seem to deliberately humiliate the man helping him by holding me open.

I glanced back and saw my husband look more at peace. Maybe being involved in my first sexual experience in months was helping. Perhaps cuckolding was our salvation.

“I need my cunt licked too, Tom. Do it the way you used to. Nobody has been inside me for ages.”

“Am I your first lover since you married Carl, Olivia?”

I stared at my husband and saw the tortured expression of a man who desperately wanted to hear my answer. Carl’s torment felt bittersweet. I didn’t want to upset my husband or see him suffer, so I wouldn’t lie, but it was necessary to make a point in pursuit of resolving our marital disharmony.

“Aside from my husband, you are the only man to make love to me since I married, Tom, but you probably won’t be my last.”

That should incentivize Carl.

After Tom kissed my anus goodbye, I rolled over, spreading my legs wide apart, laying my calves over his shoulders, gently spurring my heels into my lover’s back. My ex-fiancé tapped my husband on his shoulder and nodded toward the chair.

“Sit back down, Carl. I’ll call you when I need some more help.”

“Okay… umm… thank you. I think.”

I enjoyed that Tom was firm but respectful with my husband, even though he had every reason not to be. My ex-fiancé stared at my pussy, admiring it for a moment, then he puckered his lips and descended hungrily onto my clitoris like a starving lion devouring a bloody porterhouse steak.

Tom sucked my sticky, pink pearl into a vacuum inside his mouth, sealing the base with tightly clenched lips. When he gently dragged my trembling tip from side to side with his tongue, I moaned loudly and trembled vigorously while staring at my husband with the most lascivious expression I could muster.

“This is so good, Carl.”

“I’m glad you are enjoying it.”

“Are you learning something?”

“I know now how much I have neglected you.”

“No man or woman can live in a marriage where love, intimacy, and affection are denied.”

“I am sorry.”

“Keep watching Tom. He licks my pussy so much better than you do.”

My brow furrowed so deeply you could swipe a credit card through it. My eyes widened like saucers as my lover pleasured me so deeply my hormones leaked like a bubbling, boiling river of love and lust, spilling onto his tongue.

I do love you, Tom, just not as much as I love my husband.

Some joyous and emotionally incendiary feelings rippled through me that I couldn’t share with Carl. Tom and I had been deeply in love until that waned. Now, pleasured on the tip of his tongue, I was worked into a creamy mess, and a measure of the love I once felt returned, burning brightly.

As my ex-fiancé worked my creamy, solid clitoris into a frenzy, I bucked and thrashed around the bed, gripped in a vice by Tom's hands while my orgasm boiled inside, preparing for an eruption. I clawed the bedsheets, half panting, half screaming my ecstasy, drawing the cotton fabric closer until rippled waves of it surrounded me.

I glanced down and tapped Tom on the head, our old sign of my coming orgasm. My ex-fiancé always wanted to know when I would climax so he could prepare to swallow my mess in case I squirted.

On this occasion, I exploded hard and he gulped most of the sticky mess that squirted out from my pussy hole. Some juices and a few drops of my unicorn pee slathered his chin and cheeks, but in fairness, Tom sucked up most of it and I judged from his delighted moans that he still enjoyed my sweet, sleazy flavor.

My ex-fiancé licked and sucked my pussy, cleaning me, but I didn’t care for lover’s etiquette and grew desperate for his cock to be impaled inside me. I grabbed his thick hair and raised my lover’s head, staring desperately into his eyes.

“I want you to fuck me while I lie across my husband.”

“Oh really… will he do that?”

“That’s up to him. I’ll ask.”

We all stood up and I kissed Tom, cleaning my cum from his lips making sure we stood at an angle that Carl couldn’t miss any detail of the lewd show. I glanced at my husband and nodded to our bed.

“Get naked too, Carl. You’ll be able to compare your cock size with Tom’s and see how much better off I could be if you don’t mend your ways.”

“Yes, Olivia.”

He sounded obedient, and that melted my heart. The whole point of my ultimatum was to have my husband choose. He had chosen me and deserved some encouragement.

“You are doing well, Carl.”

“Thank you.”

I wasn’t about to honey, darling, or sweetheart my husband yet, although his resilience in watching another man enjoy going down on me definitely impressed. My sister had described my plan as a hard cuckolding, in which I delivered a relentless psychological message that I was leaving our marriage if things didn’t change.

This cuckolding was supposed to give my husband a fly-on-the-wall view of my life after divorce. It was cruel, and the more I stared into my husband’s softening, loving eyes, the more I hated doing it, but I remembered my sister’s wisdom.

Once you start cuckolding your man, for god’s sake, don’t stop. If he leaves your bedroom, still see it through.

While my husband stripped off, I knelt, sliding Tom’s boxer briefs down, releasing an eight-inch, rigid, gnarly cock with gorgeous blue bloated veins that pumped blood for my pleasure. My ex-fiancé’s cock was two inches longer than my husband’s and much thicker around its girth. It would be far more filling once it was impaled balls deep inside my tight, tiny, recently un-fucked sheath.

I worked out daily, did plenty of pelvic floor exercises and knew milking a cock much longer and thicker than my husband’s was going to feel incredible - as it always had before I married.

“Wow. I am intimidated.”

“I told you to be quiet, Carl.”

“I’m sorry.”

I gently stroked my ex-fiancé’s cock while observing my husband. He wasn’t crying or overemotional, but wasn’t entirely happy either.

“I don’t think I impressed upon you how much longer and thicker Tom’s cock is than yours, but you can see for yourself how stretched my pussy will be inside when he fucks me. If you fucked me after he does, which you won’t by the way… but if you did, I probably wouldn’t feel your little cock.”

“That’s fucking harsh, Olivia.”

“But it’s also true. I gave this up for yours and look how you fucking deny it to me because you’re always drunk. Can’t you see the irony?”

“Yes.”

I winced at my cruelty, which wasn’t in my nature, so I glanced at my husband and shot him an apologetic look. What I saw shocked me.

“Hold on a minute, Carl. Are you hiding a fucking hard on?”

I had Tom’s cock in my hand, ready to suck the hell out of it like the old days when I spotted my husband’s smaller but beautiful cock that was more erect than I’d seen it in years. His hands were clasped over it, but the attempt to conceal was pointless.

“Umm. Well, err, yeah, I’m sorry, Olivia.”

“Why is your cock hard, husband?”

“Be-b-b-because you’re so fucking beautiful. I love you and I want you.”

I was stunned and blinked a few times, rechecking my eyes hadn’t deceived me - each time I looked, I saw my husband’s cock was hard. It hadn’t occurred to me that Carl might be turned on by my cuckolding him. Maybe it was the aroma of sex that pervaded our bedroom. It might be Tom’s precum that layered thickly on a bloated glans close to my lips ready for me to suck, or perhaps my husband smelled my leaking shaven pussy that revealed my wanton state.

Or maybe he likes watching me fuck other guys.

“Are you sorry for how you have treated me, Carl?”

“I’m starting to understand how poorly I behaved. I feel jealous as fuck but can’t take my eyes off you.”

“Don’t wank yourself off. Do you understand?”

“Yes, of course, no problem, Olivia.”

My husband’s cheeks flushed crimson. He seemed embarrassed and contrite, further growing my confidence that my sister’s idea might work. Using cuckolding as a shock therapy was a severe remedy to an alcoholic’s disease, but in my husband’s case, it seemed to be working.

I stroked my ex-fiancé’s cock gently from the rim around his precum soaked helmet to his wrinkly balls, enjoying the rigidity of his quivering shaft and its overall size and shape. His glans was coated in a musky, thick veneer of sticky pre-cum that glistened seductively. I could smell it and my mouth watered to suck his cock head clean.

I gazed up at my former fiancé, feeling love in my heart. It wasn’t the love of a bride before her wedding; it was more like the faded love of what might have been. Would I date Tom again? I might pursue him while Carl considered where he and I stood, and for as long as he continued boozing, but my senses told me I could do better than both men.

When Tom’s cock twitched and bounced excitedly, I chuckled.

“It looks like you’ve missed me, darling.”

“I have. Have you missed me, Olivia?”

“I sure have missed this cock fucking me every night. Maybe if things work out between me and Carl again, you could take him out for a beer and explain the benefits of running a red light.”

“He doesn’t make love to you during your period?”

“Carl never has.”

Tom stared at my husband and tutted, shaking his head and wearing a wry, judgmental smile. Carl looked ashamed, and well, he should be, because these days, most girls enjoy having their cramps massaged from the inside—all my friends’ husbands ran red lights.

“You don’t know what you are missing. When Olivia gets her period, she is horny as fuck.”

“I’m discovering a lot about my wife.”

“Well… she’s mine today, buddy.”

“I’ll win her back.”

My love for Carl was resurgent because I saw his restraint and obedience. No way would any husband watch another man fuck his wife as punishment or to pay restitution for harm done if they didn't want absolution and the way mine was going, he would receive that but only if he gave up drinking.

I focused on the massive job in my hand, leaned forward and heard my husband gasp the moment I sucked the salty lacquer from my ex-fiancé cock. I wrapped my lips tightly around the circumcised rim of his glans, savoring his essence as it burned into my tongue and soft tissues, searing every taste bud, making me feel alive. I closed my eyes, remembering our engagement party when I sucked Tom off in a cloakroom at the function hall. I had swallowed every drop of his seed, not rinsed my mouth afterward, and kissed his Mom on the cheek when the evening ended.

I bobbed my head up and down the top couple of inches of my ex-fiancé’s cock slurping and deliberately making popping sounds when my cheeks expanded explosively as I released the salty head.

“Oh my Tom, you taste delicious.”

“I haven’t made love in over a month.”

“Oh, poor baby. I hope you’ll fill me up and stay inside me a few days.”

“Imagine that. While you walk hand in hand with your husband, my semen will swim freely inside you.”

“Sex was always better with you, Tom.”

“Then why even consider staying in this marriage?”

“Because love isn’t only about sex, honey.”

We’d fucked like rabbits since our first date, more than I ever had with Carl. I’d sucked Tom to completion everywhere and anywhere he wanted a blowjob, pointed my ass up whenever he needed a tight hole to empty a full load - in his car, at his parents’ house in their bed, even in a wheatfield on a blanket where he fucked me until I was raw inside and dribbled semen down my thighs from a well fucked hole on the shameful walk back to his car.

It all came flooding back when I swallowed Tom’s primal, sticky, burning precum when it trickled from the slit in the tip of his glans. When I squeezed his shaft tightly with one hand, thumbing along a bloated, throbbing urethra with my spare thumb, more of his creamy treat seeped onto my tongue, hitting me with tangy, salty hedonism.

I sucked hard on the top half of Tom’s cock, noting my husband’s was still hard. I reached out and grabbed Carl’s cock, dragged him over to me, forcing him down onto his knees.

I slid my mouth off Tom’s cock and turned to confront Carl.

“Lean in so your lips are an inch from mine and watch me suck Tom’s cock. If you don’t give up alcohol and improve your behavior, I’ll leave you, find another husband, and do this for him every day.”

Tom rested a hand on each of our heads, as though exerting his dominance. I understood why. He was smarting from losing me, but I was pretty sure that this version of me wouldn’t appeal to him for long, because my ex-fiancé wasn’t a cuck, and I was definitely getting into it.

Mind you, before a few minutes ago, I would have said the same for my husband.

“Fuck, Olivia, I hope you chose me. Imagine the poetic justice. Carl had his chance with you. Just leave tonight, please.”

Be careful what you wish for, you just might get it.

“No, Tom, Carl deserves a second chance, and so far, I’m proud of him.”

“What about him giving up the booze?”

“That’s a matter for him to decide.”

“It would be a no contest for me, Olivia.”

If I could have stopped cuckolding my husband then and there, and been certain he had changed, I would have done it for the sake of love. Tom was a great fuck buddy, but the reason I left him in the first place is that I knew Carl was my soulmate. No matter how well my cuckolding of Carl was going for me, we hadn’t planned this, and there was no way to predict the outcome.

I couldn’t deny that love for my bull faded as my husband radiated, showing how he could change and take his punishment like a man.

I remembered Alice’s advice and knew I must go to great lengths to force real change in my husband. I sighed, caught his encouraging glance for a second, then I sucked Tom’s cock again, sliding my tongue around the underside of his shaft, running a flat edge across his banjo string before flicking it softly. When I slid his cock out of my mouth again, I saw the most lascivious expression on my husband’s face as I flattened my tongue and licked down Tom’s bulging urethra to his tight, wrinkly balls.

When my tongue and lips ascended my lover’s cock, I made sure Carl saw the drops of salty, manly nectar seeping from the tip of Tom’s cock. When I collected his creamy treasure on my tongue, I gripped my husband’s head, dragged it closer to mine, and eyeballed him.

“What is it, Olivia?”

“Will you kiss me?”

“I would love to kiss you, Olivia.”

My husband’s expression of pure, unadulterated love said it all. We were reaching absolute transformation, and I knew success in changing my husband’s attitude toward me was close when he kissed me passionately, eagerly searching for Tom’s sticky treat. Our lips closed together slowly, brushing against each other like two silken sheets, sizzling. My lover’s precum coated my lips, its flavor implied humiliation, but it didn’t bother my husband, who kissed me more passionately than he ever had.

Even though I hadn’t been fucked yet, my husband was a cuckold by choice, not at all what I expected, but my sister warned me that many men use an enforced infidelity, such as I played out now, as their moment of conversion into the lifestyle. Alice once had a boyfriend who didn’t realize what a slut she was. She left his bed one night to meet a former lover at a gas station. The guy fucked her hard and afterwards, with a creampie crammed deep inside her, my sister returned to her bed whereupon the boyfriend woke and pleaded to go down on her.

My sister came clean about her cheating, but her boyfriend was insistent and still went down on her. They have been happily married for five years.

Our kiss ended in my whimpering, tasting the remnants of Tom’s precum by licking my lips, just as my husband licked his.

“Good boy, Carl. Get on all fours, please.”

Carl is fit and ripped, much more than Tom, so when he made a fuck platform for me on all fours, it was sturdy. I lay across my husband’s back, sideways on, using the natural curve of his spine to cradle myself with my head on one side on his body, my creamy slit at a perfect height to be fucked the other.

My toes just about touched the floor.

Tom kneeled in front and shuffled forward, stretching my knees wide apart. When he parted my swollen, sticky labia with his enormous cock, pressing his glans hard against my tight pussy hole, I gasped and felt a rush of creamy juices down both thighs.

I was stunned that my arousal dripped onto my husband’s back, and he said nothing.

Tom slid his massive cock, balls deep inside my throbbing pussy hole and I jerked involuntarily while he reshaped me, stretching my hole to a size I had missed. I wobbled precariously on my husband’s back, but he held fast, steadying himself and me so my ex-fiancé could fuck me harder.

“Are you okay, Carl?”

“I’ve got you, honey, I won’t let you fall.”

“Thank you.”

“It’s my pleasure, darling.”

I was stunned at my husband’s exceptional behavior and for the support he offered under such incredibly humiliating circumstances. It felt like we’d turned a corner and, as much as I enjoyed the ever-deeper exploration of Tom’s cock inside me, my love for Carl just kept surging.

Tom grinned at me when he was balls deep inside my throbbing hole. His cock head squashed against my cervix, the first time since I slipped out of his bed and into Carl’s.

“It’s like the old days, Tom.”

“Your pussy is so very tight.”

“Your cock still feels immense, now fuck me hard with it and cum inside me, Tom.”

My ex-fiancé needed no further encouragement, sliding his veiny shaft out of my pussy, then ramming it balls deep inside me again. I screamed joyously, my eyes bulged, my heart pumped like a steam train piston, and I wriggled forward onto his cock to make sure I got it all. I felt every vein and gnarl in his thick solid shaft pressing against my soft tissue pussy walls branding them with its shape and form.

Oh my, marriage should be able to survive this.

Maybe mine can survive alcohol and cuckolding.

When Tom eased his cream-soaked shaft back out of my throbbing cunt I felt a pang of regret until he slid it back inside me, ramming deep, until I felt his pubic bone pressing against my ass cheeks.

“You’ve hit my cervix again… every time you squash it.”

“Can Carl do that?”

“No. But he’s a wonderful husband when he wants to be.”

I felt Carl sob lightly underneath me, and a whisper reached my ears while Tom fucked me savagely.

“I’ll do better, Olivia. I promise.”

“What about the booze?”

“I’ll never touch another drop.”

That’s when I knew everything would be fine between my husband and me if he could kick the booze. The love I felt for Carl at that moment was the same love I had for him when we met at the altar. With Tom’s cock railing me and giving my throbbing hole and desolate body what it needed, my husband had given my heart fulfilment, renewing my desire for him.

But I still wanted my bull to make me cum while squirting his seed deep inside me. My inner slut was let loose, and she wasn’t giving up the cock inside me until it worked its magic. In any case, I had to keep going to the end and make sure a cuckolding was thoroughly enjoyed, so I plowed on, as did Tom, with his cock energetically pounding deep inside me.

I tilted my head and managed to grunt and groan a message to my husband.

“Carl. I’m pretty sure Tom is about to fill my pussy with his seed. You must know, that if you don’t give up drinking, the next man I fuck might be during my ovulation when I’m off the pill.”

“You are taking birth control then?”

“Yes… But it’s time for me to have a baby, honey. I want a husband for that.”

“I’ve learned my lesson, Olivia. Don’t worry, I won’t let you down.”

“Good boy, now hold fast while Tom fills me up, please.”

My husband made me feel proud, steeling his muscles to give me stability while Tom fucked me with a fury that only a man trying to impregnate his true love could. When my ex-fiancé’s seed squirted powerfully and deep inside me in a hot stream, I felt an ocean of cum warm my insides.

My orgasm peaked, and I shuddered vigorously, transferring the energy pumped into me by my ex-fiancé to my husband. I moaned, then screamed, entwining my fingers with Tom’s, feeling love for my husband and lust for my lover.

Tom’s primal seed would marinate inside me for days, hunting down my egg, which was hiding in the fertile ovaries belonging to Carl. I felt sure my husband knew that was the case, and if so, an important lesson must have been learned.

Tom’s cum face was a private matter for him and me while my husband faced the floor. I saw his love with every jerk and twitch of his throbbing cock deep inside my cunt as he decanted his precious baby making seed. His cum warmed every tiny corner of my tight pink cathedral until he finally slid out, soft, looking exhausted and spent.

My orgasm had exploded in a tumult when I had Tom’s cock deep inside my pussy, but Carl was embedded forever in my heart. Few men could endure my husband’s humiliation while showing dedication and determination to win through.

But even so, I knew in my heart that I had converted my husband into a cuckold. It was a high price, but worth it if he could see the challenge I’d set through to the end.

Carl had won the right to try to win me back if he still wanted me. I had been fucked and filled with cum by another man, an ex-fiancé no less and I was acutely aware that might change things for my husband. When I rolled onto our bed, keeping my legs closed to retain Tom’s seed inside me, I saw my husband bring his hands together in a small round of silent applause.

Tom quickly gathered his clothes, whipping them on as though to leave, much to my surprise. I nodded and smiled politely, expecting an explanation.

“I’ll leave you guys now, and I won’t be doing this again. It was great, Olivia, and I’d take you back in a heartbeat, but I think Carl learned a lesson here. I came out on top today and want to keep it that way.”

“Thank you, Tom.”

“Besides… I wouldn’t be a cuck like Carl is now.”

“I know you wouldn’t.”

My husband stood up while I lay back, relaxing on our bed. I was stunned when he shook my ex-boyfriend's hand, grinning and looking deeply relieved.

“Thanks, Tom. Olivia has brought me to my senses. Look, there’s a ton of booze downstairs in the living room bar. Please take the lot.”

My husband’s gesture of gifting a few hundred bucks of alcohol deeply impressed me, and I felt more relaxed than I had in over a year. Tom left soon after, and my husband stood in front of me, naked, looking vulnerable and desperate.

I stared at him with burning desire, but said nothing, hoping he would find the right words.

“I’m sorry for my poor behavior and vow never to drink alcohol again, Olivia. I’ll spend the rest of my life treasuring you and our marriage.”

I beckoned to my husband and pulled him to me when he got close enough, kissing him gently on his lips.

“You’re the only man I want, Carl. That’s why I married you.”

“Are we good again, sweetheart?”

“You’re forgiven, Carl, and yes, we're good, but you must stay off the booze.”

He lay on top of me, kissing and moving stray hair from my face. Carl seemed conflicted, and I knew he was hiding something from me.

“What is it, Carl. Spit it out.”

“Olivia, umm. I want umm.”

“Yes, babe?”

“Can I lick your pussy, please?”

I stared at Carl in amazement and saw his genuine love mixed with a carnal lust. There was no way he didn’t know my creamy hole was stuffed full of my ex-fiancé’s seed - he saw the whole thing, and yet he wanted to eat a creampie out of me.

I felt deeply thrilled and wanted nothing more than this new cuckold version of my husband.

“Oh, I see. If you’d like to clean me up, I don’t mind.”

“Yes, please, sweetheart.”

“Okay. Please don’t worry about you and me, though, Carl. This was a one-off cuckolding.”

“It doesn’t have to be, Olivia.”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

It was a good job I stared at the top of my husband’s head as he worked hard between my legs. I wasn’t sure what to say while Carl enthusiastically cleaned Tom’s cum out of my gaping wide pussy with his tongue and lips.

It seemed while I was being fucked by a bull, my husband and I had an epiphany, but knowing with any measure of certainty how he processed the situation was impossible to fathom. What began as one thing ended as something entirely unexpected. As my husband plowed his tongue up and down the sticky slit my lover had fucked, my memory prompted vague recollections of overwhelming feelings. What I was certain about at the moment of a shuddering climax seemed less clear after the moment’s passion had passed and my pussy was crammed full of semen that wasn’t my husband’s.

I wasn’t sure about my thoughts and feelings at having taken a lover, so I lay back and replayed my infidelity over behind closed eyelids while enjoying Carl’s tongue and lips kissing, licking and sucking my well fucked pussy.

My husband’s cuckolding was intended as a one-off remedy to incentivize him to kick his addiction. After my ex-fiancé left my bed, my husband’s behavior towards me immediately transformed. He became more attentive, taking time to cuddle, kiss, and talk to me with a previously missing gentleness.

I opened my eyes again and stared down at the top of my husband’s head, enjoying his tongue licking every inch of my creamy pussy. I wasn’t sure whether I’d pushed him too far, so I tapped Carl’s head gently, and he stopped going down on me, looking up from between my legs with a cute, loving smile.

“What’s wrong, Olivia?”

“Are you sure this is what you want to do? You’re swallowing another man's seed from inside me. I never intended for Tom and me fucking to be anything other than a sharp lesson for you and then for us to move on if it worked.”

“I think it worked, sweetheart.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I desperately want to give up drinking. I haven’t wanted to until now. I want you more than I want a beer.”

“What about your friends, Carl?”

“I want you more.”

“All because I cuckolded you?”

“I’m not sure if it was the sexual act, me watching, or the psychological torment of believing I might lose you. I was frightened when you told me you wanted a divorce if I didn’t change.”

“So it could be the threat of Divorce, then?”

“Maybe. It seemed like you were being serious, Olivia.”

“I wanted a divorce until Tom came inside me, honey.”

“It felt that way to me, too. I learned a lesson.”

It was the most emotionally available Carl had been in a long time. I wasn’t sure how I felt about the cuckolding. In truth, Tom was an easy bull for me to sleep with. We had a prior relationship with lots of sex, and he still carried a torch for me.

I cringed at the memory of my sleazy behavior.

“I used Tom awfully, Carl.”

“Not entirely. He wanted to settle a score with me, and he’s now done that.”

“True, but I treated him as a means to an end. It wasn’t that I wanted Tom; I only wanted to shake things up between us. I’m going to call him tomorrow and meet to apologize.”

“Will you sleep with him again?”

“He asked me to leave him alone.”

“And yet you are going to call him?”

“Hmm, okay, that’s a fair point. Do you think I should drop the matter, Carl?”

“I think you need time to decide what kind of marriage you want.”

I was stunned by his remark. The same thought crossed my mind. Certain aspects of our lives hadn’t changed at all over the past few hours before, during, and after I cuckolded my husband, while other elements would never be the same again.

I stared down at the duvet, saw semen stains from my lover. Guilt ravaged me as I tried to come to terms with the nexus where an ultimatum, a kink, and my infidelity had collided. I felt horny, because my husband was licking the defiled pussy my lover had fucked, but the angel in me screamed for my lost soul.

“What’s wrong, Olivia?”

“I brushed aside my marriage vows. That doesn’t feel great.”

“You offered me the choice between being a cuckold or heading for the divorce court. If I chose divorce, you would have found another guy to date and sleep with eventually. I feel grateful that you gave me the option.”

“I’m glad too.”

My husband looked cute, staring up from his dining spot between my legs with love and concern writ large on his face. I knew his behavioral change was sincere and he intended to give up drinking, but now, he would need my help to kick that habit fully.

He’d finally realized we were slipping away from each other.

Thank god.

“Do you want to make love to me, Carl?”

“I don’t like the thought of Tom’s semen being inside you. Also, using my lips and tongue to reclaim you feels more committed and personal - like I am worshipping you.”

“Is it wrong that I want you to worship me?”

“No. I need this moment for us… for me.”

“It feels that way to me, too, Carl. I want you to reclaim me so much. When Tom’s cock was balls deep inside me, it felt wonderful, like I was free and in control of my choices.”

“He really filled you, too.”

“Yes, he did. I hate to say, but he made me feel empowered.”

“And now? Do you still want your bull?”

“I want you, Carl.”

“Even though your bull’s cock was considerably longer and thicker than mine? He must have stretched you wide open.”

“Yes, he did… I don’t know what to say. I need time to process all of this, sweetheart.”

“Do you mean you are still considering divorce?”

“No, no, not at all. I want you to join a group program, please, Carl. It adds to your commitment.”

“I must, or I could relapse any time. I’ll check in tomorrow.”

“In which case, I won’t leave.”

“I won’t fall off the wagon. I will make you proud.”

“This is why I love you, Carl. There is greatness in you that other men don’t possess. When you are wrong, you admit it and set things straight.”

Our conversation thus far couldn’t have gone better, but there was an elephant in the room, and we’d only started talking around it, not about it. I wanted my husband to take the lead, and somehow, he realized that, blurting out his words with a bold expression and passion, bloated eyes.

“How do you feel about the cuckolding, Olivia?”

“That’s what I don’t fully understand. Can we discuss it in detail, please?”

My voice tailed off into a whisper. I was still enjoying my husband licking the loving embers of a fire my bull had lit deep inside me. Tom’s seed swam straight and true, navigating my reproductive tract hunting for an egg using a combination of chemical and physical cues.

How could I know what cuckolding Carl meant to me while Tom’s aroma, his presence, and semen were inside, on, and around me? Staring into my husband’s devoted eyes, feeling love for him felt ambiguous and hypocritical while another man’s baby-making seed marinated and swam inside me.

“What should I do, Olivia?”

“Reclaim me, please.”

“I’ll get on with it.”

My husband gripped my thighs tightly, burying his tongue and lips in my soaking, creamy well fucked cunt. I was instantly transported back to the same decadent place I’d been when my bull fucked me. Carl licked my gaping hole with tenderness, puckering his lips and sucking Tom’s seed out gently. A rising passion surged through my whole body, wanting more of him and less of my lover.

A pendulum had swung from Carl to Tom and back again. My heart was attached to it.

While my husband plowed my creamy furrow with his flattened, eager tongue, I rested both palms on top of his head, running my fingers softly through his gorgeous hair. As his intensity rose, he whimpered, peeling my swollen, creamy lips apart to reach deeper inside. My pussy throbbed, leaking Tom’s sticky cum onto Carl’s tongue.

Amid crazed ecstasy and surging hormones, I gripped my husband’s head playfully while arching my back to raise my butt. That gave him better access to eat my gaping wide pussy hole and devour my lovers seed that was seeping out.

Carl paused and stared up; a worried expression etched on his face.

“Please don’t leave me, Olivia.”

“Our problem is dealt with, and in the past, honey. We must turn the page and move on.”

“I’m a changed man, but if it’s okay with you, I’ll stay here and lick your pussy for a while longer.”

“Do you enjoy his taste? Tom’s taste, I mean?”

I cringed at my question, wondering how I had conceived of anything as sleazy as I’d done.

“Yes, Olivia. But that’s not why I am down here.”

“I know.”

I figured that was as much as I’d get from Carl until later, maybe tomorrow, when I opened up, too. In any case, my husband’s tongue reached places it hadn’t previously been, something I wanted to encourage. His tongue squirrelled around everywhere outside and inside, purging deep into the folds of skin around my labia, before delving inside the aching gaping hole that Tom had fucked remarkably well.

My husband’s tongue slipped outside my pussy and onto my anal whorl, so I lifted his head, shaking for him to stop.

“You don’t have to do that, honey.”

“Tom’s cum has pooled there, too. I’d rather clean everything out of you, Olivia. Is that okay, please?”

“Okay, sweetheart, but this must be about you and me, not my bull.”

“It is about us. I want to be down here to reclaim what’s mine.”

“Okay… that’s fine.”

I trembled when my husband’s tongue slid across the ridges of my most taboo hole, tickling, tingling, and fanning the flames that my lover had started. I felt gratitude for Tom and love for Carl who sucked my leaking, gaping wide hole gently with soft lips puckered in a loving kiss.

As he cleaned me, my husband removed my shame before swallowing it, and I moaned lasciviously.

When he was done cleaning my pussy, I encouraged my husband to fuck it, which he did in perfect missionary style, insisting he must look me in the eye. We hadn’t made love for months, and I felt a little guilty that Carl missed out on the added tightness that Tom had enjoyed inside me.

I was a sloppy, gaping wide whore but Carl seemed to love it.

Regardless the lack of friction and slickness inside my well lubricated pussy, Carl railed me enthusiastically, his eyes bloating, bottom lip trembling vigorously as his hips slammed back and forth with considerable power.

Every time Carl went balls deep inside me, I felt nothing, which in itself was elevating.

“You’re having sloppy seconds, Carl. I never thought this would happen.”

“It feels so good. Your pussy is wide, sloppy and relaxed. I love it. I love you.”

“I can take a lot more of you fucking me hard now Tom stretched my pussy wide.”

“I can feel it too. I will last for ages.”

“I want your cum inside me, Carl.”

“Mine can compete with Tom’s.”

I was prying open the lid to a box I had shut moments ago, seeing what surprises hid inside my cuckolded husband’s mind. Watching Carl’s ecstasy grow at having his cock inside me was such a disgraceful taboo that drove my joy.

My orgasm came slowly, in waves of pleasure that reached every fiber.

Tom’s sloppy seconds made Carl work much harder than he ever had before when we made love. I could barely feel my husband’s cock pounding the hole my bull had stretched, but his physical effort to make himself felt inside me was so impressive, my hormones and love converted it into orgasmic joy.

Carl’s intense loving expression prompted an explosive orgasm that began as a mild tickling in my reproductive organs. When my climax came as a shuddering torrent, carrying another man’s cum on my hormonal juices, I bucked and thrashed around our bed, desperate for more cock while attempting to escape it.

As my husband’s cum face confirmed his seed was squirting deep inside me, I imagined Tom’s cum mixed with my hormones, slathering Carl’s cock with our cocktail of love.

In that orgasm, I felt overwhelmed, mainly because we had turned a corner in our marriage. By no means was our battle against alcohol won conclusively, but it seemed my cuckold ultimatum had rehabilitated my husband from his folly.

Now Carl was flooding my pussy and womb with his seed, reclaiming his property.

When his cock jerked and twitched its last few drops of his semen inside me, the man I married reappeared with an expression of devotion to our happiness and the love he’d brought to the altar. With his cock going soft inside my well fucked, cream filled bun, I saw a change had happened - his cynical demeanor was gone, and the positive man I married was home where he belonged, in his bed, inside me.

“Welcome home, Carl.”

“My god, I have been an asshole.”

I cradled Carl in my arms, enjoying the softening of his cock inside my pussy until it slid out. I hopped out of bed and ran to the toilet, purging both men out of my pussy before cleaning myself. With immeasurable hope, as I sat on the toilet seat, I recalled Tom fucking me and the events of the cuckold session, my husband’s change and the love we’d just made. My heart soared, and a tear fell down one cheek.

I dried my eyes with a tissue, feeling happier than I’d been in years. When I returned to our bed, I was ready and looking forward to finishing our make-up kiss. I had an idea and wanted to tease that out with my husband.

“Shall we watch a movie, Carl?”

“Okay, what do you suggest?”

“Wanderlust.”

“The movie version? With Jennifer Aniston?”

“Yeah. It’s about…umm…”

“I know the synopsis honey.”

“Good.”

My husband shot eagerly out of bed, turned on the TV, and selected the movie, knowing I had an agenda. When he paused the film before it started and ran from our bedroom, I was curious and wanted to follow, but I waited patiently.

Carl returned with coffee and a few cookies, so I made a pillow ramp against the headboard, and we settled back to enjoy a movie promoting free love. I pointed at the screen while staring at Carl, needing his feedback.

“It’s called consensual nonmonogamy these days, Carl.”

“I love the movie and know what you’re getting at.”

“Tell me what I am thinking then?”

“You weren’t expecting my reaction when Tom finished fucking you. This cuckolding was supposed to invoke in me the fear of losing you.”

“Did it?”

“Oh, undoubtedly, Olivia. I want you as much today as the first day we met.”

“Then it worked.”

“What did you think when you saw me while Tom fucked you?”

“Honey, I saw your expression when he came inside me. You were jealous as fuck, but also deeply satisfied. I don’t know what to say. At the end, you said that me fucking Tom doesn’t have to be a one off - I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Consensual nonmonogamy and cuckolding are different, Olivia.”

“I know.”

“I don’t want to sleep with other women.”

“What do you want, Carl?”

“When Tom came inside you, something changed between us and our marriage. I don’t need this movie to tease it out. Please say what you feel.”

I chuckled and nudged him playfully in the ribs. He never lost eye contact and seemed to enjoy our conversation. I studied Carl’s mood, body language, every flinch, wink, tremble, and expression change.

My husband looked deadly serious.

A fire was lit inside both of us when I dragged Tom upstairs to cuckold my husband. When I lay across Carl’s back while being serviced by a bull with a bigger cock. I needed to see where our moment would lead us. To my surprise, cuckolding my husband led me right back to him.

“I’m relieved you’ve changed, Carl, because your drinking problem broke my heart.”

“You were right to give me an ultimatum and use cuckolding to take me to the brink of losing you. I’m sober now in every sense and realize that taking you for granted could have split us up. There will be no more trouble.”

“Tom took all the booze. That’s a good thing.”

We settled into an electrified silence. The taboo of what we’d done, and may do again, was like a sleazy fog you could cut through with a knife. My heart raced just thinking about the conversation we were having.

I’m a slut.

I was determined not to suggest anything because it must come from my husband. He looked sheepish, his cheeks flushed crimson, his bottom lip trembled, and his voice sounded gravely and dry. I passed Carl a glass of water from my nightstand, and he sipped it, eventually handing it back empty.

He stared at me, wide-eyed and smiling broadly, lifting my spirits.

“So, Olivia?”

“So, Carl?”

“Are you going to say it, or shall I?”

“Why don’t you explain what you want for us?”

“I want you to do it again.”

“Do you want me to fuck Tom?”

“I want you to date and make love to anyone you choose.”

I was stunned. The unmentionable had been mentioned. My heart pounded against my rib cage, threatening to rip it open, and my body trembled uncontrollably. I breathed deeply a few times, composed myself, and eyeballed the man I loved dearly.

“Are you asking me to cuckold you again, husband?”

“Yeah. I enjoyed how you handled Tom. He fucked you on your terms and his desperation to have you made me realize how lucky I am.”

My mind buzzed excitedly.

“I can take any bull I want?”

“Yes. Do you have someone in mind?”

“I want to fuck your boss, Carl.”


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

“W-w-wh-what the f-f-uck did you just say, Olivia?”

My husband’s eyes bulged as he bounced backwards in the bed, still facing me, looking horrified. I shrugged my shoulders, smiling a little weakly. Maybe I had pushed too far, or wasn’t thinking straight, because we were still captivated in a moment of sleaze. Having slept with my ex-fiance in a quasi cuckold/divorce tryst, I was hardly an expert in how to level out afterwards or take things forward.

I was surprised by how quickly my love for Carl returned from the specter of separation and divorce. His sharp U-turn away from alcohol was pleasing, not just because it was damaging his health and our marriage, but because I, or us as a couple, meant more to him than booze.

“I didn’t mean to shock you.”

“I wasn’t ready for you telling me you want to fuck my boss, Olivia.”

“Peter hit on me at your last company Christmas party.”

“What a bastard! You never mentioned it. How did it happen?”

“He followed me into the ladies’ bathroom, which was empty, pinned me to a wall inside a cubicle, and tried to slip his hand up my skirt.”

“What did you do?”

“I told him I was having my period and he couldn’t fuck me that day. Getting violent or screaming for help would have created a scene for you.”

“But you didn’t back him off, though?”

“I couldn’t push him away, but all he got was a kiss, which seemed enough to get him off me. If I wasn’t so concerned about your job, I would have kneed him in the nuts.”

“Why did you even kiss him?”

“Because he threatened your promotion.”

“Fucking wanker.”

My husband was processing an old incident using a new context. He had been intensely jealous of any man who eyed or flirted with me, but Tom had changed everything. Even though our inaugural cuckolding was hours old, it was having a significant impact.

“I don’t know what to say, Olivia. If we follow the cuckolding path, I have no real say in who you choose as a lover.”

“I don’t want that for us. Our marriage comes first; this new lifestyle must fit in.”

“It can. Peter is such an asshole.”

“Yeah, he is a dick, but the way I see it, we can kill two birds with one stone. Your company review board sits next week to decide on granting a full partnership. When Peter pinned me to the wall, he expressed deep feelings for me.”

“Peter has no vote. Only shareholders can decide.”

“He can fuck you up if he writes a non-recommendation even at this late stage.”

My husband settled back on the pillows, sipping his tea while I studied him intently. I hadn’t planned how to deal with Peter and this coming promotion because I weighed the balance of probability in favor of Carl and me splitting up. Whether my suggestion to sleep with his boss was cuckolding or general whoreing myself, I couldn’t tell, but I wanted to help my husband move up the ladder at work.

We had plenty of money, meaning I had plenty of money, and while I could easily support both of us, Carl desperately wanted his career to take off.

“You could stay at home, Carl. We could have a family.”

“Yeah… but…”

My husband suddenly looked afraid, so I took his hand and entwined our fingers, squeezing his hard. All discussions about me getting pregnant ended when Carl’s alcohol problem invaded our lives.

“But what?”

“Will I be the father of your children?”

I was stunned and a little horrified.

“Of course, Carl. Why wouldn’t you be?”

“I’m a cuckold.”

“You’re my husband first and foremost. If I come off birth control, the only man planting his seed inside me is you.”

“What if there is an accident, Olivia?”

“There won’t be. Look… if you want to quit this lifestyle, let’s agree to do that right now. You suggested that I do it again.”

“I want you to cuckold me, Olivia. Don’t you want it too?”

Carl responded quickly and decisively, so I knew his mind was made up. My husband was happy to be a cuckold, and I was too.

“Yes… I want to fuck other men, Carl.”

“Do you think my career is a waste of time?”

“Not at all.”

“I don’t earn anywhere near as much as you do.”

“Earnings are not relevant to this matter, honey. Do you enjoy your work?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want a promotion?”

“Of course. Do you want to sleep with my boss?”

“I’d prefer another bull - an unmarried one, but Peter can help you right now and it kinda makes sense for us, since he’s desperate to fuck me. I worry about whether he will tell your colleagues you are a cuck.”

Carl looked mildly panicked. We hadn’t discussed cuckolding in detail, and our passions still ran high after my ex-fiance had pounded me. I had Tom’s and my husband’s semen inside me, which felt lewd and somehow significant. We’d rushed everything since I delivered an ultimatum, and I felt like the situation was getting out of control.

My husband looked pale and sweaty, and his fingers trembled. I figured he was going cold turkey from not having drunk since the Bloody Mary I made him at breakfast. He shook his head and stared at the duvet, looking miserable.

“Fucking hell, Olivia, I don’t know what to say.”

“Okay, look. You said the choice is mine.”

“It is.”

“That’s who I want to fuck, then. I’ll give you until tomorrow to decide specifically about Peter, and if you’re against it, we’ll forget about him, and I’ll choose someone that doesn’t inflame your emotions.”

“Okay. Thanks, babe. Let me consider it.”

“Consider your promotion, darling, because that’s important.”

My husband knew I was right because elevation to full partner in his accountancy firm would secure our future forever. A move to Hong Kong, Dubai or London might also be on the cards and whilst Peter couldn’t help my husband climb the ladder to success, he could fuck up his ascent.

We watched the movie in silence, then showered together. In the afternoon, I did light gardening while Carl kept himself busy and away from booze, tinkering in his workshop, making something with webbing straps and chains. He was a handy guy, more so when I fueled him with caffeine and teased him with kisses and the occasional rub of his cock.

I had to help Carl stay off the booze.

When my sister Alice arrived, Carl readied himself to leave for the gym. He shook like a leaf when I saw him disappear into the garage. My sister smiled affably at him, undoubtedly proud that her idea for me to step out on my marriage vows was hers.

Without coming to say hello, Alice followed my husband into the garage. I overheard their conversation when I fetched him a fresh, clean towel. My sister’s directness and my husband’s candid response surprised me.

“Do you appreciate my sister more now that Tom fucked her, Carl?”

“I know cuckolding was your idea, Alice. This could never have come from Olivia alone.”

“I wanted to help you guys avoid breaking up. Can I ask you something, though? It’s a matter of curiosity.”

“Of course.”

“Did you enjoy the humiliation aspect of watching Tom fuck my sister. I’m told he’s got a bigger cock than yours?”

“Yes, he does have a much bigger cock.”

I waited on the other side of the door, listening when I probably shouldn’t have. I wanted to know the second part of my husband’s answer. It was important that if I were to cuckold my beloved as part of a new lifestyle, I understood his reaction and feelings about it.

“If you don’t want to answer me, I understand, Carl.”

My husband paused, and his voice was quiet and calm when he spoke.

“I enjoyed the shame very much.”

“Don’t be ashamed to admit it, honey. Many husbands enjoy watching their wives being fucked by better lovers. It doesn’t diminish their love - in fact, many become stronger for it.”

“Olivia and I are discussing how this will work between us.”

“You are sharing your wife, Carl. You’ll lose something and gain something else.”

“I know. I felt it when Tom came inside Olivia.”

“It’s a wonderful moment. Can I ask… were you hard?”

“Very.”

“In which case, you and my sister should explore this lifestyle, babe. Few couples can open their marriage to cuckolding because they aren’t close and don’t communicate well. You two have been through hell, so you understand one another. This is a rare treat for both of you.”

“Where did you get the idea to cuckold me from?”

“Where do you think, Carl?”

“Do you cuckold your husband?”

“Of course I do. Jason loves it and has done for many years.”

“Who do you sleep with if you don’t mind my asking?”

My heart thumped solidly because Alice had revealed something to my husband that she hadn’t fully explained to me. I knew my sister and Jason enjoyed an open marriage to some degree, and cuckolding was one playbook, but she’d always been vague about the details.

The pause in their conversation seemed to last forever, and I was almost tempted to walk around from behind the wall where I hid. I held my breath, desperate to know her filthy secret.

“You’ve been honest with me, Carl, so I will do the same for you. Please don’t tell Olivia.”

“I’ll try not to, but I won’t lie if she asks.”

“She won’t ever ask you.”

“If you want to confess, Alice, just go for it.”

“I fuck our stepfather.”

He spluttered, as did I.

“Fucking hell! You sleep with James?”

“Yeah. Every week when I’m not having my period, sometimes twice and on one week we fucked every day.”

My knees wobbled, and I felt lightheaded, so I leaned back heavily against the brick wall. I was shocked, and my emotions clashed like powerful waves driven off immense granite cliffs. I would never have imagined our stepfather was my sister’s bull in a million years. I felt conflicted because Mom couldn’t possibly know her husband was fucking her daughter.

Could she?

“What about your Mom?”

Yeah, Alice, what about our mom?

“Jason fucks Mom while James is nailing me.”

“So it’s not cuckolding then?”

“Not strictly in that case… but I have a few bulls who fuck me while my husband watches.”

My husband dropped a tool on the floor, making a loud noise, which was good because it hid my explosive gasp and the sound of my legs giving way while my body slid down the wall. I was crouched low on my haunches with both hands covering my face in disbelief. Alice wasn’t cuckolding her husband; they were swinging with our parents.

“Hold on a minute. You and Jason are swinging with your mom and her husband, your stepfather?”

“Yeah, its fucking sleazy. Mom and James aren’t married, though. They act like they are.”

My husband laughed uncontrollably, and I couldn’t understand why, because I was tearful and felt humiliated.

“I don’t know what to say, Alice.”

“We’re all consenting adults, and there’s strictly no contact between Mom and me. Most of the time, we fuck and sleep in separate bedrooms.”

“Yeah, but still. James met your mother just after your real father left you guys because she fell pregnant a second time.”

“I was one year old, and Mom was pregnant with Olivia. James is the only father either of us has ever known. Please don’t tell my sister about this because if you do, I’ll let everyone at the gym know you’re a cuckold.”

“You don’t need to threaten me, Alice. I won’t tell Olivia, but not to save your blushes. I don’t think my wife would be happy knowing your husband is plowing his seed into the womb that conceived her.”

You are damn right there, Carl.

“I know. I’m keeping a terrible secret from her, but I can’t reveal it.”

“Olivia definitely won’t want to know that the lips kissing her every time she sees Mom have been wrapped around your husband’s cock that day.”

I stepped away from the wall and opened, then closed the back door to our home, creating the ruse that I was nearby but hadn’t heard a thing.

“Carl, are you in your workshop?”

“Yeah. Alice is here, too.”

I rounded the corner of the wall I’d collapsed against and saw them both standing as innocent as you like. Anger, shame, and fear competed for my expression, but in true corporate style, I hid it, hugged my sister, and smiled.

“Hey Alice.”

“Hi, sis. It’s great to see you. I was catching up with my brother-in-law.”

“Good.”

As she leaned in to kiss my cheek, I thought about my Dad’s cock in my sister’s mouth, I pulled back, planting my face into her neck and squeezing extra hard with my arms wrapped around her. I was grateful for Alice’s intervention in my marriage, but I was waylaid by hugely conflicting views on her and Jason’s tryst with my mother and stepfather.

My sister held my hand, squeezing tightly, without revealing any sign of what she had told my husband. She was hiding a dark secret that must have agonized her since the affair began, and I considered that she might have mentioned it to Carl so he would pass it on to me.

Alice was keen to probe the matter of our first cuckolding.

“I hear you guys figured things out with Tom’s help, and now Carl is off the booze?”

“Yeah, we sorted everything, and he’s back to normal now. Carl is the best husband in the world again.”

Alice linked her arm through mine, gave Carl a salacious, knowing grin, before marching me off to my kitchen.

“You can tell me all the details and about how good a fuck Tom was over coffee. Don’t disturb us, cucky, there’s a good boy.”

With the ice completely broken on my cuckolding of Carl, there were few secrets left between Alice and me aside from the big, huge, massively sleazy one that I’d overheard. While we lazed away most of Sunday afternoon drinking coffee and gossiping, my sister sometimes grew distant, her thoughts drifting, her eyes straying into a thousand-mile stare.

When I returned from a third refill of our cups, she stared wistfully out the window.

“I’ll give a penny for your thoughts, Alice.”

“They aren’t worth a penny.”

No, sis, they’re worth all the gold in Fort fucking Knox.

My sister became increasingly lost in her thoughts, contributing less to our conversation until she stared at her watch, then at me.

“I have to leave, Olivia.”

“Do you need to be somewhere?”

“Yeah, Jason and I are having dinner with Mom and Dad.”

Fucking slut. Mom is one, too.

“Our stepdad, you mean?”

I had to say something because the idea of their nefarious affair shocked me, and I needed to cling to the fact that it wasn’t incest, no matter how weird it felt to me. Was I being judgmental? Probably, but I had every right to be that and more. My feelings were at stake, and it seemed my relatives had completely ignored me to enjoy their debauchery in private.

Why the fuck did you tell my husband?

Alice eyed me suspiciously, her brow deeply furrowed, one eyebrow twisted, and her lips pursed.

“Why would you say that, Olivia?”

“Well, that’s what James is, right?”

“James is our Dad.”

“Our real Dad was an asshole neither of us knew. No matter how much we love our stepdad, he isn’t our biological father.”

“Yeah, that’s true, but James is the only father we ever knew. He’s been good to us and deserves our respect.”

You’re being fucking good to him these days. Seems Mom’s being good to your husband, too.

“Yeah, just ignore me, Alice. I’m finding my feet after Tom. Cuckolding might seem simple before and during the act when all restraint goes out the window, but afterwards, matters of the heart need some attention.”

“From what you’ve described of him, I might try Tom as a bull sometime.”

“I’d rather you didn’t.”

“I’m joking, Olivia. You have no sense of humor sometimes, babe.”

You fucking the only man I ever called Dad isn’t funny to me.

“Sorry, Alice. I’ll be back to normal by next week. You go have fun with Mom and Dad.”

Oh dear god, no!

The words stuck in my craw, but I managed a smile. Alice left soon after, and I had all the time in the world to consider the morning of cuckolding, followed by a crazy revelation. If opening our marriage up might lead down the same path Alice and Jason had traveled, I wasn’t sure it was for me.

Carl returned from the gym after a couple of hours of workout. He seemed refreshed, probably having sweated out his poison. He’d showered, shaved, smelled nice, and I noticed his muscles were ripped. He hopped out of his red Dodge Ram 1500 pickup and bounced over to me, full of vigor.

I was in my husband’s arms, spinning six inches off the ground in no time.

“You worked out hard today, sweetie.”

“I did it for you, Olivia.”

“What do you mean, babe?”

“I want to be a better man for you, for both of us, and show you my love forever.”

“Jesus, it looks like Tom filled us both up with something. Me with his semen an-”

“And me with enthusiasm for my life and a fabulous wife.”

“Yes, for sure. I love the new you, babe.”

My husband stared deep into my eyes, with warmth and love in his, and seriousness etched in his expression. He gently lowered me until my toes touched the tarmac of our driveway, then pressed a palm against my stomach.

“Are you thinking about what’s inside there, Carl?’

“Yes… Tom’s semen.”

“And yours.”

“I know. I love it.”

“Do you feel any jealousy?”

“None at all.”

When Carl kissed me, it felt perfect, pure, and honest. His lips sizzled when they brushed against mine, and my knees gave way a little when his warm tongue darted electrifyingly into my mouth, conveying all the love he’d just declared aloud.

I was dumbfounded when Carl descended to one knee and took my hand. He looked like a knight committing his heart to a lady for her favor. I felt so empowered because my husband’s devotion was absolute while his semen was still inside my womb, fighting with Tom’s to discover an egg neither of them could inseminate because of my birth control.

Two men had been inside me minutes after each other, but only one had my favour by a standing mile. My husband smiled lovingly, but more than that, he looked happy.

“What is it, Carl?”

“I love you, Olivia.”

“I love you, too.”

“I don’t need to think about Peter anymore. You must choose your lovers without my interference. If you want to fuck my boss and it’s right for you, then it’s right for me.”

“Cuckolding will transform our lives, babe. Doing it with your boss, even more so.”

“I know.”

My husband stared at me, and I couldn’t have felt more love for him. I descended until my eyes were level with his. I needed to show Carl that cuckolding didn’t mean he would not be my sexual partner, so I smiled lasciviously and, reach down and rubbed his cock through his pants until it was rock hard.

“Stand up, Carl.”

When he was standing, I dragged his sweatpants down.

“We’re in the fucking driveway, Olivia.”

“We’re behind your truck. Nobody will see us, and I want your cum down my throat right now.”

“I showered at the gym.”

“I wouldn’t suck your cock if you hadn’t babe.”

When I peeled back his foreskin, Carl’s ultra smooth, ruddy glans glistened with pre-cum, but only until I sucked it hard, harvesting the salty juice that my body and soul craved to settle it down from an afternoon of shocking revelations.

When I bobbed my head up and down my husband’s solid, veiny shaft I felt the urge to fuck someone else while he watched me perform. I wanked Carl’s shaft gently, looking up while cars passed by on the other side of his truck and kids played further up the street.

Nobody saw or heard a thing.

“I told you it would be fine. Are you enjoying my affection?”

“Ah, god, oh my. Yes, Olivia, very much.”

“Get your phone out.”

“What for?”

“Just do it, Carl.”

My husband did as he was told, and I rewarded him by sucking his cock again. This time, I bottomed out with his shaft crammed deep inside my throat, while both my lips rasped against his wiry pubic bush. I choked, snorted and my throat constricted, crushing my husband’s cock while he moaned loudly.

I gasped when I dragged my husband’s cock out of my throat and wiped off the saliva dribbling from my chin to the driveway concrete floor.

“Speed dial Peter and ask him to come here right away to fuck me.”

“Fucking, what now?”

“You heard me, Carl. It’s my choice, so get my bull here immediately and let's deal with this. It’ll secure your promotion and properly bed in our hotwife and cuckold lifestyle.”

My husband dialed. I heard the phone ring and Peter answer.

“Put him on speaker and set the phone down on the bonnet of your truck.”

There were no further questions, and Carl just did what was asked of him.

“Hi Carl. What’s up on a Sunday, buddy?”

“I err, umm, I fuck, oh god, Peter…”

“What’s up, buddy. Are you okay?”

I stopped sucking my husband’s cock and smiled up, winking, boosting his confidence.

“Carl? Are you there?”

“He is Peter, and so am I.”

“Oh, hi Olivia. It’s lovely to hear your voice.”

“Yeah, I’m sure it is. Are you busy right now?”

“Not really. I’ve been helping my wife with some chores, but they’re all done now. I might play soccer in the yard later with the kids.”

“Are we overheard?”

“No. Why do you ask?”

“Because I’m sucking Carl’s cock right now and wanted to know if yours is bigger.”

The line went quiet momentarily, and I heard a door open and then close. When Peter next spoke, his voice was whispered.

“Are you fucking serious, Olivia?”

“Deadly serious, yes. Do you remember last year’s Christmas party?”

“I was drunk and apologized endlessly - I am sorry, Olivia.”

“Things have changed, Peter.”

“What things?”

“How big is your cock, please? The answer is important.”

“Umm, it’s eight inches long and quite fat. How big is your husband’s?”

“Carl’s cock is two inches shorter than yours.”

“Does that mean I can come over?”

He chuckled, half expecting me to tell him to fuck off.

“Do you need your wife’s permission?”

“Well, no, of course not.”

“Then get over here right away and fuck me while my husband watches.”

I got back on with sucking Carl’s cock, taking the veiny shaft deep in my throat while wanking the base of his shaft with a circular twist. My saliva was thick on his dick, with a long, sticky tendril sliding disgustingly from my bottom lip to the tarmac driveway.

“Is Olivia being serious, Carl?”

“Yes, she is.”

“Are you a cuckold?”

“I am.”

“I’ll see you soon, buddy.”

Hearing my husband mumble a farewell to the man who would soon fuck me sparked off a lust filled explosion inside me, as my body chemistry transformed from a dedicated wife to slutty cuckoldress. I sucked Carl’s cock harder, taking it deeper than I ever had before, wanking the shaft while squeezing his balls.

My husband howled when his hot seed splashed powerfully into my mouth, painting a thick coating of salty delight on the lining of my throat and tonsils as rope after rope slathered me. I kept sucking and wanking the cock I married and vowed to cherish, forsaking all others, knowing that in a few minutes my commitment would be smashed asunder for the second time by mutual consent.

I wanted more from the man I loved before my lover arrived, so I kept sucking his cock. Carl’s moans and cries wouldn’t matter because anyone investigating would find us long gone inside the house when they arrived at the scene.

When he squirted his final few drops of hot, sticky seed, Carl’s entire body tensed, he shuddered, his right knee jerked uncontrollably, and he gripped my head for balance, emptying his load inside my mouth. When he could take no more, my husband tapped out on my head, having emptied all his seed. I released him, swallowing his hot, salty semen while he hurriedly hoisted his pants, before grabbing his phone and bag, helping me up from my knees.

“Peter will be here in no time. You need to rinse your mouth out, Olivia.”

“I’ll shower and make myself beautiful for your boss, honey.”

“So we’re doing this, then?”

“Yes, we are, Carl.”


Chapter Seven

◆◆◆

I shot Carl a dogged look to convey that I had no intention of backing out of making my husband a proper cuckold by doing it a second time. In a moment of extreme sexual tension, he stared at me lovingly, but there was something else in his expression.

I stepped closer, held my husband’s hand, leaned in, and kissed him.

“Peter will arrive soon, Olivia.”

“He’ll wait until I am ready. I am worried about you.”

“The booze is wearing off.”

“Do you feel like drinking right now, Carl?”

“Like a starving lion needs raw meat.”

“Oh dear.”

He gulped and gasped, contorting his face painfully. My heart wrung even though I knew this time would come and last for days. Carl looked exhausted and leaned into me, tapping his head on my chest, moaning as though he might cry.

“I am strong, Olivia.”

“I know.”

“I will never drink again, no matter the pain.”

“Perhaps Peter is too soon, honey… maybe we need to discuss cuckolding more, and perhaps when your illness is under control.”

“We must… but Peter is essential. Watching him and you will help distract me.”

“You want to go ahead with it?”

“Yes, darling. I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

When Carl lifted his weary head and stared into my eyes, I saw desire dancing with fear around a fire so bright, it vanquished his alcohol induced withdrawal symptoms. He frowned deeply, breathed heavily, and shook his head, as if ridding the demons inside him.

“Can I feed Peter’s cock inside your pussy please, Olivia?”

“If he agrees to let you, yes.”

“Will you ask him?”

“No, honey. I want you to entertain him in our living room while I prepare. Discuss your cuckolding with my bull, be friends, and play nice.”

“Wow.”

“Call me when Peter arrives so I can listen in.”

“Jesus, Olivia. How are you so knowledgeable?”

“Alice helped.”

“Do you know she fucks your father and her husband sleeps with Mom?”

“Yes. I overheard her telling you. Thank you for being honest with me.”

“I can’t be a party to her secrets, especially when they deceive you.”

“We’ll tackle the problem another day, Carl. Let’s fix our marriage and your illness.”

“Yes.”

I showered carefully, although my arousal peaked like a broodmare in season. I wanted cock, plenty of it, enough to make up for the months of spousal neglect that tightened my hole so much it felt like Tom was my first.

But I resisted because Peter must be my tour de force. Simultaneously, cuckolding would tame my husband’s addiction, make me a more experienced lover for him and my bulls, while empowering me to drive our marriage forward positively.

I can’t fall in love with a bull.

Don’t use the same man to service you too often.

Insist on Carl reclaiming you afterwards.

The thoughts of my husband feeding my bulls cock deep inside me almost made me came as butterflies exploded from my womb, tingling and tickling everywhere. I shuddered and shivered, clutching my stomach where two men’s semen had already bloated me.

I am a slut.

I don’t fucking care.

As I dried myself in my bedroom, I heard a knock at our front door. My phone buzzed, and I saw that the caller ID was Carl, so I accepted, muted my end of the call, and set the unit down on my dressing table, staring at the screen.

“Hi Peter.”

“Oh, Carl, umm, I err.”

“Just come inside, buddy. Did you shower?”

“Yes, about an hour ago, after I finished chores.”

“Okay, that’s great. Olivia asked if we could wait in the living room.”

“Okay… I… err… I…”

“What’s wrong, Peter?”

“Umm… do you know why Olivia called me?”

“Of course. My wife wants you to fuck her while I watch.”

“Jesus man… that makes you-“

“Don’t judge me, Peter. I’m not the one cheating on my wife.”

“No… that’s true. Sorry, I meant you no disrespect. It’s just that Olivia is stunning and such a nice woman.”

“She is, which is why you hit on her at the Christmas party, right?”

“Oh… you know about that?”

“Yes. We’ve been through a rough patch but are coming out of it now. You’re here to help with that. My wife loves me, as I do her, cuckolding is a kink, nothing more.”

“I get it, Carl… I’m sorry for disrespecting you and Olivia at the Christmas Party.”

“Let’s turn the page.”

I craved to see their body language and expressions. Carl must feel jealous and ashamed, but he wasn’t being Peter’s doormat, which made me proud. Cuckolding my husband was partly about dominating and teasing him, but not to the extent that he became my slave, or so much a wimp that he ceased being the strong husband I knew he could be.

“Is this about your partnership vote next week, Carl?”

“I’ll make partner as long as you don’t scupper me.”

“Which will make you my boss.”

“Yes.”

“So I could be fucking my future boss’s wife?”

“Just don’t stand in my way, Peter. I deserve this promotion.”

“Yes, you do.”

There was a long, seemingly awkward silence during which I styled my hair. I selected a lingerie set that I’d worn on an anniversary night out, remembering how my husband got too drunk to fuck me later on. It was a fitting tribute to that event, his lack of spousal effort, and this cuckolding. I wondered if he would recognize the set he bought me.

I finished grooming with a few strokes of a file and light makeup, listening to my husband and bull.

“How does this work, Carl?”

“Do whatever Olivia asks of you and all will be well.”

“Where will you be?”

“Watching from an armchair.”

“Will you join in?”

“No… I am not allowed, but…”

There was another awkward silence, and I held my breath, praying my husband would ask Peter what I knew was on his mind.

“But what, Carl?”

“May I slide your cock inside my wife’s pussy?”

“Wow!”

“You can just say no.”

“No… no… I mean, not no… yes… I would like that too.”

“I’ll have to grip your cock, Peter.”

“You’ll be the first man other than me to do that.”

“Is it okay?”

“Yeah, I would love to do that.”

“Good.”

I leaked hot, sticky honey into my anniversary day panties while my nipples stood out like steel bolts. I was incredibly aroused, even more than I had been when fucking Tom. This felt like a more authentic cuckolding, especially given my husband’s encouragement and involvement in preparing my bull.

“Will you clean up, Olivia, after I finish, Carl?”

“Yes, why?”

“Will you clean my cock too?”

“Would you like me to?”

“I don’t know.”

“Neither do I. Let Olivia decide.”

It was time to start. My womb sparkled with an orgasmic effervescence so overwhelming that if I didn’t make love to Peter soon, I would explode. I disconnected my call and messaged my husband to bring my bull and join me in our bedroom.

When he knocked on my bedroom door, I gave permission to enter, stopped Peter beside my bed, and stepped into his arms. His eyes bloated, and an expression of incredulity burst onto his surprised face. While holding his waist in my palms, my lover's hands strayed around my body, gripping both ass cheeks. I tidied stray hair from his face, pushing it backwards or curling it around his ear.

“Is this what you wanted in the toilets at your office?”

“Yes, yes, but I don’t understand, Olivia.”

“I’m not having my period now and got fed up waiting for the next party.”

“B-but w-w-what about, Carl?”

“What about him?”

“He said you are cuckolding him. Does he approve?”

“It’s not my husband’s call.”

I stared into Peter’s eyes and saw a monstrous, lusty beast leering back. He was a handsome man, well built with a kind face, a close second to my husband in a straight beauty competition. As we stared into each other’s eyes, I reached down to his crotch, gently gripping a rock hard cock that tented his pants.

“You almost pressed this inside me at the party, Peter.”

“Sorry.”

“Well?”

“Umm, well, what, Olivia?”

“Do you want to fuck me?”

“Well, of course I do.”

I forced my lips hard onto his, forgoing gentleness in favor of vulgarity, consistent with my sleazy mood. He flinched when my tongue tangled with his, and then there was a moment's pause before he devoured the remnants of my husband's semen with gusto.

I hadn’t rinsed, and he knew it, eyeing me squarely, accusingly.

“Do you know what that taste is, Peter?”

“I think so, but please don’t say it.”

I kissed him again, and he explored every part of my mouth, stealing what was mine but had belonged to Carl first. The men came close to discussing bisexuality downstairs; now Peter was boldly stepping in that direction. Having my husband suck my bull’s cock was a possibility, and something I would love to watch, but I didn’t want it for today.

We were a new cuckold and hotwife couple, and I wanted to progress us into the lifestyle slowly, making sure my husband’s addiction was eradicated and that I was there to support him. Asking Carl to suck my bull’s cock was a bad move while he was getting off alcohol, possibly deluded and if not, at the very least not thinking straight.

“Ask to fuck me then, Peter.”

“What do you mean?”

“If you want to fuck me, ask nicely.”

He kissed me softly, like a summer breeze through a massive oak tree’s branches and leaves. I stirred deep inside, wanting him to make love to me, knowing his cock was much bigger than my husband’s. Carl stood a meter away and, as my bull kissed my neck while kneading my breasts, I stared deeply into the eyes of the man I loved dearly.

“I want you so much, Olivia, please let me have you.”

“Do you want to fuck my soaking wet cunt, Peter?”

I pulled out the front of my panties for my bull to see the prize pussy he desperately wanted. My gusset was soaked and sticky from a layer of semen, and my hormonal honey mixed in. My bull breathed deeply, savoring my essence, his brow furrowing, his expression taking on a deep desperation.

“Oh god, yes, I want you badly.”

“You might have nailed me at the Christmas party, but for my period.”

“I thought that was a ruse to back me off.”

“No, baby. I wanted you then and even more now, but I need something from you, too.”

“Anything at all, Olivia.”

I pointed above my front door to a small box.

“That camera has recorded everything that has passed between us. If you play ball with my husband next week, what’s recorded on it stays here and, you also get to fuck me right now.”

“Oh god, it’s a shakedown.”

“Nope. I want nothing from you.”

“What then?”

“Don’t fuck my husband's partner review board up for him. Deal?”

My husband’s partnership was secure no matter what, so the only play Peter had left was deciding whether he wanted to fuck me or not.

He dropped to his knees and bowed his head into my stomach like a penitent child.

“I’m sorry for being such a bastard to your husband, Olivia.”

“You can apologize to him directly in a moment. Do we have a deal?”

“Yes, I promise I won’t interfere.”

“Let’s do this then.”

When I reached down and undid his belt, dropping his pants to the floor, I reached inside Peter’s boxer briefs, shocked by the immense size of his cock. It was much longer and thicker than my husband’s. Its solid, veiny appearance was made more desirable by a slight twist in his shaft that would feel great inside my pussy.

My pussy approved, and a delightful dribble of shame spilled out of it, running down my legs. I took one of Peter’s fingers and trapped the rapidly descending treat.

“I need a little help here, please, Peter.”

He took the hint, slid his finger up to the source of my creamy spillage and dipped his digit inside my soaking wet cunt. I watched his eyes light up, both sparkling in delight, when he slid that finger up and down my creamy furrow, dragging my clitoris as it passed.

“May I taste you, please, Olivia?”

“You better had. I don’t like my pussy juice being wasted.”

I heard Carl gasp when Peter all but bit his finger off while tasting me.

“Do you like eating pussy?”

“Very much.”

“Have you noticed how ripped my husband is?”

He looked over my shoulder as if he needed to confirm Carl’s physique.

“Yes, I have noticed. He works out a great deal at the gym near our house.”

I stepped back from Peter and turned to my husband.

“Could you please hold me in an upside-down 69 position, Carl?”

My husband looked shocked momentarily, then he grinned, his eyes sparkled, and he stepped forward. Carl gripped my waist tightly with both hands, lifted me easily, then spun me around through one hundred and eighty degrees before advancing on Peter to hand over.

I grabbed Peter’s cock while he slid his hands and forearms between me and my husband, around my back, holding me tight. I rested my quad muscles on my lover's shoulders while he adjusted me for best access to my creamy hole.

The mirror behind Peter confirmed we had a perfect standing 69 position, so my husband was of little use, but I wasn’t done with him yet.

“I have two holes, Carl.”

“Oh my.”

Peter devoured my sticky, creamy pussy making the most disgusting slurping sounds, when my husband spread my ass cheeks wide apart and licked the ridges around my anal whorl. I felt lifted to a new level of self-esteem by two men utterly devoted to my satisfaction. When Peter sucked my pussy hole with his nose pressing against my husband’s I was on the top of the world with no care for any consequences or the pressures of life.

Peter ate my pussy with a fervor of a man denied it for a lifetime and I concluded to ask later whether his wife enjoyed his excellent tongue. He sucked the cream from every fold around both swollen lips, licking and dragging my clitoris, playfully at first, then with the vim and vigor of a desperate man.

Carl prodded his tongue deep inside my back passage when I peeled my bull’s wrinkly, cream-laden foreskin back and enjoyed the fresh, salty taste of a man on the edge of shooting his load. Copious sticky precum oozed from the tiny red slit in his glans as I lapped each drop, savoring, then swallowing his essence.

Being rimmed and having my pussy licked by two men at the same time, was a wonderful experience, but I needed penetration, deep and hard.

“Fuck me now, Peter, please.”

I didn’t want Peter’s seed to drain down my throat. For the sake of my cuckold, I felt it better to have my bull plant his load inside my womb. Carl stepped back and spun me again, holding me like I was sitting in a chair, suspended above the floor.

My back pressed firmly against my husband’s chest and his palms cupped my ass cheeks.

“How about this, Olivia?”

“I like it to start with. Please hold my thighs open.”

Peter’s immense veiny cock looked like it throbbed to get inside me. I wanted him so badly, I salivated, from my mouth and pussy that trembled wildly. He stepped forward, palming my knees wider apart while my cuckold adjusted my height by an inch, presenting my slit to be pounded.

When Peter’s cock spread my creamy, quivering lips and he slid two inches inside me, he stifled my cries with a kiss. My cuckold husband’s warm breath on the back of my neck reminded me that I was a married woman, being presented to a bull with a big cock for a thorough fucking.

Peter’s tongue sizzled against mine as his cock drove deeper inside me, reshaping the hole two men had already fucked. My new bull had a longer, thicker cock than Tom, and I was convinced that should my husband choose to reclaim me beyond a creampie cleanup, then I would feel nothing.

But he was welcome to try.

My bull got into a rhythm, driving his hips forward and upwards, filling my slick, tight hole with his solid meat. When his cock head bottomed out balls deep, Peter crushed my cervix, something my husband could never do. I craned my neck and stared into Carl’s eyes, my voice trembling and resonating from deep passion that drove me.

“I love you, Carl.”

“How much bigger is Peter’s cock than mine?”

“He’s fucking huge, honey. Peter fills my pussy, and his cock is much bigger than yours.”

“Are you enjoying his cock?”

“Oh god, yes. He’s reshaping me.”

“I am happy for you… and me, Olivia.”

“Me too. I can’t not do this.”

“Me neither.”

“It’s like he’s grinding his DNA into mine.”

I kissed my husband while Peter pounded me harder, forcing me to moan and grunt into my husband’s mouth. We stared into each other’s fiery eyes when Carl tapped his forehead against mine repeatedly, in time to Peter’s stroke rate deep inside my hole.

“That’s enough, put me down, please.”

“What next?”

“Lie down on our bed, Carl.”

When he lay down, I crawled up my husband’s body, placing a hand, palm downwards, on the mattress on either side of his head. My face was inches from his, and my long hair draped, almost enveloping him. I arched my back and presented my creamy, pouting slit pointed up, ready to be fucked, I shuffled both knees wider apart to provide a good platform for Peter to pound.

I wanted to stare into my husband’s loving eyes while his boss fucked my hole and squirted his load deep inside me. I craned my neck and stared back at my lover, nodding at his target.

“I think you can take it from here, right, Peter?”

“Oh, yes.”

When my bull slid his cock inside my tight, sticky hole, I stared my husband straight in the eyes, kissed him gently on the mouth and smiled.

“Your promotion is already secure, honey. Are you sure you want your boss to cum deep inside me?”

“Yes, please, Olivia.”

“When Peter cums, I want to feed you. Is that okay?”

“Yes, please.”

“You can fuck me, but you won’t feel anything.”

“That’s okay, Olivia. As long as you enjoy Peter.”

Carl didn’t bat an eyelid, and I saw determination and love amid flickering jealousy of a man fighting to be better for me and our marriage. When Peter got into full stride, spread my ass cheeks and crammed every millimeter of his cock deep inside me, I balked, winced, and my nostrils flared.

My husband saw every micro expression of my joy.

“Your pupils have dilated, Olivia.”

“Yours would be too. Peter’s cock is quite a bit bigger than yours.”

“Is he better than me?”

“As a cock inside my cunt? Yes. As a husband embedded in my heart? No.”

Peter gripped my ass cheeks, slapping them one after another using an oblique angle and a flat palm. His spanking drove my senses wild, and a first orgasm shuddered inside me in a tumult of emotions, driving me insane.

Carl gripped my arms, steadying me while my lover railed my cunt, pumping me harder, reaching deeper inside with his lovely stiff cock and stretching my soft tissue walls wider. My pink cathedral celebrated my bull’s superior cock while I stared into the eyes of the man I loved who could never satisfy my need for penetration quite so well.

“Talk to me, Olivia.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“Peter’s cock is bottoming against on my cervix. He’s crushing somewhere you have never been inside me.”

“Have I really never done that?”

“No darling, but now you’ll never need to worry about your smaller cock because plenty of others can help you to fuck me.”

“Will I ever be joining in, Olivia?”

Peter picked up his pace, moving both hands onto my waist where he gripped me tighter, then pulled and pushed, back and forth, sliding my creamy cunt up and down his shaft as though I were a wanking toy. I gasped, barely able to breathe such was the ferocity of my lover pounding his solid flesh into my pussy.

“I-I’ve got a p-pl-plan, honey.”

“I’m going to cum, Olivia. Can I do it inside you, please?”

I stared at Carl.

“It’s your call. Do you want your boss to fill me up with his semen?”

“Yes, please, Olivia.”

“Tell him yourself then.”

“Fill my wife with your cum, please, Peter.”

My bull’s cock twitched repeatedly before an ocean of hot seed squirted deep inside my cunt. I exploded in a massive orgasm precisely when Peter did, resting my forehead on my husband’s with both eyes wide open. The expression of love Carl gave me in that moment, fighting for my heart while my cunt belonged to another was unforgettable.

“I’m cumming with him, husband.”

“I know, baby. I’m proud, and so glad that you’re my wife.”

I almost collapsed on Carl, but the loving hands of two men kept me on my hands and knees while one of them filled me with baby-making seed. I watched my husband’s face the whole time, knowing he’d enjoy my tawdry expression while being railed by his boss.

When my lover was motionless, his cock still buried inside me, I half turned and stared at him.

“Are you finished with me, Peter?”

“Yes, do you have any tissues nearby before I pull out?”

I glanced at Carl’s face, kissed him deeply, flicking my tongue around his lips, then inside his mouth. When I disengaged, there was only one question that remained.

“Does he need tissues, Carl?”

“No, he does not.”

I turned around to Peter, who awaited my instructions. His cock was semi flaccid, barely plugging my pussy entrance, retaining his seed inside me.

I smiled gratefully at my lover because we’d all won that day.

“Don’t forget our deal, Peter.”

“I won’t.”

“Good boy. Don’t worry about tissues, just slide your lovely cock out, collect your things and get dressed in the corridor after you shut our living room door. My husband and I need a private moment.”

“Umm, okay, then what?”

“Go home to your wife, maybe have some fun and make her suck my pussy juices off your cock. I don’t care as long as you make yourself scarce.”

As soon as Peter slid his cock out of my pussy, my husband wriggled underneath my well fucked cunt faster than a ball shot from its cannon. I spread my knees wider, squatted lower, relaxed my muscles and dribbled cum into his mouth, before rubbing my swollen lips against his.

“I love you, Carl.”

“I love you, too, Olivia.”

“Enjoy your creamy treat, my love.”


Chapter Eight

◆◆◆

My husband licked my creamy pussy clean while I watched, semi-propped up in our bed. To have been fucked by a practical stranger and now to get head from my husband was a weird, slutty feeling. I felt free, empowered and much loved by an ultra-attentive man who slurped his way through my well fucked, leaking hole.

I pulled my husband’s hair to bring an end to his cleanup. I couldn’t cum, because Peter had fucked me so hard that I felt exhausted. Also, my husband and ex-fiancé had taken their turns at making love more times than I’d had it in the previous year.

It was time for more discussion about what we had done.

“That’s your second cuckold clean up, Carl. How did it feel compared with the first time?”

“I preferred you squatting over my face and feeding me. It felt like I was being dominated, almost forced to clean your creampie and I had better access to your pussy, too.”

“I’ll never force you to do anything, Carl.”

“I enjoy being dominated by you. This whole ultimatum situation you created has excited me.”

When he crawled up our bed, I saw my husband’s cock was rock hard. I didn’t need sex, but he did, so I let Carl fuck me for half an hour, taking three, insatiable shots deep inside me. He told me my pussy felt relaxed and warm, easy to fuck and so smooth he could last ages. I enjoyed Carl fucking me, but I couldn’t feel much after my bull had stretched my pussy wide.

My husband was a better overall lover than Peter and Tom because his gorgeous physique perfectly satisfied me in all but one important aspect - cock size.

Carl was much better looking than the other guys too, but that beauty still couldn’t squash its cock up against my cervix or stretch my pussy wide in the manner to which I was fast becoming accustomed. When my husband stared at me wistfully after one final, especially frenetic session, I knew something was amiss, so I entwined my fingers with his, squeezing tightly.

I gazed at my husband with big, round, innocent eyes, knowing I was anything but, having taken two lovers outside marriage.

“Spit it out, honey. What’s wrong?”

“Do you prefer fucking your bulls? Please be honest with me, Olivia.”

“They satisfy our shared need. These bulls are a means to an end, but I don’t prefer them over you.”

“But their cocks are bigger?”

“Yes.”

“And you like that?”

“I do… sorry, Carl.”

“Don’t apologize for being honest.”

I snuggled closer to my husband because any insecurity he felt after my first proper bull fucked me might become a toxic barrier between us. My consensual infidelity was Carl’s guilty pleasure. Coming from a place of marital disharmony, cuckolding my husband had become something very different from my original intentions.

Carl stared deeply into my eyes, more emotionally available than I’d ever known him to be. He was also descending into the phase of alcoholic rehabilitation; many refer to as cold turkey.

“Will you always need other men, Olivia? Please be honest with me.”

“I don’t absolutely need to sleep with other men.”

“But you would like to?”

“Yes.”

Carl’s eyes narrowed, and he looked deeply concerned, so I raised an eyebrow, demanding he explain himself. The silence felt oppressive, and my heart thumped like a steam locomotive’s pistons at full speed.

“Am I useless to you, Olivia?”

I rolled away angrily, then slung a leg across Carl’s waist, hauling myself astride his waist to straddle him. He balked when he saw the fire blazing in my eyes.

“I’ll hear no more of that talk. Do you understand me?”

“Yeah, sorry, it’s ju-.”

My husband looked shocked, and rightly so. Just when our marriage had begun to get back on track, it seemed he was doubting himself. I was genuinely outraged because if cuckolding wasn’t a mutually enjoyed marital dynamic then I was nothing but a cheating slut indulging herself.

“I’ll stop the whole cuckold thing immediately if you ever think that again. I won’t cheat on you, Carl.”

“Okay, okay, I’m sorry.”

My husband held up his hands apologetically, and I settled down. Being a cheating slut versus a hotwife consensually cuckolding her husband was a matter of perspective. What many other people thought of us was of no concern to me, but it mattered if my husband wasn’t fully on board.

“Damn fucking straight, you should be sorry. I cuckolded you to save our marriage. It worked, and you wanted me to do it again, so I did it. Shall we stop now?”

“No.”

I wriggled down his body until mine rested on top, covering most of him. I wiped Carl’s tears away, then kissed him lovingly.

“I wouldn’t swap you for my lovers. Let’s stop this, get you cleaned up, and move on as we were.”

“I can’t, Olivia.”

“Why not?”

“I enjoy being cuckolded, and I love the humiliation of watching another man fucking and cumming inside you. I just needed to know we’re still good, our marriage is strong, and you won’t leave me.”

“Our marriage is fixed, babe. You made that happen by giving up alcohol. I don’t need to cuckold you other than for our sexual gratification. I’ll ask you again, Carl. Shall we stop?”

He paused, shaking his head, staring at the ceiling while considering the colossal nature of my question. When my husband stared at me again, I knew he was sure of what he wanted.

“No, Olivia. I want to be your cuckold. I love watching you fuck other guys.”

“Good boy.”

There is a difference between the sizzling kiss someone gives while dating and the bland touch between the lips that often happens after years of marriage. What began as an explosive exploration of Carl’s soul when we first met had become a transactional exchange more recently, conveying continued affection but not moving me.

I missed the carnal, thrilling emotions that ignite my libido.

Cuckolding my husband presented me with a renewed opportunity to explore lovers and enjoy the newness of dating and first-time sexual contacts. That sexual excitement translated now into a spicier marriage when I kissed my husband in a way we hadn’t for years, and I felt his cock rising instantly. When I reluctantly withdrew my lips, before lifting stray locks of hair from his face, Carl looked less concerned.

“Cuckolding you spices things up for both of us, Carl. A bigger cock can service me in a way we can both enjoy during and after sex, perhaps even for days later, but I can give no one but you my heart.”

“You were prepared to leave me, though, Olivia.”

“Not for another man immediately, and only if you had refused to give up drinking. I would have gone home with Tom after inviting him here but only to fuck him for a few days, then I would have gone to mom and dad’s to start fresh.”

“What about Tom?”

“I used him, honey, and I feel bad about that.”

“What about him in the future, Olivia?”

“I need to meet and date proper bulls. Reddit has forums, and there is an app called FetLife I’d like to join. They have a community of ethical bulls who can roleplay however we want.”

“We make the rules?”

“We do.”

“And what about Alice? She was giving you advice before.”

“We must keep our private life away from our families, especially mine, including my parents.”

I intended to address Alice and my parents' filthy secret, but not until I understood what was happening between them all. Doing that meant discussing the matter with my sister. My priority must be Carl and our marriage, so Mom and Dad’s fun times would wait.

Carl was sweating, trembling like a leaf, and suffering badly from alcohol withdrawal. I pointed to the shower and rolled out of bed.

“Let’s shower, pack a few bags, and head for the hills, Carl.”

“To our cabin?”

“Yeah. It will be peaceful and a perfect place for you to dry out. Perhaps Mayberry town has a meeting.”

“They do. It’s at the church center.”

“How do you know?”

“I planned on going there alone for the same reason, Olivia. It’s hard to kick alcohol here, so close to the bars I love.”

“Why would you go alone?“

“To own my shit.”

“We can work this out together, Carl.”

“Pastor Andrew leads the meeting at his church center.”

“Perfect.”

I called my office, letting them know I would work remotely for a few days. Peter was polite and amenable toward my husband when they spoke about a short-notice vacation. Carl’s absence from his work would make no difference to the board meeting regarding his full partnership consideration.

Showering was a pleasure. Carl and I soaped one another, and he took great joy in fingering my pussy, almost obsessed with its shared ownership. My husband was much more attentive than I ever imagined he could be, even kneeling and licking my still, leaking hole.

As I glanced down, watching the top of my husband’s head between my legs, he looked up and smiled.

“Do you like being down there, Carl?”

“Even more now.”


Chapter Nine

◆◆◆

My husband struggled to help me pack our truck with enough gear to last a week at our cabin, so I drove us. Carl looked increasingly rough in the first hour, confirming the wisdom of my choice since he was in no condition to take control of his pickup truck.

The journey to Mayberry was pleasant, and slipping away from our city’s built, industrial environment felt incredibly uplifting. After reaching halfway, the increasingly more rural environment was beautiful, ever ascending towards stunning snow-capped peaks in the distance.

Between snatched periods of restless sleep, my husband drank plenty of water, in which I diluted Pedialyte powder sachets. The same electrolyte combination that helped babies and children through bouts of diarrhea would ensure my husband stayed hydrated.

When Carl slept restlessly, he trembled all over, going from hot sweats to coldness so chilly that his skin felt like ice when I reached over and touched him. My husband murmured often during fits of unnatural sleep, tossing around uncomfortably in the seat, often tensing his entire body as if in severe muscular pain. He mainly muttered nonsense, but frequently, my name was mentioned amid pitiful whining and whimpering that unsettled me and brought tears to my eyes.

Carl was suffering withdrawal symptoms, and I felt miserable, guilty for having cheated on him.

When we reached the picturesque adventure resort town of Mayberry, my husband’s condition had deteriorated to the extent that I was deeply concerned. I headed straight for the local hospital Emergency Room, shocked by Carl’s rapid descent into delirium and his appalling physical state.

As I wrapped Carl’s arm around my shoulder and practically dragged him from the truck to the ER, his eyes opened, and he glanced around. He seemed lucid, pointing to the sign above the ER front entrance.

“Hospital, Olivia?”

“Yes, honey. You are sick.”

“I feel rough as fuck, but-.”

“But nothing. You must see a doctor.”

“Don’t tell him I’m an alcoholic, Olivia, please.”

“I must.”

“Don’t tell him, or her… I am begging you.”

“Why not?”

“I’m so fucking ashamed of what I did to you… to us.”

“That’s all over now, Carl. We are back on track.”

“Please don’t tell the doctor that I am an alcoholic.”

“Okay.”

“And don’t tell him I’m a cuckold.”

“I won’t.”

My husband passed out, and I couldn’t bear his dead weight, so I left him outside the ER front doors and went inside to fetch help. A passing porter with an empty wheelchair diverted when I screamed for help.

Minutes later, we scooped my husband off the concrete floor and brought him inside. A triage nurse rushed over from a row of cubicles to check Carl, and she asked me what was wrong. Somewhat pathetically and against my better judgment, I offered no explanation for my husband’s condition, except that it came on rapidly while we drove into town for a short vacation.

A few minor cuts and grazes from mountain bike accidents were quickly cleared in the surgery cubicles, and the on-duty physician immediately saw my husband.

While the doctor kneeled on my husband’s bed and checked his pupils with a torchlight, a nurse plugged an intravenous drip into his arm before monitoring his blood pressure and other vitals. Having concluded something, the doctor administered a shot in Carl’s upper right arm, almost immediately calming the worst symptoms of his visible fit.

When the doctor stepped back off the bed, he looked at me confidently but also a bit judgmentally.

“Your husband is an alcoholic, right?”

“Yes.”

“You should have said something about that.”

“He begged me not to.”

“Carl is hardly the best judge for what is right for him now, is he. You’ll have to be more courageous to help your husband recover, Olivia.”

“I know.”

The doctor drew me into a separate cubicle to speak privately. Given that the partitions were spun woven fabric, I had no idea how it would make any difference, but I guessed it was better for people to hear about my shame rather than see it as well.

The nurse must have agreed with me that privacy was futile, because she drew the curtain between our cubicle and Carl’s, simply making a bigger space.

“Your husband will lie, cheat and fuck everyone around until he’s clean and even then, you must always be vigilant, because he is only one sip of alcohol away from relapse. Your husband will need to be incentivized to stay off the booze.”

Fuck, if only you knew what I did.

But I won’t say a word.

“What was in that shot you gave my husband?”

“Benzodiazepines. They are the mainstay of treatment for Delirium Tremens. Your husband is an alcoholic trying to go cold turkey, right?”

“Yes.”

“It’s a damn dangerous way to kick booze. He’s a brave man. Diazepam and lorazepam are preferred benzodiazepines for alcoholics to get off their habit, depending on the treatment regimen and clinical context. I gave your husband diazepam.”

“How long will the dose last?”

“Twelve hours.”

“Should he stay here?”

“Yes. I’ll admit Carl for twenty-four hours and get him through his worst symptoms, but then what? Where do you live?”

“Wilton cabin is ours.”

“Ahh, the magnificent old lodge near Cooper’s Mine.”

“Yes.”

“I know it well. Maybe in twenty-four hours we can release Carl to go home in an ambulance, then either I or my nurse will visit every twelve hours to administer a tablet or shot. He needs care and drugs for five to seven days.”

“We had no idea it was going to be this bad.”

“Alcohol addiction is one cruel bitch of a mistress. What made Carl want to give up?”

I had no clue what to say and must have looked like a rabbit caught in the headlights as the doctor and his nurse stared at me, waiting for an answer. Carl was unconscious, looking peaceful, while I stuttered and stammered like a fool.

“I asked my husband for a divorce.”

“Ahh, I see. Well, Olivia, your husband loves you for sure, or right now you’d be consulting a lawyer and he’d be in a bar, drowning his sorrows.”

I had told a version of the truth, but not the whole story, and didn’t feel guilty because how could I possibly explain to the doctor and his nurse what had really happened? In the twenty-four hours since my husband kicked his alcohol addiction, I had shaken him with the threat of divorce, cuckolded him twice with an odd selection of bulls, fucked them and Carl more times than I’d had sex in a year and now he’d fallen apart.

“Will my husband be okay?”

“I don’t know, Olivia. Carl can get clean, stay that way, and get fit, if he chooses to, but he may have already deteriorated his health. Blood tests, especially kidney and liver function, are essential to determine if alcohol has harmed the body. We’ll know better in a few days.”

“Oh my.”

Oh fuck.

What if he’s seriously sick?

“We’ll move Carl to a ward now, but I suggest you go home and wait there rather than be miserable here. Your husband will be unconscious for the next twenty-four hours. I’ll make sure of it.”

When I kissed Carl’s forehead, his skin felt clammy, and the sweat lining grooves across his brow tasted salty on my dry lips. As I stared at his cheeks twitching uncontrollably like spasms tormented him, cuckolding was a distant, painful memory that guilt racked me.

I second-guessed myself all the way to our cabin as to whether I had overreacted and gone too far.

I should have left the ultimatum at divorce.

I went too far.

Cuckolding is too severe.

Our cabin was built initially as the main residence of the Cooper’s mine owners. My grandfather bought it when Warren Cooper passed without heirs, leaving it in his will to me because he recognized that I loved the spacious ten-bedroom home and the town of Mayberry it overlooked.

I was one of the few women I knew who loved to fly fish for trout, drive a side-by-side ATV way too fast, and mountain bike downhill at breakneck speed. It was a reason Carl fell in love with me, because we’d enjoyed an adventure together before work consumed us, or perhaps it had only devoured me.

I dumped our gear in the living room, lit a log fire to fend off the oncoming chilly mountain evening air, and sat in front of the crackling, spitting inferno, cradling a massive mug of fresh coffee.

When I considered my behavior and Carl’s resultant hospitalization, I measured up short on the standards I tried to live by. My husband’s descent into alcohol withdrawal was rapid as far as its physical manifestations, but what if I had convinced an addled, sick mind of the man I loved deeply to watch me fucking my ex-boyfriend.

“Oh my god… what have I done?”


Chapter Ten

◆◆◆

After sobbing like a baby for an hour, I drank more coffee and ate a banana mixed with blueberry yogurt because I needed the energy. It wasn’t the best food combination, but I was so upset and concerned for my husband that cooking was out of the question.

I called the hospital every hour until midnight, when the ward nurse told me to call again at six am. She strenuously but politely explained that my husband slept well, and I was becoming a distraction for her and the other staff.

I couldn’t sleep and scoured the internet for advice on how to support alcoholics kicking the habit. I found plenty, including enrolling Carl in a regular AA group and encouraging him to find an appropriate sponsor. It struck me that I should have done the research before threatening my husband with divorce or cuckolding. The incidence of relapsing into drinking was high, but Carl seemed determined to rid himself of the toxic curse, so I had to assume he was stronger than most.

I had no idea how much my cuckolding him had prompted the positive change that resulted in his collapse.

My opinions about consensual nonmonogamy were changing, and I was fast becoming of the opinion that cuckolding was a cruelty. Alice would disagree, but why had I listened to a sister who was fucking our stepfather was now beyond my comprehension. I lay in our bed, my head spinning, eyes blurring, feeling lonely and a little sick. My womb was full of the creamy guilt seeded there by two bulls while my mind focused on how I could have thought fucking other men might be a reasonable basis to reform an alcoholic.

I wanted Carl to want me more than alcohol.

Eventually, I sobbed myself to sleep, feeling lonelier than at any moment in my life.

My alarm woke me at 5:45 am, giving me plenty of time to make a coffee before calling Carl’s ward. I hoped he would be awake, but felt it was unlikely, since he would have been drugged with more diazepam a few hours earlier.

I was proved right, but this time, I reached a ward sister trained by the Stasi to be a spiteful bully. She told me to call back around lunchtime for another update, but I should forget any notions about visiting my husband or expecting him to come home until the next day.

Her spite was overwhelming, so I showered, feeling angry, quickly ate another banana and yogurt, got dressed, poured a large cup of coffee, and jumped into my husband’s truck. I was determined to confront the ward sister because it was time for me to support my husband unconditionally.

When I strolled into Carl’s ward, outside visiting hours, without calling by the staff office on my way, the sister was instantly out from behind her desk, tracking me like a bloodhound. As she approached with a puffed-up chest, angry expression and lips ready to criticize, I held up a hand, deciding to attack the problem of an officious asshole head on.

“I need to see my husband, please.”

“You can’t; in any case, he’s sleeping.”

“I’m seeing my husband whether you approve or not, so if you want to chew on a wasp’s nest by pissing me off, just go for it.”

“Whoa… you’re feisty and rude.”

“No sister… you’re an asshole who needs putting in her place. I don’t mind tearing this hospital down to find the administrator so I can make the case for you to be fired if needed. I’m pretty sure I’m not the first visiting relative you treated like dogshit.”

As with any bully, when confronted, she backed off, uncertainty flashing in her expression and fear sparkling in her eyes. I am not aggressive until roused like a bear poked during hibernation, and boy, this ward sister had prodded me hard. She said nothing more to inflame me, narrowing her eyes into slits of hatred and flaring her nostrils like a dragon drawing breath, preparing for a scorched earth explosion.

But she was all huff and puff with no sparks or fire.

“You can have ten minutes with the patient.”

“Tell the doctor I will be beside my husband’s bed for as long as I choose and, at his convenience, I’d like a progress update, please.”

“It’s outside visiting hours.”

“Deal with it.”

I spun on my heels, leaving the dumpy ward sister no option but to acquiesce to my demands or call security. She opted for the former, while I strolled quietly along a row of beds until I found Carl lying unconscious. I sat in the straight-backed leather chair beside his bed, placed my hand over his, and prepared to wait it out until he woke.

After ten minutes, the same doctor who admitted Carl arrived. He smiled pleasantly and checked my husband’s eyes, holding his lids wide open while shining a torch into them. He checked his pulse, blood pressure, and stimulus reaction, of which there was none.

When he turned to me, still smiling, I felt comforted.

“Don’t worry, your husband is sleeping. I’ll give him a lesser dose later today, and hopefully he will wake up fully. If he wakes while you are here, pay no attention to what he says because it will be the ramblings of a confused man.”

“Is he likely to wake up?”

“Probably… but like I say, he’ll be out of it.”

“Thank you, doctor.”

“How are you, Olivia?”

“You know my name?”

“Whenever your husband stirs, he mumbles ‘Olivia’. When he woke up once and talked to me, he said that name repeatedly in our conversation. It was a safe guess that Olivia is you.”

Oh dear… what did my husband talk about?

“I am Olivia. How is Carl?”

“He’ll recover, but he needs to stay on the prescribed course of diazepam for a full seven days. He can be transferred home this evening by ambulance. We will keep him on an intravenous drip for a few days, then wean him off that.”

“The ward sister said-“

“Don’t worry about her. I’ll visit your home twice daily with a community nurse to administer shots, change his IV bags, and help clean him up. Expect plenty of vomit.”

“I see. Thank you.”

“Can I ask a deeply personal question, please, Olivia? It’s about something your husband said while semi-conscious when we spoke.”

“Yes… of course.”

Oh fuck.

Carl has let the cat out of the bag.

I felt queasy and weak-kneed, wishing I’d eaten some proper carbs for dinner or breakfast. I gripped the chair’s wooden arm until its square edges bit into my skin, and my knuckles turned white. It seemed evident that I must look distressed, but from the doctor’s expression, he didn’t seem to notice.

I imagined that my dirty secret was out, and the entire hospital knew what an utter slut I’d been. The doctor looked reluctant to share, licking his dry lips, frowning, and stuttering nervously.

“It helps me to understand the context and background of an alcoholic’s condition.”

“Okay… what’s your question, please?”

“Did you and your husband quarrel before you brought him here?”

“Much earlier in the day, yes, but we got over that. We came here to rest and enjoy one another.”

“Was divorce mentioned, Olivia?”

“Yes.”

“I see.”

“Do you mind if I ask why that is important, doctor?”

I was desperate to discover the extent of the doctor’s knowledge about Carl and my specific quarrels over divorce and cuckolding. Had my husband confessed everything in a hazy, drug-induced rambling to a kind doctor at his bedside?

Was I to be gossiped about in the small town of Mayberry as a slut?

“Carl was fixated on losing you, Olivia. He woke a couple of times when the first shot was wearing off and seemed distressed about the thought of you leaving him and finding a new man.”

“I see.”

“Can you shed any light on that, please? If you stay in Mayberry for any amount of time, I’ll help you with regular medical appointments. It would be good to know if your marriage will likely be problematic and unseat Carl.”

“Like I said, we got past the problem.”

“Is that because your husband agreed to kick the booze into touch?”

“Yes.”

“So if he relapses, you will leave him?”

“Maybe… I said I would when we argued, but I’m unsure now.”

“Okay, good. That’s all I need to know.”

I breathed a huge sigh of relief, holding my husband’s hand tightly, rubbing its back with my thumb. My heart pounded so hard I felt a pulse in my ears, another squeezing through my temples, and a pain in the back of my head - the start of a migraine. The doctor turned and walked away, heading for the next bed, but then he paused for a few seconds, shaking his head while looking the other way before turning back.

He was red-faced, and my heart almost exploded as my lungs strained to draw breath.

“Carl mentioned something about cuckolding, Olivia. Does that make any sense to you?”

“Good god, no.”

“It’s just that… well, I wondered if you might have offered your husband cuckolding as an alternative to divorce.”

“Can it be?”

I screwed my face into an incredulous mess, playing out a farce that might conceal my guilt. Being outraged was a dangerous long-term strategy to pull off, and in any case, I felt curious as to the depth of conversation about me the men had.

“I’ve heard of other spurned wives cuckolding their husbands and making it a lifestyle. I don’t know the details.”

“I don’t have anything to share, sorry.”

“Please forget I mentioned it. Your husband was probably having a nightmare at the time. I just… well...”

“Well, what, doctor?”

As I slid forward onto the edge of my seat, anticipation and anxiety rising like a volcano erupting, the doctor came closer again, making sure we couldn’t be overheard. As I searched his wide, hazel, damp eyes for answers, I felt terrified, believing he must know more than he was letting on. He stared studiously at me, looking for the lie I held on to for grim death, my shameful secret of a marriage almost lost, then deceitfully saved.

“Can cuckolding save a marriage plagued by alcohol, Olivia? I ask as a medical professional. I am not judging you or your husband.”

“What do you think I am?”

“Oh my… sorry, Olivia. Forget I asked. I had no right to intrude in personal matters. If you need anything at all, please call my cell.”

“I will.”

After hurriedly handing me a business card, the doctor ran away, much to my relief. I hoped he hadn’t written anything about my husband’s cuckolding and divorce ramblings in his notes. The possibility of being outed as a slut terrified me and I was wholly convinced the last twenty-four hours had been my life’s greatest mistake.

For no apparent reason, my husband gripped my hand and squeezed tightly. When I glanced at him, he smiled weakly with his eyes half-open.

“It’s you, Olivia. Thank God.”

“You should sleep, honey.”

“I’m tired. I keep dreaming about you.”

“That’s nice.”

“Yes… It is.”

“How are you feeling?”

“Woozy and exhausted. The doctor says I am going to be very sick when he reduces the dose, but at least I can go home.”

“He’s going to visit us there to keep an eye on you.”

“I know… he’s a nice man, Olivia.”

“Yes, honey. He is.”

“You should consider him as a future bull.”

I was stunned and stared at my husband, who appeared lucid but wasn’t. The doctor advised me to ignore my husband’s confused ramblings, but I couldn’t. Carl gripped my hand more tightly, grinning through thin red lips on a pasty white face. My blood ran cold, my heart beat irregularly, and my eyes bulged.

“We are not doing it again, Carl.”

“Do you mean cuckolding?”

“Yes… You mentioned it to the doctor, didn’t you?”

“He asked what motivated me to give up booze, I told him it was my love for you.”

“But you mentioned cuckolding as well?”

“Yes. I told him I was resistant to the idea of being a cuck, but once I saw you making love to your ex-boyfriend, everything changed. I loved watching, and how it made me feel jealous.”

“You’re heavily drugged now, Carl, and we shouldn’t discuss this.”

“I want you to play with other men, Olivia. Please be a hotwife on your terms. I want this incentive to help me compete, focus on our marriage, and work harder to keep you.”

“Jesus, Carl. I don’t know. I think I mishandled our situation.”

“I wouldn’t have taken the first step to beat addiction if you hadn’t cuckolded me. If you’d only threatened divorce, I might have agreed in the moment to save our marriage, but I was already planning on sneaking off to bars without your knowledge.”

“I would have smelled alcohol on your breath.”

“And then you would have left me, divorce to follow. Cuckolding gripped me with fear and made everything feel real. I was on a ledge, staring down at my death.”

“That’s a bit melodramatic, Carl.”

“I want to be your cuckold husband, honey. Can we please at least discuss it?”

My heart thumped, and love flowed richly through my veins. I was past Carl’s alcohol addiction, past the acrimony, and all the lost intimacy over more than a year. I didn’t feel like cuckolding was a long-term solution, but it seemed my husband might have swapped one addiction for another. His eyes, heavy from exhaustion and drugs, still radiated utter devotion for me.

Carl squeezed my hand tightly again, frowning, his entire face contorted into a question mark.

“Please, Olivia.”

“We’ll discuss it, but not here and not while you are pumped full of drugs.”

“Thank you.”

My husband sighed, closed his eyes, and loosened his grip on my hand. He fell back into a deep sleep, leaving me feeling confused, emotionally exhausted, and deep in thought about how to deal with his request. I didn’t want to take away Carl’s hope or incentive to stay dry, but at the same time, I was sexually sober now and thinking straight.

I had enjoyed fucking my ex-boyfriend and my husband’s boss, although both scenes felt amateurish as I replayed them. I’d been a desperate slut, a hotwife enjoying a day’s excursion away from her marriage with only a passing interest in my cuckold’s needs. Wanting to have sex and using that moment of infidelity as a means to rescue my marriage had been a long shot that paid off in a way I could not imagine.

Now I had a few decisions to make.

I waited beside my husband’s bed until lunchtime when the doctor gave him another shot, a lesser dose. Carl was a bad case, having hit the bottle hard for well over a year. While he slept, I strolled to the hospital canteen, a small cafe-style shop with reasonably good coffee and a few snacks. I chose an avocado with ham and cheese salad wrap and sat in a corner on bench seats beside a window with a view of beautiful mountains, well away from other diners.

My husband’s doctor spotted me from the cash register where he paid for his lunch. I prayed he would avoid me, but he didn’t. He made a beeline through other tables and chairs until he was parked at the end of my table. When he sat down, I felt uncomfortable, but his confident, friendly, and seemingly genuine smile settled me.

“I’m Theo, Olivia. Mom calls me Theodore.”

“Thank you for all your help, Theodore.”

Why am I calling you Theodore?

“Your husband was awake when I saw him a few moments ago. He’s sleeping again now.”

“You’re right about not giving credence to anything he says.”

“Yes… but…”

Theo’s voice tailed off, and he looked inquisitive, like the kid in a school lecture hall with a million questions and no answers. I worried that the doctor was becoming obsessed with Carl and me, or perhaps just me.

“Carl mentioned cuckolding to me again. He says you did it to him twice in a day.”

“Oh fuck!”

I almost bolted from the table, but Theo reached across, placing a hand over mine, his eyes wide, calming, and not in the slightest bit judging me.

“I can help you, Olivia.”

“Help me, how?”

“I understand something about the cuckold’s psychology. You went too hard at it, were too reckless, and it invoked overpowering emotions neither of you understands how to deal with.”

“Yes.”

“So you did cuckold your husband then?’

“Yes. Twice… as Carl said.”

“You must keep doing it.”

I gulped and stared at him in disbelief, speechless, my lips, mouth, and throat so parched it felt like two grit surfaces grinding when anything touched anything else. I felt nervous and trembled vigorously, wondering if this was a kinky hit on me by a handsome doctor who wanted to fuck me in surgery while my husband lay unconscious meters away.

“I can’t do it… the guilt, my shame, Carl’s humiliation.”

“Those are all manageable if you create rules and an adequate playbook. Ex-boyfriends make the worst bulls, by the way. Avoid emotional entanglement.”

“Fuck! Carl told you everything?”

“Your husband only gave up drinking alcohol because the threat of losing you became real to him. To keep Carl on a righteous path of reform you’ll either have to leave him to achieve the same effect or continue fucking other men while he watches.”

“Jesus, fucking Christ… is this your medical advice?”

“No… but you and being cuckolded by you are the only things your husband wants more than alcohol. I can barely shut him up in front of the nurses. We must get him home tonight before he tells everyone in the hospital that he is a cuckold.”

“Fuck!”

“Can we discuss this further, Olivia?”

“Not here.”


Chapter Eleven

◆◆◆

I left the hospital for the grocery store and deli because our cabin had no food or household essentials. We’d last stayed there a year ago, focusing on work and marital acrimony in the city ever since. As I drove through the small town of Mayberry, my heart lifted. Clear blue skies, a ring of snow-capped mountains sealing the town inside a beautiful, safe valley, the neat houses, creatively signed independent stores, and an overall pristine cleanliness were appealing.

But I bristled with anxiety, worrying about Carl’s recovery and my conversation about cuckolding with the doctor. While he’d always felt like a medical professional to me, I couldn’t help but think he might be hitting on me. The man was handsome, rugged, clearly an outdoor pursuits enthusiast like most in Mayberry, but I had vowed not to fuck other guys again.

Oh Christ, but Carl wants me to.

Is he in his right mind?

With nothing but cuckolding, bulls, my husband’s illness, and our new situation infesting my thoughts, I spent two hours buying what we needed from three stores, and another hour storing it all at home. Having eaten nothing of substance for almost twenty-four hours, I stopped by a diner on my way back to the hospital and ordered a fully loaded quarter-pounder burger with fries.

No sooner had I finished my meal than Pastor Andrew strolled in. He spotted me, smiled benevolently, decided I needed his care, and strolled down the center aisle to give it to me regardless of whether I wanted it.

He was a giant among men, over six feet five, muscular, a climber, kayaker, and mountain bike amateur competitor by reputation. Pastor Andrew had a gorgeous mop of unruly blonde hair, a girl could lose her brush in. He was handsome too, and reputed to have fathered many local children for couples struggling with fertility.

He was a bull that would stir the contents of any lady’s panties. I stood, of course, because who doesn’t for a pastor who’s known you since you were ten?

I smiled cutely, wondering how I would escape without confessing to all sins committed in almost two decades.

“Hi, Pastor Andrew.”

“Olivia… dear child, please sit down.”

“I was about to leave, to-”

“Please, sweet child, I just left Carl. He’s sleeping, so you have a minute to spare for your favorite pastor?”

Yeah, whether I like it or not.

“Of course.”

I sat back down while the Pastor ordered coffee to be added to my bill. He graciously offered me a refill, which I declined, already having topped up. It never ceased to amaze me how generous the clergy could be with parishioners’ money. Not that I was part of his flock since I didn’t visit Mayberry often, but that didn’t deter the religious man from making free with my open tab.

When he sat, Pastor Andrew cautiously eyed me over the top of gold rimmed, round lens spectacles that made him look ten years older than the fifty years since his birth. I regarded the man silently, admiring how well he’d aged with rugged good looks, aside from the blatant attempts to dumb that down through his dress style to make himself look distinguished.

“You haven’t visited us in some time, Olivia.”

“No… that’s true.”

“Is there trouble at home?”

You already fucking know there is.

“When I visited the hospital, I noticed Carl isn’t well.”

“My husband is in a bad way.”

“Self-inflicted?”

You fucking know it is.

“Yes.”

“But you straightened him out, I am told?”

Oh fuck.

“We are doing it together, Pastor.”

“With help from friends, though… according to Carl, anyway.”

“Yes.”

“He’s a recovering alcoholic, Olivia, according to Theo… doctor Theodore, that is.”

“I met him.”

“That man is a pillar of our community who attends church every Sunday. Whenever I think Theo will take a wife soon, the girl ups and leaves. His job makes it impossible to hold down a relationship.”

That’s you telling me he’s single.

I’m not looking.

Not anymore anyway.

I leaned forward as if to stand, but Pastor Andrew placed a calming hand on both of mine and pinned them to the table.

“I won’t stay in town for long, Pastor, maybe not until the weekend. This trip was to help Carl get away from temptation. I underestimated the problem and the scale of care he would need.”

The first part was a lie, and the Pastor knew it. I intended to stay as long as needed to get Carl healthy again. The second part was true; I hadn’t a clue how sick my husband would get once he stopped drinking. As I considered him lying in a hospital bed, weak as the newborn runt in a kitten litter, tears welled in my eyes, and I wanted to cry.

Pastor Andrew saw my upset, reached out a hand again, and clasped both of mine, squeezing tightly.

“I’ll pray for your husband tonight, Olivia. You can join me if you come to church around 7 pm.”

“Carl is being brought home this evening.”

“Okay… good. I’ll visit you guys’ tomorrow morning, then. I’m sure your husband will want to register for our group meeting.”

“But we are not staying here, Pastor.”

“Oh, come now, sweet child… please, don’t lie to me. You have problems to fix, and Mayberry is the perfect place for you both to do that. It’s peaceful, people here are discreet, and your cabin is far enough away from neighbors to be completely private.”

“Problems? What problems?”

Oh god, what does he know?

Please, God, tape my husband’s mouth shut.

“Well. Primarily, Carl’s alcohol problem.”

“Oh yes, of course.”

“And your marriage problems that resulted from it.”

Oh fuck!

“I see.”

“Carl spoke candidly to me, Olivia.”

“Umm… how candidly?”

“Very.”

He fucking knows.

Pastor Andrew licked his lips as though they were parched. His eyes roamed, and he glanced briefly at my breasts, then stared at my face, fixing his gaze on my eyes as though determined to prevent his from wandering again. He was red-cheeked and looked embarrassed, flashing an apologetic look I knew he would never acknowledge the reason for.

Fucking saucy twat.

The Pastor who had bounced me on his knee wanted to fuck me. A girl can always tell when a guy wants to slide his cock balls deep inside her pussy. Carnal desire is spoken through the eyes - it’s how they almost stare, then look away, their eyes sparkling with wonder and ambition. Sometimes, when deeply aroused, I know that a man can smell the sticky hormones dampening my panties from the natural expression of admiration when he stares at me, seconds before he realizes he’s leering. Flared nostrils like a raging bull kicking up dirt at a rodeo ring are also a dead giveaway.

“Your husband is more incentivized to stay on the wagon than most I have met.”

“Yes. Carl is determined, and when he sets his mind to a thing, he does it.”

“He told me you got right behind him on this journey, providing clarity of thought. Your husband mentioned a couple of friends who helped you, including your ex-boyfriend, Tom, whom I remember coming here a couple of times with you… The other supporter is your husband’s boss.”

The Pastor looked inquiringly at me, not judging, or making any lewd expressions as some men might. Even though the diner was half empty, I felt pleased that Andrew was being discreet, even though I felt uncomfortable, aroused, confused, and a little ashamed.

“Did Carl tell you how those men helped us, Pastor?”

“Yes. I was pleasantly surprised on that score.”

“Why were you surprised?”

“Many wives would have simply cheated, found a new man, and left their husbands in a pool of their dribble and urine. I’ll confess, I have never known a couple to cuckold as a means to manage an alcohol problem. It worked, though… or at least your husband feels it did.”

Oh god, he fucking knows everything.

“Did it work, Olivia?”

“It was a drastic measure.”

“But did it work?”

“I think so.”

I felt ashamed, and my face turned beetroot red. Pastor Andrew studied me carefully as I baked, rotating slowly on a spit roast stake that slid through my mouth and out of my pussy like two cocks impaling me. He had me in his sights and I trembled, my pussy fluttering and leaking copious cream at the thoughts of a man of God sliding his holy cock deep inside me while my husband watched.

Over the altar.

Please fuck me.

Oh god, stop it, Olivia.

“You must be careful, Olivia. It is time to reflect on what has been and be circumspect. Cuckolding is not for the faint-hearted or those with poor marital foundations.”

“I know.”

“You must ensure Carl does not lose his dignity on this journey. Voyeurism and sexual humiliation are kinks, but the pride a man has in himself is a core part of his character.”

“I love my husband and won’t do anything to hurt him.”

“Yes… You love him again now, but as I understand it, divorce beckoned at one point.”

“Yes… That’s true.”

There was no getting away from that reality pill. When I issued it, I didn’t know how my ultimatum would turn out. I wanted a divorce at the time and was sure of it, but somehow, when my ex-boyfriend squirted his semen deep inside me, I fell in love with my husband all over again.

“You jumped in too quickly with the men who helped you.”

“I did… it was an emergency, and I had no idea it would work. I was desperate and now, I regret-”

“Well, it did work, so you should have no regrets, and now, you are stuck with it.”

“We agreed to stop.”

“Carl didn’t.”

No, he didn’t.

The Pastor snorted and shook his head as though I were being ridiculous. I froze, not expecting a second, highly respected man of the community to recommend that I continue cuckolding my husband. I wondered if it was something in the water or perhaps a virus that caused everyone in Mayberry to become a Libertine.

“In the sexual act of cuckolding that you immensely enjoyed, you made yourself more important to Carl than alcohol, Olivia.”

“How do you know I enjoyed making love to those men?”

“Carl doesn’t seem to be lying about what happened, Olivia. He says he watched you being fucked by other men from a front row seat.”

“Fucking damn him.”

“Don’t drive this underground, sweet child. Doctor Theo and I are here to help you.”

Together.

“Yes… together.”

Shit. I was only thinking that.

“I see.”

“Do you see, Olivia?”

“I think so. You want to supplant Tom, with Theo undertaking the good work my husband’s boss did for us?”

“Yes… If you’d like.”

I imagined Pastor Andrew sliding my throbbing, soaking wet pussy on and off his cock. The feeling inside me when another man added a third wad of baby-making seed to my womb was like a million butterflies fluttering.

There was little to choose between Pastor Andrew and Doctor Theodore in looks aside from a couple of decades in age. Both were big, strong guys, easily capable of fucking me in lots of interesting positions. My mind wandered to a scene of being spit-roasted by a campfire, at night, while my husband watched the men enjoying me.

“You can get away with a great deal here, Olivia.”

“What does that mean?”

“I have a network of very good men, and the church is a good place for a private meeting, dedicated to you. You can scream the place down and nobody will hear.”

A fucking gangbang now?

I was horrified but aroused by the suggestion, wondering if any respectable girl had ever feasted on many cocks, swallowing cum or having it decanted inside her pussy and maintained her reputation. The Pastor suggested he could arrange for me to be sullied most profoundly, and in a church no less, a place where I would be worshipped by many to the detriment of the real savior to whom that house is dedicated.

Pastor Andrew leaned forward and smiled.

“Are you following me, Olivia?”

“Yes, indeed.”

“I offer this marriage guidance counselling to very few girls, Olivia.”

“I’ll have to think about it.”

“I am solidly of the view that I can help you and Carl, after what he told me.”

Solidly? As in rock solid?

“Please let me think about it, Pastor. I have to leave now, sleeping or not, my place is at my husband’s side.”

“Yes, it is. Drop by the church if you find yourself at a loose end later, Olivia. I can show you a few things that are possible.”

“I shall, and thank you, Pastor.”

We had been in town for twenty-four hours, and already two men were stepping forward to audition as my bulls. Both were spurred on by my husband’s candor, something I wished he would stop, or at least pause until we had a proper conversation.

I recalled sitting in the Pastor’s lap as a pre-teenage girl when he taught me my first prayers. He hadn’t touched me inappropriately and had always been kind, so I had mixed feelings about his subtle offer to help me cuckold my husband.

But I would be lying if I said the idea of being gang fucked by a group of strangers I didn’t care about was unappealing.

Pastor Andrew stood up, and it was my turn to glance somewhere inappropriate. I gasped and almost pointed at the immense cock that tented his pants. My eyes were wide, and I was shocked, noticing his wry smile.

“Why not come and kneel in church later, Olivia. If Carl is home, I could visit.”

“Will you… please. Praying would help me.”

“Oh yes. I will come for sure.”

“I’ll make sure you do, Pastor Andrew.”

“You’re a very good girl, Olivia.”


Chapter Twelve

◆◆◆

I felt deeply aroused at the thought of kneeling on the solid granite flagstones in church to suck Pastor Andrew’s cock. My mind flooded with conflicting emotions: a burning, resurgent love for my husband that must be nurtured, the urgent, surging sexual desire for other recent lovers that consumed me, and my husband’s constant encouragement for me to cuckold him.

Carl can’t be in any fit state to know for certain he wants to be a cuckold.

It’s such a big fucking step.

And we’re still in the middle of solving an alcohol problem.

I couldn’t deny having enjoyed cuckolding my husband, but I wasn’t sure how much of that sexual and emotional satisfaction derived from needing retribution for his abandoning our marriage. That need had passed, I’d wanted to stop, but now, with Carl blabbing about how much he loved being a cuckold to anyone who would listen, I was aroused by the idea again.

My husband had accepted all responsibility for our relationship issues, but I knew I was partly at fault somewhere in that unholy mess. The cuckolding got us on the right track, but now it seemed Carl needed more of the same to stay the course.

When I reached Carl’s hospital bed, he was awake, barfing up whatever the nurses had managed to force him to eat. An intravenous bag still fed a tube into his left arm, and his eyes were glassy, his face pale, but he smiled the moment he saw me, reaching out his right hand to hug me.

“How do you feel, Carl?”

“Like shit.”

“You look better than yesterday.”

“Better than a man in an induced coma isn’t much for me to brag about, Olivia.”

“Have you had a second dose of diazepam yet?”

“No. I wanted to talk with you before I go under again.”

“I see. What’s wrong?”

Carl glanced nervously around the ward, ensuring we couldn’t be overheard. He smiled weakly, looked ashamed, and almost bit off his trembling bottom lip. He stared at me with pleading eyes that were slightly damp from extreme emotions that were prompting him to cry.

I reached out and held his hand, squeezing tightly.

“I love you, Carl. Please let’s stop this sleazy behavior now.”

“I can’t. Being a cuckold is driving me to good health and to be a better man. I don’t just want it, I fucking need it.”

“You might think that now, but soon, once you feel better and cuckolding is no longer what you want, you’ll regret all I did. Sharing your wife with other men isn’t to be taken lightly, honey.”

“We did it together, Olivia. I could have stopped you after Tom, but I didn’t. I wanted you to fuck Peter. I wanted to clean your creamy pussy afterwards, honey. Being a cuckold is my most enjoyable sexual state.”

“How would you know? The drugs, your alcoholic, befuddled mind? You are trembling now.”

“I know what I want, Olivia!”

Carl snapped at me irritably. He seemed compelling, lucid, but I thought he couldn’t be. It was like withdrawing his status as my cuckold was worse than taking a bottle of vodka from his icy grip.

“I’m sorry, Olivia. I don’t mean to snap, but I know what I want.”

“What if it’s a phase, and things change in a week or a month, maybe a year?”

“Then let’s treat it like medication - I need to be a cuckold now, but if I don’t at some moment in the future, we can stop. You can withdraw the medicine.”

“Cuckolding isn’t medication, Carl.”

“It’s a treatment for me. The doctor agrees that watching you fuck other men drives me to be more attentive to your needs… and so does… well… never mind.”

“Pastor Andrew?”

“Yes. Did he speak to you?”

“He did, and while doing so, he had an erection, so he took your suggestion to heart and is moving in on the girl who committed her pussy to you.”

“I only hinted to Pastor Andrew, Olivia. As a cuckold, I don’t want to decide who, where, or when you enjoy lovers.”

“The Pastor suggested I come to pray at the church. I guess I would be kneeling a lot, but there wouldn’t be much praying going on.”

“You’d suck his cock in church while I’m here sleeping?”

“At the very least, Carl.”

“Wow… that would be-.”

“A tough choice, honey?”

“A wonderful choice. What did you tell him, Olivia?”

“I invited the Pastor to our home to visit you.”

Carl grinned, and some color sparkled back into his cheeks. His smile strengthened, and he seemed happier, as though the illness induced by his withdrawal from alcohol was diminished. He looked hopeful, pulling on his bottom lip while a deeply furrowed brow added a studious quality to his desperate expression.

“Are you thinking about sucking the Pastor’s cock, Olivia?”

“Yes.”

My voice croaked the answer because my throat and mouth were parched. I licked my lips and tried desperately to compose myself, but my head buzzed excitedly while fear ravaged my soul. This wasn’t a reactionary situation where cuckolding was a spur-of-the-moment choice out of necessity, with lovers selected for their convenience. Carl was encouraging me to fuck the local Pastor when all I wanted for now was to suck his cock while I kneeled and prayed.

“Pastor Andrew would be bound by confidentiality, Olivia, as would the doctor.”

“The doctor’s name is Theo, and yes, I understand that.”

“I leave it up to you, then.”

“It’s not as simple as that, Carl. I don’t want this to be my selfish excursion into a sexual adventure that excludes you. We could do this together - have threesomes, where you and the Pastor, or you and the doctor fuck me together.”

“I don’t want that. My need to be a cuckold is burning in my veins.”

“As is alcohol.”

“We’ve discussed this, Olivia. If it’s a phase, we’ll treat it as such.”

“I worry you don’t have the mental faculty to make that decision right now.”

“I do. That’s why I asked the doctor… sorry, Theo, to delay my medication until I could speak with you.”

I sighed heavily. Although my husband seemed and looked sick, he was conscious and aware of what he was saying, desperate for me to agree to his plan. I averted my eyes from his, staring blankly at a wall, worried I might be throwing away all the time we had invested in each other and our marriage.

I glanced back at Carl, saw his trembling worsen, and knew we had limited time remaining to decide.

“Tell me why this is so important to you, Carl.”

“I loved watching Tom and Peter fucking you. Them going inside you before me felt right, like you were being properly fucked, and that there was no pressure on me to perform.”

“But you are competing with them.”

“I know, and I love it.”

“I don’t want to have children with other men, Carl. I hope that’s not the road we are going down here.”

“I want to father our kids. No need to consider that matter ever again.”

“I hate condoms.”

“No need for condoms, Olivia. How you fuck your bulls is your choice.”

“And you will reclaim me regardless of the situation, first by licking my pussy, then by fucking me?”

“If you want me to.”

“Okay, then.”

Carl looked shocked, and I felt, and must have looked, ashamed, my cheeks burning like the sun. I was sitting beside my sick husband, discussing my having sex with other men, namely his doctor and the local Pastor. True, my husband was urging me to do what felt utterly wrong, but at the same time, it felt so right to the sexual slutty cuckoldress inside me that had woken me. I’d set our course with my ultimatum, and both lovers I’d already taken; now my husband pushed me further.

Carl stared at me, wide-eyed, looking excited.

“Okay, what, Olivia?”

“I’ll do it.”

“Seriously? You’ll cuckold me?”

“Yes, honey.”

“Not just once, though?”

“I’ll choose when, where, and with whom, Carl.”

“Good. A Wife-Led Marriage, then.”

“Hardly that, honey.”

I laughed, but Carl seemed resolute, to the extent my amusement dissolved and was replaced with a deep burning curiosity.

“Cuckolding ends when this phase runs out of steam, Carl.”

“Of course, Olivia.”

“Then what’s this talk about a Wife-Led Marriage?”

“Look it up. We can discuss it when I feel better.”

“Okay.”

“I need my meds now, honey.”

“Okay. I must leave now anyway. I’ll see you at home tonight. An ambulance is booked.”

“Where are you going now, Olivia?”

“I’ll be in church, on my knees, praying for your good health.”

“Oh my.”

“I’ll videotape my prayer session so you can watch it later.”

“Thank you, darling.”

“One more thing, Carl. A condition on which I will insist.”

“Yes?”

“Once I start a cuckolding event, I won’t stop until I’m done. I won’t tease bulls, nor will I allow you to interfere, so if you want to call anything off that may happen today, now is the time to do it.”

Carl smiled peacefully, some color and life returning to his face. His eyes sparkled, and he seemed delighted, reaching out to grasp my hand.

“Please, Olivia. Go and pray with the Pastor.”

“I will.”

Theo arrived at the bedside with Carl’s meds, smiling warmly. He administered the shot, then minutes later, my husband was at peace, sleeping like a baby. I didn’t want to encourage the doctor to become more interested in me, preferring to deal with one bull and a cuckolding event at a time, so I left, claiming I had more chores around town to do.

As I hurried along the hospital corridors, I felt queasy. I was on my way to meet a lover and initiate a cuckolding event that my husband begged me for, one that he probably dreamed about in his medication-induced sleep right now. My panties baked, my swollen pussy lips tingled, soiling the cotton gusset hugging them with sticky nectar.

I smelled my musky, hormonal arousal, a biological truth that I highly desired to cuckold my husband, despite what I may have said to the contrary. I could feel as ashamed as I wished, express regret for what I’d done and repulsion for what Carl begged me to do, but my body wasn’t lying the way my lips had - I wanted to kneel before Pastor Andrew, suck his cock and swallow his salty seed while seeking forgiveness for any wifely sin I may have committed.

In my car, with solid nipples, sticky inner thighs, and trembling fingers, I withdrew Pastor Andrew’s business card, dialing his number into my phone. I held the phone to my ear, counting the rings.

1… 2… 3… 4… 5. Fucking pick up!

“Hello.”

“Pastor Andrew?”

“Yes… is that you, Olivia?”

“Yes, it is.”

“Is Carl okay?”

“Yes, he’s fine. I just left him. Doctor Theo says he can come home tonight.”

“Oh, that’s great news. Shall I visit as planned?”

“Yes. Carl was especially keen on your visit.”

“Was he now?”

“Yes… We discussed it in great detail.”

“I see… are you equally keen for me to visit, Olivia?”

“Yes… one hundred percent. I wasn’t certain this morning, but after getting a few things straightened out with my husband, I really want this… You’re to visit him and me tonight, I mean.”

“I think you are doing the right thing, sweet child.”

“Maybe. We’ve agreed this might be a phase, and if that’s the case, it may stop in the future.”

“Until then, you want my full, undivided support, Olivia?”

“Yes. I have a deep need for your help, Pastor.”

“I’m sure you have. I can ease that need this evening.”

“I was hoping to pray beforehand, please. I feel racked with guilt and want to show contrition.”

“I see.”

“I’m available to pray now, Pastor, if you are.”

I sounded like a total slut, desperate for cock, like I had been before marriage, often in between boyfriends and fed up using my finger or one of a selection of dildos. I held my breath, waiting for the Pastor to respond.

“I am at the church now if you’d like.”

“Can I visit right away, please?”

Don’t sound so fucking desperate.

“Yes, my dear.”

I disconnected my call, started the car engine, and set in motion the first true cuckolding of my husband. The first two lewd events differed from this one; each had a purpose: to save our marriage or protect my husband’s promotion. We’d had no rules, no context within our relationship for me to step out of my vows, such as Carl had set out before slipping into unconsciousness.

A Wife-Led Marriage?

I’d read about Female-Led Relationships and knew the crux of varying levels therein. It seemed Carl did his homework far more than I had, but worryingly, he wanted to launch us into the wildest and most extreme level, which allowed my sexual freedom, while preventing his.

Sexual psychology was interesting to me, but I was a rank amateur. Discussing Carl’s suggestion with any level of emotional intelligence regarding the consequences and benefits of an FLR would require me to be armed with more facts.

Being empowered as a woman was one thing, and although I highly desired it, my domination could not become real if my husband’s freedom was surrendered to the point he became a wimp. My challenge for now was to cuckold Carl without ejecting him from our marriage, now, or at some future point. A Wife-Led Marriage was a step away from that, a challenge for another day.

As I pulled into the church parking lot, I pondered the matter of how to lovingly cuckold my husband inside a successful marriage. I decided that my lover’s fucking me before him was acceptable, but that our reclaiming ritual was crucial.

I stepped nervously inside the dimly lit church and heard the pastor’s voice from the front.

“Please lock the door, Olivia.”

“Okay.”

I turned and saw a giant key in the wooden door’s lock. When I turned it, a loud click sounded, like a starter’s pistol firing off. Our lewd adventure had begun.

I strolled down the aisle toward a tall, shadowy figure standing beside the altar. He wore a long, dark, hooded gown, foreboding enough without my heels clicking on the stone floor, echoing as I passed between rows of benches.

My head buzzed excitedly, and my cotton panties, no longer able to soak up my shame, released a dribble of sleazy, honeyed nectar that slowly spread on my thighs. The slutty girl inside me who advocated for cuckolding my husband utterly dominated the decent, pure lady who enjoyed going to church for very different reasons than why she was there today.

As I approached him, unable to see a face inside the hood, I paused a few meters away.

“Pastor?”

“Don’t worry, child, it is me.”

“Thank you for seeing me at such short notice.”

“It is my pleasure… or at least, it shall be.”

“Mine too.”

“Why don’t you kneel a moment, Olivia, while we talk?”

“Of course.”

Pussy juices spilled from my throbbing hole when I sank to my knees, grinding them into the cold, solid granite. My heart pounded wildly, and raging emotions tore my soul wide open like a hurricane lashing the coastline. I wanted to suck the Pastor’s cock more than anything, not least of all to assuage the slutty feelings whirling inside me, but first, I remembered my promise to Carl.

“I must video this, Pastor.”

“Why?”

“For Carl to watch later. He says seeing me fucking other men makes him want to be a better man.”

“He’s your cuckold.”

“Yes.”

“No… I mean, when we are together, please refer to him as my husband, the cuck, cucky, cuckold, or my darling cuckold. Don’t call him Carl.”

“Why not?”

“Ask him yourself, Olivia. I am sure he would prefer you address him as I suggested. Your cuck husband seeks joy from watching better lover’s fucking you. Am I right?”

“Yes… You are right. He said that.”

“Who said that?”

“My… umm… cuck.”

“Good girl.”

I hung my head shamefully and stared at the stone floor. My husband could only know that my lovers were better at fucking me if he witnessed that in my performance and judged for himself. Carl had seen me with Tom and Peter and knew, from my enjoyment of those bulls, that I preferred being fucked by them to him.

I’d also confirmed more than once verbally to my husband that my bulls were better lovers than he was.

This is wrong.

But Carl wants it so much.

“Is something wrong, Olivia?”

“I feel ashamed.”

“Why?”

“I love my husband… but… I…I need this now, and I can’t come to terms with the conflict.”

“Your cuck needs this too, right?”

“Yes, he does… desperately, or so he says.”

“He wants men with better, thicker, longer, more filling cocks to bring joy deep inside you. A woman’s authentic orgasm is explosive, noisy, wet, and very expressive. It lasts a long time and reveals her inner beauty, almost like performance art. Your husband can’t make that happen, can he?”

“No… Car… I mean, my darling cuckold husband cannot satisfy me the way my bulls did.”

“So he’s stepping aside and allowing you to experience the joy of true ecstasy with more proficient lovers.”

“Yes, he is.”

“And afterwards, your cuckold reclaims you?”

“That’s important… for me, and him.”

“Yes, it is. It’s also important that you understand your cuck, his emotional needs, and place them ahead of yours.”

“That’s why I must record this on my phone.”

“Pass me your phone, Olivia.”

I heard a gown falling to the floor and felt a waft of air circle around me. When I raised my bowed head, Pastor Andrew looked magnificent, like a bronzed god, a bodybuilder that the gods sculpted from granite. His cock was much longer and thicker than my husband’s and the circumcised head glistened with precum that made me salivate.

My pussy groaned, desperate for deep penetration, knowing she wasn’t getting it until later, at home, while my husband watched and cleaned up the creamy mess afterward. This moment was for my emotional and mental benefit, an opportunity for me to worship a gorgeous cock in a house of God and decide if cuckolding my husband was definitely for me.

Pastor Andrew took my phone, hit the camera record button, and began filming me.

“I have your wife on her knees, cuckold. She came here to pray, and I intend to make her pay penance for her sins. Olivia feels guilty for no reason other than failing to realize that cuckolding is what you want. I understand that and want you to know I am here to help. Enjoy the show, cuckold.”

I was stunned by Pastor Andrew’s message to my husband, also by the heavy sound of his cock slapping against each thigh as he strolled to one side, setting my phone on a chair with a direct side on view of me. He checked the picture, adjusting my phone’s angle, then, when he was satisfied, the Pastor came to me, his leg, torso, chest and arm muscles rippling so vigorously, my frown deepened, and my womb begged for his cock to decant his seed deep inside me.

I gulped, inhaling deeply, taking in Pastor Andrew’s manly, musky scent as it seared my olfactory nerves. I closed my eyes, pictured my husband asking me to cuckold him and then, I reached out and gripped the monstrous, gnarly cock I was about to suck.

Pastor Andrew’s pulse rippled through his solid shaft into my fingertips, down my arm, deep past my stomach to tickle my uterine walls. A tiny orgasm was sparked there, like firecrackers during Chinese New Year. My throbbing pussy hole leaked an enormous teardrop of sleazy nectar that soaked through my panties and spread warmly across my sticky thighs.

“Oh god, I need this.”

“Maybe that’s who brought us together, Olivia.”

When I wrapped my lips around Pastor Andrew’s huge cock head, he groaned lasciviously, running his fingers gently through my hair. As I sealed my lips around his sharp rim, my tongue burned, as did the soft tissues of my mouth, and finally my tonsils and throat, as his thick coating of precum seared my lover’s name into my memory.

I sucked and licked his cock head, sliding my tongue underneath his ruddy, salty helmet, dragging it from side to side enjoying the tautness of his banjo string as it passed across my taste buds. I squeezed the thick base of his veiny cock, purring loudly as I submitted to a priest I’d known since I was ten.

My head bobbed up and down Pastor Andrew’s shaft as I crammed more of his cock inside my mouth, blocking my windpipe but not quite activating my gag reflex. I added a slow, short, sharp wanking motion, with a tightly balled fist, then a slight twist, squeezing his cock hard. I used my second hand to cup my priest’s heavy balls, gently squeezing the stones inside, eliciting his cries of utter joy.

I took more of Pastor Andrew’s cock with every minute, managing my gag reflex to deep throat him. As I retched, my neck muscles involuntarily twitched and contracted, milking his cock head as it pounded deep down my throat.

I drove my lips down his solid shaft, taking Pastor Andrew’s cock until it was balls deep, pressing hard against my neck muscles. I kissed his pubic bush, then threw my arms out to the side as though I were flying, showing off that I could take every millimeter of my lover’s cock.

“You were always such a good girl, Olivia. Let’s see if you make a mess.”

I won’t.

I wanked Pastor Andrew’s cock two handed while sucking him deep down my throat. I milked him while his leg muscles tensed and spasmed until I thought he would collapse - but he held on. When he screamed and grunted in unleashed, uncontrollable passion, I knew it was time for me to swallow a salty load, so I forced his cock deep down my throat and took his seed straight into my stomach.

When I grabbed Pastor Andrew’s ass cheeks it was to make sure I wasn’t dragged off his cock, but my finger found his anus, and I couldn’t help but rub it hard, making him explode down my throat. His semen burned, I choked and retched, some of his sticky seed burning my nostrils as it spat out like fire from a dragon.

I slid my lips up his cock, wanked it furiously, milking every drop of Pastor Andrew’s seed into my mouth. It was the best blowjob I had ever enjoyed or given any man.

With his hands gripping either side of my head, Pastor Andrew spoke in a calm, peaceful voice.

“Turn your head for your cuckold to see inside your mouth, Olivia.”

I did as Pastor Andrew instructed me, opened my mouth and showed a cum coated tongue to my phone, ergo, to my darling cuckold husband.

“There cucky… is this what you wanted?”

Pastor Andrew purred delightfully, seeming pleased with my blowjob, but also the performance I made for my husband. He leaned down and stared deeply into my eyes, speaking loudly for my phone microphone to pick up.

“Now swallow my semen and show your cuck an empty mouth, Olivia.”

“I will.”

Again, I did as Pastor Andrew instructed, gulped and swallowed every drop of sticky, salty semen that layered my tongue and inner mouth lining. I stared at the camera with sultry, longing eyes, wishing I could kiss my husband with my lover’s seed in my mouth and on my lips.

I opened my mouth so that the camera could record its cleanliness.

“It’s all gone cucky… see?”

Pastor Andrew helped me to my feet and smiled. It was a wholesome, affectionate grin that conveyed pride and gratitude.

“Thank you, Olivia.”

“No, thank you, Pastor Andrew.”

“Did you enjoy sucking my cock more than sucking your husband’s?”

I giggled, knowing full well that Pastor Andrew was teaching me how to treat my cuckold. I took a deep breath, turned to the camera, and smiled lovingly at the man who would watch my performance later.

“Yes, Pastor. I much prefer sucking your cock to my darling cuckold husband’s.”

“Good girl. I’ll see you at home tonight.”

“Please be on time. My husband will probably be hungry.”


Chapter Thirteen

◆◆◆

When an ambulance brought my husband home, I saw by his nervousness that he craved alcohol. Addiction flickered in his eyes and trembled in his cheeks as he battled for control over his demons. Diazepam was his shield.

He fell into my arms through the front door while nurses fetched his belongings. My husband stared into my eyes, his wild with delirium, his body trembling.

“Are you overdue for meds, Carl?”

“I wanted to be rational when I saw you. I missed you, Olivia.”

“I missed you, too, honey. It’s good to have you home, but please, rest now and have the nurses give you another shot.”

“I will beat this shit… I promise.”

“I know you will.”

I felt deep heartfelt sympathy for the man fighting hard to regain control and his pride, possibly for me more than for himself. Carl shuffled to the dining room table and sat down, lifting a sleeve for his shot, a slight tremor evident in his fingers.

The nurse administered a diazepam shot, smiling reassuringly at me. There was little else the medical staff could do. This was our fight.

The female nurse drew me to one side for a private chat.

“Doctor Theo recommended three days of residential care for your husband.”

“I know… but Carl wants to be home.”

“He loves you very much. If anything happens, call immediately. I live less than a mile away.”

The nurse handed me a business card with official hospital numbers and a private cell phone. I smiled gratefully, glad I wouldn’t have to call the hospital in an emergency and mess around with a switchboard, hunting down an on-call doctor.

“Your husband is not in the best condition

“You mean he looks like shit?”

“He feels like it, too. Carl needs emotional stability. That means nothing disruptive to his life or mental state.”

She stared at me as though it were my turn to speak, perhaps to confess a sin, such as an ongoing quarrel with my husband. I wondered whether my husband had told the nurses about his desire to be a cuckold, and I feared she might be warning me against approaches that Doctor Theo might make, or vice versa.

“My husband and I have a stable marriage. There are no emotional bumps in sight.”

“Okay, then. He is all yours. I’ll return shortly before midnight to give another shot. If Carl is feeling better tomorrow morning, the doctor may prescribe diazepam in tablet form. It’s slower acting, but as long as he has plenty in his system, it should be fine.

“Thank you.”

When the ambulance left, I felt alone, afraid, and unsure I could be of much help. Carl slumped onto the sofa like a defeated man, but I knew he was far from that. His fight to overcome addiction had been successful so far, and as I studied him, I realized how much he needed me.

I must step up and be my husband’s sword, helping him and diazepam fight off the evil toxin he craved.

I opened my phone and made a call.

“Hi Olivia.”

“Pastor Andrew, I’m glad to have reached you before you visited me.”

“Oh my, that doesn’t sound encouraging.”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t do tonight.”

“I see. May I ask why?”

“Carl is home, heavily drugged, almost sedated, and I don’t expect him to be conscious for much longer. I can’t do this, I won’t do it, until he and I beat the alcohol problem and agree that the lifestyle is right for us.”

“That could be another five days.”

“So be it, Pastor. My marriage is too important to risk on a sexual whim.”

“Cuckolding is hardly a whim, my dear.”

“Exactly. I want to ensure Carl’s head is in the right place when I take another bull.”

“As you wish, Olivia. I shall be available when you call. Take care and pass my kind wishes to your husband.”

“I will.”

I felt relieved, like releasing the valve on a pressure cooker. Steam came out of my ears as I slid my phone into a back pocket and watched my husband flicking through TV channels until he found a movie he didn’t want to watch that could play in the background while he tried to sleep.

With a new lease of life, I strolled back to my husband, kneeling beside the sofa, kissing his forehead.

“I have pretzels for you. The salt and carbohydrates will help. There are plenty of fruits - bananas might also help because they’re rich in carbohydrates and potassium. The fridge is full of chilled water, sports drinks, diluted fruit juices, and I made chicken broth. I closed the drapes, so you don’t have to worry about bright lights in the morning.”

“Am I sleeping in here on the sofa?”

“Why would you ask me that?”

“Did you see Pastor Andrew today?”

“Are we discussing that already?”

“It’s up to you, Olivia. I would like to know what you did and whether he sleeps in our bed tonight.”

“He is not sleeping in our bed, nor is any other man - you are sleeping in our bed. Yes, I went to see Pastor Andrew, and yes, I kneeled and prayed.”

I let all of that sink in until Carl’s expression relaxed. He looked happy, on all counts, guessing perfectly well what kind of prayer I had recited.

“So he’s not coming over to make love to you, Olivia?”

“No. I called him just now and took a raincheck.”

“May I ask why?”

“We’ve made a mistake… sorry, I have made a mistake in doing any of this. There must have been a better way of getting you into a program than cuckolding.”

“There wasn’t. I know my mind, and I’m telling you, the threat of divorce did it, the cuckolding opened up my eyes to an aspect of me I had buried for years.”

Carl seemed so incredibly lucid it confused me, but I wasn’t sure if it was the drugs talking or him puncturing through them and the alcohol withdrawal symptoms. He gulped and looked concerned, tears welling in his eyes, powerful emotions flickering in his face.

“I want to be your cuckold, Olivia.”

“You keep saying that.”

“But I understand it must be sustainable, and that we need to discuss rules and boundaries.”

“I agree.”

“So it’s not off the table then?”

“Only for a few days, Carl.”

“Okay… and you say Pastor Andrew is a raincheck?”

“Yes, he is.”

“Do you want to fuck him?”

I paused and stared deep into Carl’s eyes, wondering what to say. In the end, the truth was all I could muster.

“I do, but not if it risks our marriage.”

Carl smiled, and I leaned back on my haunches, eying him from head to toe. I noticed his erection bulging in his pants and giggled. I had read that diazepam can cause erectile dysfunction as a side effect, but it seemed not to be the case for my husband, whose cock was in excellent working order. I smiled and nodded to the bulge in his pants, reaching down and rubbing it gently.

“I see you are horny?”

“Very horny thinking about the events of the last few days. Did you mention meeting the pastor and praying for him?”

“I did pray for about half an hour. I have red marks on my knees where they ground into the stone floor, look.”

I drew up my skirt hem to show my husband where I had ground my knees into the stone floor almost to the point they became grazed and bled while sucking Pastor Andrew’s cock. He craned his neck and stared down, a growing smile on his joyful face.

“Oh, I love you so much, Olivia. I wish I could have watched you sucking him off.”

I made a video. If we’re cuckolding, I can’t have you left out, not now, or ever.”

“So we are doing it?”

“Subject to a discussion and your recovery - yes. Shall I heat the chicken broth? I have some lovely crusty bread rolls to go with it.”

“Yes, please.”

After placing a fleece blanket over my husband, I unlocked and handed him my phone.

“The video file is saved under Pastor Andrew blowjob.”

“Wow.”

“Enjoy watching me suck a lover’s huge, juicy cock while I cook us dinner.”

I left my weary cuckold husband to rest and watch my disgraceful behavior with the pastor. It was half an hour of hotwife porn, a private showing just for Carl. While cooking, I glanced at him frequently from my kitchen island, judging his enjoyment, or torture, whichever might be the case.

Since my husband’s acceptance of my first cuckolding of him with Tom, he’d been steadfast in his desire to continue deeper into the lifestyle. I had downloaded a couple of books purporting to offer advice on the subject, and, from what I’d read, I knew that Carl was not in a fit state to appreciate precisely what he felt.

I knew my husband’s mind was in turmoil, and while cuckolding seemed to ease his withdrawal symptoms, improving his happiness, I was far from convinced this was a long-term, sustainable lifestyle choice for us. He looked happy watching the tawdry video of me sucking Pastor Andrew’s cock, his eyes bright and wide, his smile broad, his hand under the blanket, slowly, secretly wanking his cock.

Carl decided my phone screen wasn’t big enough, so he ported the movie through our Apple TV box, playing it on a fifty-inch LED screen The squelching of Pastor Andrew’s cock cramming down my throat, my choking, both our lascivious moans were suddenly played in Dolby surround sound magnificence.

I pocketed a small bottle of massage oil, set the chicken broth on a low heat and approached my husband, who immediately stopped masturbating. While he watched the video, I nodded to roughly where his cock was.

“Can I take care of that while you watch my performance, please, cucky?”

“Oh, is that my new name?”

My husband chuckled, so I took it that my cuckold appreciated his nickname. For a moment, Carl’s body and mind were distracted from the ravages of alcohol withdrawal, and he was in a comfortable place. The diazepam, his serotonin, dopamine, and sex hormones eased an otherwise addled brain. He was enjoying a therapeutic hit from watching me sucking another man’s cock. It seemed to lift him far above the alcohol withdrawal symptoms.

Cuckolding helps him cope.

Who would have known?

My husband paused the show and stared at me.

“There was a reason I explained to Doctor Theo my desire to watch you have sex with other men, Olivia.”

“Is it because he told you he studied psychology?”

“Yes.”

“What did Doctor Theo tell you?”

“He said that in cuckolding scenarios, there's usually a BDSM element involved. The cuckold—the person who is watching, me, in our case—takes on a submissive, sometimes masochistic role. In hotwifing, the BDSM element is not present, and there is more of an ego boost motivation for me to watch my wife enjoying being fucked.”

“And which category best describes you, Carl?”

“Both… maybe one, I don’t know at the moment.”

“Cuckolding masochism is sexual humiliation - yours to be precise.”

“I know.”

“That’s a challenging one for me. I don’t want to humiliate you.”

“We can play with the idea, right?”

“Yes, we can. I have a question.”

“Go ahead, Olivia.”

“Did you feel like this about cuckolding before, about us doing it, I mean… you wanting me to fuck other guys while you watch. You seem to be enjoying watching Pastor Andrew fucking my face.”

“I am enjoying it, and yes, I have felt like this before, but shame and guilt prevented me from talking to you about it.”

“Were you sexually dissatisfied as a result of bottling up the need to be a cuckold?”

“Yes.”

I peeled back the blanket my husband lay underneath and gripped his cock, grinning when he frowned deeply, his bottom lip trembling, his cheeks red with passion and flickering uncontrollably. I’d rarely seen my husband more aroused, so I started wanking him gently, while nodding at the TV remote control.

“Watch my home porn movie while I wank you off, cucky.”

“I like that name, Olivia.”

“I knew you would.”

“Does the pastor cum down your throat?”

“Watch to the end, honey - no spoilers.”

“Thank you.”

I slid the massage oil out of my pocket, while my husband settled in to watch me disgracing myself on my knees, sucking the pastor’s enormous cock. As I stroked and massaged lavender oil into Carl’s lovely, veiny, stiff shaft, I listened to myself being face fucked, remembering how the stone ground my kneecaps until they were sore.

That soreness added to my pleasure, saying something about me I didn’t understand.

While my husband watched me sucking cock, I wanked him slowly in one hand, my fingers easily fitting around his shaft unlike any of my bulls. I wouldn’t swap my husband for any man, nor would I choose another man’s cock to slide inside my pussy before his, but vacationing from our marriage with a well-hung lover was my guilty pleasure, but only with my husband’s consent.

“Pastor Andrew has a much bigger cock than I do.”

“I like his cock… but I love yours.”

“I get it, Olivia. You don’t want to humiliate me.”

“We need to go slowly at this, especially until you recover.”

“I need to know it was worth it for you… sucking his cock I mean.”

I studied my husband’s expression while stroking the full length of his glistening, solid erection. Lavender from the massage oil mixed pleasantly with the musky aromas from his precum that oozed across his glans from a tiny, swollen slit. I cupped my spare hand over the top of Carl’s cock and watched his face explode joyfully as I wanked him with one hand while polishing his ruddy helmet in the tightly closed palm of the other.

He glanced at me and smiled, then stared at the screen where I was driving my lips up and down the Pastor’s cock, determined to milk it and swallow his salty cum.

“I want your lover’s to be better at fucking you than I am but without you preferring them as men.”

“I could only love you, Carl.”

“But do they fuck you better than me? Did you prefer sucking Andrew’s cock over mine?”

My husband panted, reaching a crescendo, closing in on an immense, shuddering, noisy orgasm. One arm wrapped around my shoulder, and his fingers desperately clawed my back, digging in deep. His hormones surged, replacing all signs of addiction and withdrawal. His banjo string when I thumbed it. It was tight when I stroked from his tiny, precum-soaked eye to the wrinkly balls I wanted to lick and suck. My husband groaned, his eyes wide as saucers, sparkling joyfully when the Pastor shot his load down my throat, his cheeks seared bright crimson as only a man in deep passion could.

I eyeballed my husband.

“Yes, honey. My bulls are a better fuck than you and I enjoyed sucking the Pastor’s cock more than I like sucking yours.”

Before I wrapped my lips around my husband’s lavender, salty, bulging cock head, I saw a look of ecstasy grow like a sunrise on his face. I closed my eyes, enjoying how his cock jerked and twitched vigorously, squirting hot, sticky cum down my throat, precisely as the pastor had done hours ago.

I stored every drop of my husband’s seed in my cheeks, enjoying the moment sexually, but also, in contrast to my time servicing the pastor, I felt immense, intense love for the man cumming in my mouth.

As in the video, I grinned and showed Carl the semen he’d decanted in my mouth, a thick layer of glistening white love coating my tongue. He smiled lovingly, but before I could swallow, my husband hauled me closer, kissing me deeply.

My pussy trembled and I leaked thick, sticky arousal into my panties as my body raged, hormones flooding me. I wanted my husband to fuck me so badly now, but knew he would rest for hours, perhaps the entire night before we could make love.

I would wait patiently and enjoy him when he was ready.

And I would talk to my husband about cuckolding, perhaps try to move us away from it despite my desire to fuck longer, thicker cocks for the sexual gratification it offered me.

While he descended from a massive orgasm, I sucked my husband’s cock clean and tucked it away inside his sweatpants. I eyed him and saw a contented man, fighting his addiction and the drugs that made him drowsy.

“Before you fall asleep, shall we eat some chicken broth, honey?”

“That would be nice.”

“Shall I send you the pastor video so you can have it when you need to relieve yourself?”

“Yes, please, Olivia. I didn’t want to ask.”

“I think we have to stop holding back the truth, honey. Honest communication is our only hope.”

“I agree.”

I offered my hand to help Carl off the sofa. He smiled, took it, and rose to his feet, somewhat wobbly.

“Come. Let’s eat, then I will bathe you, and we can snuggle in bed. We can battle your demons together, darling.”

“Thank you, Olivia.”


Chapter Fourteen

◆◆◆

It was the first time I’d properly slept with Carl in over a year. He twitched vigorously and moaned painfully, so I wriggled around and became his big spoon, enveloping my beloved husband in a warm, loving embrace. He settled quickly thereafter, purred contentedly, and slept better than when he’d been a full-blown alcoholic.

At midnight, Doctor Theo knocked on our front door. He visited to administer a shot, so I let him in. I wore pajamas and a light bathrobe, making sure I didn’t appear alluring in any way.

After Theo administered a third diazepam shot of the day, my husband slept, and I went into our cabin’s living room to talk things through with the doctor.

“Why did you change Carl’s shots to three times a day?”

“He requested it.”

“Why?”

“The total daily dosage is the same, but the spread makes him feel more comfortable, and he’s less drowsy immediately after the dose is given. Carl was complaining that he wanted to be up and about. At one stage, he wanted to visit the gym, but my nurses talked him down.”

“I see.”

“Is a midnight shot too inconvenient, Olivia?”

“No. The most important thing is to make my husband well. If he prefers three shots a day, then that is what he shall have.”

“It means he will be more lucid and active all day.”

“Good.”

“Carl is on his way to a strong recovery. Just a few more days of diazepam will do it, and then he must get into the local AA program if you are staying around here.”

“That’s with Pastor Andrew, right?”

“Yes.”

“I saw him today.”

“Good. The Pastor and I work together often.”

“We are here for a few weeks, Theo. Our jobs can be done remotely from this cabin.”

“Carl mentioned a big promotion is in the works?”

“Yes, that’s true. We should know by tomorrow evening.”

“Good luck, Olivia. I wish the best for both of you.”

The doctor began packing up his things, smiling warmly. He was a handsome man and, if I were truly a cuckoldress, he might be a perfect bull. Having had a discussion with Theo about cuckolding and never followed it up, I felt I owed him an explanation.

“It’s too soon for us, Theo. I’m sorry.”

“For what? I don’t understand.”

“For you and me to… you know.“

“For me to be your bull and fuck you while Carl watches?”

“Yes… that whole cuckolding thing.”

“Your husband is still very early in the recovery cycle, so I understand you are nervous about it. You’ll get more sense from him every day. Perhaps tomorrow he will be fully lucid. For sure, he’s going to be starving.”

“I have plenty of food.”

I felt awkward, and from Theo’s reddening cheeks, I saw that he was embarrassed too. My sexual preferences were changing, and monogamy, my firm choice since marriage, was no longer an absolute. I had stepped out of my vows, enjoyed sex with other men, as recently as the previous day when I sucked Pastor Andrew’s cock and, regardless of my husband’s recovery, I couldn’t see either of us making a complete U-turn.

It was time for me to be honest with myself. I loved bigger cocks than my husband could give me. Deep penetration was a physical, emotional, and sexual necessity for me. I needed a man’s throbbing cock head to crush my cervix as much as I needed my husband to clean my well fucked, creampie filled hole after my lover rode it.

“My husband is a cuckold, Theo. I realize that.”

“I know he is, but that doesn’t make Carl less of a husband, or less of a man. Too many people warp what cuckolding is or isn’t.”

“What do you think cuckolding is, Theo?”

“It’s about enjoying sexual gratification for all three engaged in the situation. Each person: the cuck, the hotwife, and the bull, must enjoy the tryst, and each must walk away from it feeling deeply satisfied.”

“Do you have a lot of experience helping cuckold couples?”

“Yes. I’ve studied the psychology for a while.”

“Why?”

“Because I love fucking wives while their husband’s watch.”

“And when you mentioned working with Pastor Andrew… what did you mean?”

“We have fucked many wives together while their husband’s watch.”

I smiled when he did, enjoying Theo’s honesty. He desired me, and I wanted him just as much, but with my cuck sleeping, we both knew fucking each other was a non starter. My pussy fluttered excitedly, leaking thick, sticky honey into my panties. I shivered, feeling deeply aroused, and the doctor noticed.

“Use a vibrator after I leave, Olivia. Don’t suffer abstinence unnecessarily.”

“I didn’t bring one. I’m so fucking aroused after sucking Pastor Andrew’s cock today, then I wanked off my husband while he watched the video of my prayer performance on our TV screen. Wow… fuck… I can’t believe I just told you all of that.”

“Do you feel sexually frustrated right now?”

“Enormously. If I could… well, you know.”

“My cock is almost ten inches long, Olivia. It’s also very thick. I haven’t had sex with a woman whose pussy I didn’t stretch beyond anything she’d previously enjoyed.”

My eyes bulged and I gasped, imagining what a ten-inch-long cock looked like. My body pleaded with me to fuck Theo, but my mind forbade it.

“Oh fuck… oh dear. Carl is… well, he isn’t anything close to being that big. I would love to Theo… I just… I can’t.”

“Yes, you can, honey.”

I spun around in my dining room chair and saw my husband standing at the door, leaning wearily on its wooden frame. He smiled weakly, clearly sedated, yet with an expression that suggested he was entirely lucid. He walked unsteadily, so I rushed over and helped him reach the dining table, where he sat beside my chair.

I sat down, held Carl’s hands in mine, anxious to ensure that he was okay. The doctor nodded and smiled, seemingly unconcerned.

“This is all normal, Olivia.”

“Is Carl of a clear mind?”

“Your husband is a little drowsy, but he knows what he wants and won’t forget a moment or word. He isn’t off his face, hallucinating, or delusional. Diazepam relieves his anxiety, stops the alcohol withdrawal-related seizures, and relaxes his tense muscles.”

I stared into Carl’s eyes and saw the loving, devoted man I married. The drunk asshole was gone, and a weary man in recovery had replaced him, but it was still my man in those eyes, and he was more lucid now than he had been in a long time.

My husband nodded and smiled comfortingly.

“I told you I’m getting better, Olivia.”

“I know, but this is all so new to me, and you, for that matter.”

“Sobriety feels good, honey.”

“It suits you, Carl.”

My husband leaned forward, cupped my chin in his steady hand, stared deeply into my eyes before kissing me softly on the lips, his tongue gently searching for mine. There was no stale alcohol smell or taste for me to battle, just a pure kiss with a hint of mint. When Carl detached his lips from mine, I purred longingly and smiled into his happy face.

“Did you brush before joining us?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I wanted to kiss you.”

“How much of my conversation with Theo did you hear?”

“Enough to know that my doctor’s cock is a great deal thicker and longer than mine.”

“I see.”

In utter silence, the atmosphere in the room was charged with electricity. My nostrils flared with excitement and from the scent of seductive, hormonal, honeyed nectar that leaked from my throbbing cunt. My husband was the last man to fuck me, reclaiming my sleazy pussy after Peter had ridden it, but since then, I’d had no cock or cum other than in my hand, between my lips or down my throat - and boy, I fucking needed a damn good drilling deep inside.

“Do you feel horny?”

“You must be able to smell me, Carl.”

“I can.”

“Why ask me then?”

“So that Theo knows you want to ride his cock.”

I stared into my husband’s eyes, panting, as his face lit up with excitement. My heart raced and my body surged with fiery, sex hormones, dissolving any lingering tiredness. I felt hot and hurriedly shed my bathrobe. As I sniffed the air, I was sure the crotch of my light, cotton, bedtime panties had saturated and soaked into my thicker pajama pants.

Theo smiled and pointed at my chest.

“Your nipples are rock hard, Olivia.”

I covered them quickly, my cheeks burning like forest fires. I was exposed as a slut, partly ashamed, but utterly delighted to be.

“Oh god, this is fucking awful, guys.”

“It’s up to you now. Your choice whether to cuckold your husband again.”

I stared back at my husband since he was the most critical person in the room to me. Theo was the means to achieve Carl’s wishes, mine too. I didn’t matter, only my beloved did.

“Do you want to watch Theo fucking me, Carl?”

“Yes, very much, but…”

“But what?”

“I want to watch Theo’s cock taking you balls deep from very close up… so close, I can clean your creamy hole as soon as he’s done.”

“Jesus Cucky, that’s, fucking wow.”

I gulped, glanced at both men, one desperate to fuck me with his immense cock, the other equally desperate to watch him do it. The mental gymnastics were taken care of by my body, which trembled all over, my nipples aching because they were solid as steel, my pussy seeping lubricant for a cock I knew would stretch me more than any man ever had.

All that remained were the physical gymnastics. What position could Theo fuck me in that would work for my husband? I stared at Carl again, licked my lips, and sighed long and loudly.

“I want this, Olivia.”

“Ask me again, Cucky.”

“Will you please cuckold me by fucking Doctor Theo?”

“And feed you his semen after he fills me up?”

“Yes.”

“I can only think that you and me in a 69 position with my bull fucking me from behind will give you what you want honey.”

“I agree, but do you mind if I remain clothed?”

“No problem.”

“When do we start?”

“I must seduce Theo first, Carl. I need to enjoy that for me.”

“Go ahead. May I watch?”

“I won’t do it unless you watch.”

“Thank you, Olivia.”

I kissed my husband again, conscious that Theo was close by, his breathing elevated, a tiny growl rumbling from deep within his throat. I was a broodmare in season, leaking my scent into saturated cotton panties with two stallions of varying sexual prowess sniffing the air around me, smelling my sultry aroma.

When my lips parted from my husband’s, I smiled wistfully and eyeballed him.

“Goodbye, Carl, my lover awaits.

The larger, better-tooled-up stallion became my sexual target. I stood, offered my hand, and helped him rise. Theo only had eyes for me as he moved in to kiss my married lips. Before he closed in completely, I glanced down and saw a massive bulge in his pants.

“I must be stretched wide and taken deep, Theo.”

“I can accommodate you.”

“But can I accommodate you?”

“We’ll take it nice and easy, Olivia and by the time I leave, your pussy feel wide, very relaxed and crammed full of cum.”

“Will my husband feel me after you’ve been inside my tight, tiny pussy?”

“I don’t think so, but very sloppy seconds is probably what Carl wants anyway.”

I glanced at my husband, making sure he wasn’t feeling ill will toward me and my lover or experiencing excessive humiliation. Carl looked relaxed, happy, and excited, so I plowed on, turning back to my lover, kissing him precisely as I had my one and only.

When I rubbed Theo’s cock through his pants, I gasped, broke off our kiss and stared at him in disbelief.

“You’re fucking huge, Theo!”

“I know.”

“I don’t know if that cock will fit inside me.”

“It will. Like I said, we will take our time and stretch you nicely.”

“Do we need lube?”

“Not according to your smell, Olivia. You are one ripe, sticky girl right now.”

“I am throbbing like a slut down there.”

“Good. Let’s see if I can ease your tension, help you and your husband sleep better.”

“I know you can… You will.”

I felt deliciously embarrassed by my heady, aromatic arousal but terrified by the size of my lover’s cock. Theo’s cock was gigantic, a perfect, stiff statue for me to slide my dripping wet, sticky, throbbing cunt down. Sexually speaking, and purely in the moment, I desired my lover far more than I wanted my husband, but still, my heart belonged to Carl.

Theo owned my body.

The doctor slipped his hand down my pajama fronts, easing his strong fingers inside my sticky panties. He pressed my creamy clitoris with a deft index finger, and I gasped, my eyes locked with his as he kissed me again, this time with urgency, passion, and a deep desire to take and enjoy me.

I was spellbound, my arms wrapped tightly around my lover’s neck while my husband watched him kiss and finger fuck me. Theo was an expert, as I imagined a surgeon might be as he slid his fingers up and down my well lathered slit, teasing my throbbing hole at the bottom of each stroke, dragging my clitoris from side to side when he reached the top.

I panted and groaned, needing a damn good fucking. My mind ran rampant with fear as I considered the size of my lover’s cock and the fact I’d suggested going doggy style, the deepest fuck position I knew. It was necessary to allow my husband a front row seat to my defilement, but by Christ, I was going to be fucked hard and deep while on my hands and knees, pointing up my slit.

When Theo dipped his fingers inside my trembling, tight hole and swirled them around, his tongue invaded my mouth, setting me on fire as he licked my soul. My inhibitions dissolved, and I moaned so passionately that my husband must have known my lover was incredible.

Theo withdrew his fingers and held them in front of my mouth. My nose twitched and nostrils flared as I inhaled my shame that was thickly coated on my lover’s digits.

“Lick my fingers clean, Olivia.”

“With pleasure.”

When I closed my eyes, I imagined something I’d never fantasized about before. I licked and sucked Theo’s fingers clean, imagining myself being fucked while on my knees, eating another woman’s dripping wet hole.

With Theo’s fingers clean, he lifted me into a cradle and nodded to the bedroom door, grinning at my husband.

“Would you lead the way, please, Carl?”

“Of course.”

“I hope you get an amazing view.”

“I’ll make sure of it.”

“Your face will get close to the action in that position, buddy. Are you okay with that?”

I stared at each man, seeing their mischievous looks. It was clear what Theo meant, and he wasn’t teasing my husband; he was preparing him for something. Carl nodded confidently.

“Are you okay with that, Theo?”

“Do as you wish down there.”

“Thank you.”

I gasped again, imagining my husband licking my lover’s balls or the bulging urethra on the underside of the cock pounding my hole just before it pumped me full of seed. It was too much for my delicate condition; a tiny orgasm sparkled in my womb, and my panties were done as I spilled honeyed nectar onto my upper thighs.

In our bedroom, Carl tossed our duvet aside and quickly got into position, lying with his head at the end of the bed. My lover set me down, and I crawled over my husband until we were in a perfect 69 position, my back steeply arched, knees wide apart, planted either side of Carl’s head with my ass pointing high. Unable to resist, Carl began eating my dripping wet cunt right away while I craned my neck to watch Theo undress.

When he was naked, Theo’s cock stood proudly, an unfeasible, quivering length with a girth that would fully open my birthing canal. He looked like a man who could drill any pussy until it was wide, sloppy and extremely well fucked. He gripped his immense cock in a tight fist, unable to get his fingers to reach all the way around, and he smiled at me, nodding at my dripping wet hole.

“Are you ready, Olivia?”

“Oh god yes… I fucking need this.”

Theo didn’t pay my cuck any attention as he pressed his ruddy, bloated, circumcised glans against my pussy hole, spreading my swollen lips apart. Even just nestling close to my fuck hole, my lover’s cock felt like it was going to grind his DNA into mine. At the very least the soft tissues lining my throbbing cunt would be reshaped, molded to my lover’s cock size and shape, indented and engraved by every gnarl and bulging blue vein striating his shaft.

I desperately wanted Theo to fuck me and growled passionately, then moaned and cried out as he broke my pussy seal and slid his cock a few inches deep inside. My head thumped from the immensity of the cock invading my sticky hole, as my entire body celebrated and experienced shock at the same time.

While I yelled and cried out, gripping the bedsheet with talons that almost tore through the cotton, Theo’s throbbing pulse echoing through my pussy, rippling pleasure deep inside me as his cock stretched me wider than ever. I powered my pelvic floor, trying to squeeze my lover’s cock hard, a fruitless, yet enjoyable task. I slammed my face too hard into my husband’s covered cock, causing him to groan painfully, but I couldn’t help it.

I had utterly lost control to my lover. Theo gripped my ass cheeks, spreading them wide apart, preparing to impale my throbbing hole balls deep. My husband helped, cupping my lower cheeks, clawing them wide open, making sure every millimeter of my lover’s cock would reach deep inside my pussy.

I could only imagine that Carl knew he could never fill me like Theo already had.

“Are you okay, Olivia?”

“Very.”

“Do you want more cock?”

“I want it all.”

“Okay, honey. Let’s open and stretch you wide slowly, an inch at a time.”

I grabbed a pillow and covered my husband’s scant cock that pressed hard against his pajamas. I didn’t want to bite down on Carl, but needed something to chew on. The goose down stuffed inside a pillow was plenty for me to bite, and it muffled my screams as Theo slid his immense cock deeper inside my throbbing pussy.

My creamy sheath stretched wide and accommodated my lover’s cock with equal pain and pleasure, but when he bottomed out balls deep inside me and I squeezed with all my might, the pain dissolved, and only pure ecstasy remained. I was full, not just inside my pussy, but every gap in me had been squeezed until it was no more.

With such fullness came massively increased blood flow to my reproductive organs. Oxytocin drove me wild as my body’s sensitivity peaked and every cell in my pussy’s soft tissue walls vibrated, shimmering with an effervescence so intense my emotional state was transformed.

The dopamine hit was overwhelming, and I felt happier and more deeply satisfied than I had at any moment in my life. I orgasmed hard, even before Theo began fucking me while whispering my husband’s name. For reasons unclear to me, my lover fucking me hard and stretching my cunt wide, drew me closer to Carl and I felt more in love with him than ever.

When Theo withdrew his cock from my aching, throbbing hole, I felt despair, but only momentarily until he slid it back inside me, plowing through like a locomotive, filling me until he was balls deep and my dopamine hit doubled. I was full of Theo’s rock-hard flesh, and my body throbbed with pleasure everywhere while I screamed like an unrestrained beast.

For as long as Theo fucked me, my orgasm continued. I felt a tongue on my clitoris, but didn’t care. There was nothing I could do to help my husband enjoy his lot as my cuck. My hole stretched wider, Theo fucked me harder, and I came constantly, enjoying the most prolonged and intense orgasm of my life.

When my lover slammed his entire steel rod balls deep inside my hole, he wreaked a final orgasmic havoc throughout me. His semen filled me, hot, sticky, splashing against my cervix, shortening the journey his swimmers had to wriggle through my womb to find my ovaries.

While I moaned in ecstasy, my lover’s cock was buried balls deep inside me, twitching and jerking, decanting its seed. Theo owned my most private inner places, those usually reserved for a husband, but he filled and satisfied me more, oh, so much more than Carl ever had or could.

I ground my ass back against my lover’s hips, milking his cock hard, enjoying every shudder, shiver and tremble of my finest, noisiest and most body quivering orgasm.

Suddenly, Theo withdrew his giant cock from my hole, leaving me feeling both relieved and exhausted. Hands grabbed me with urgency - four of them, two men working in unison, raising me. My Bull helped ease me into a seated position for my cuck to feast on a thick, creamy deposit that leaked from my well fucked, gaping wide hole.

As I rocked back and forth, feeding my husband Theo’s copious sticky seed from my hole, he moaned and slurped most lasciviously.

“Are we good, Carl?”

“Mmm, hmm.”

“Enjoy your treat, honey.”


Chapter Fifteen

◆◆◆

Theo was my first authentic Bull, as in a man who had experience fucking other Hotwives and knew what their cuckold’s needed. He sat quietly in my bedroom reading chair, smiling contentedly, his half solid cock glistening with a coating of his and my cum slathered from the tip to his balls. He watched my cuck cleaning the messy cunt he’d fucked.

While my cuck lapped the creamy mess leaking from my still throbbing hole, I watched Theo. I smiled when he did, giggling when he chuckled, and generally enjoyed the naughty looks we exchanged. Our situation was far more chilled out that it had been on my first two try-outs at home and it was a damn sight more enjoyable than sucking the pastor’s cock while grinding down my kneecaps. I’d wanted Andrew to fuck me that day, perhaps over the altar, but going so far as to be a married slut defiled in a church by its priest seemed a step too far.

It didn’t seem like that anymore.

Theo was a relaxed lover and experienced with married women and their cucks.

“What’s troubling you, Olivia?”

“I feel shameful.”

“Your cuck benefits from having sex with you during his rehabilitation. He also enjoys having his kinks fulfilled. By the sounds of him, he enjoyed watching me fuck you.”

“He did, but how does sex benefit Carl?”

I rolled my eyes, sighed with delight and groaned loudly while staring at my lover because my husband puckered up his lips and sucked my gaping wide, creamy hole while grinding his nose into my pussy. It was as though my husband were answering my question, using his lips and tongue to convey his deep satisfaction wordlessly.

Theo chuckled and pointed to Carl.

“That’s how your husband benefits. Look how enthusiastic he is to please you now that another guy has made love to you.”

“You fucked me, Theo. We didn’t make love. Love is only for my husband.”

“Sorry… of course. It was a figure of speech.”

“You are right, though. My husband is far more attentive these days, especially with your seed inside me.”

“Sex increases the flow of happy hormones to his body and mind, which in turn distracts Carl from his withdrawal symptoms. Right now, your husband is deeply, almost spiritually immersed in you, and he feels happy, relishing his kink.”

I watched the top of my husband’s head bobbing slowly up and down as he licked the creamy mess from a deep, sticky furrow between my swollen labia. He worked hard, eating me diligently, and seemed to enjoy every moment of cleaning and reclaiming me.

I shut my eyes, spread my legs wider apart and groaned lasciviously as my husband hit the perfect spot, his flattened tongue riding over tornado shaped ridges around my tight anal whorl. I opened my eyes and saw my lover grinning at me, a proud expression flickering through his face.

“Your cuck is determined to find every last drop. It’s a good sign, Olivia.”

“Why are you staring at me like that?”

“Like what?”

“You look proud, Theo.”

“I love seeing the early days of a new Hotwife and her cuck, especially when I think they are doing it right. So many couples get into this lifestyle for all the wrong reasons, but you two are neither questioning nor judging each other.”

“You are helping us a lot, Theo.”

“I can carry on helping as long as you and Carl want me to. He needs his meds three times a day… do you need yours that often?”

I gasped when my husband clawed my anus wide open and probed inside my back passage with his tongue. Having never been rimmed by Carl, it shocked me, and I took it as a sign he wanted me to take my medicine when he got his.

“Carl thinks I need a shot three times daily, too, doctor.”

“Then I shall attend to him, and you, personally. One shot in Karl’s arm and a couple inside you, three times daily.”

“Just what the doctor ordered, thank you, Theo.”

“It’s my pleasure.”

I gulped and wheezed long and loudly when my husband returned to eating my throbbing pussy. He’d taken me from an entirely diminished climax after Theo fucked me to a renewed state of arousal and I was desperate for more - Carl’s tongue and my lover’s cock. I stared desperately at Theo, hoping his erection would return soon, but in that desire, I felt guilty.

“You look guilty, Olivia.”

“I want Carl to fuck me. I need his semen inside me… with yours. Is that shameful?”

“Not at all, but, I respectfully suggest that Carl only gets to fuck you after I am finished, perhaps after I leave.”

“Are you finished with me yet, doctor?”

I stared at my bull hopefully, my brow furrowed so deeply that the folds touched and I felt like an utterly shameful slut. My cheeks raged bright red, my nostrils flared and all because I needed more cock - Theo’s cock, not my husband’s which would never fill my hole now after it was so massively reshaped.

“Do you need me again, Olivia?”

“Yes… oh fuck… yes!”

“Before your husband takes you?”

“God, yes. Please, please, please.”

“Is that because I have a longer, thicker cock than your husband does?”

“Yes, but also…”

“Also, Olivia… go on?”

I didn’t want to say what I felt, then I gasped loudly because my husband licked me harder, possibly getting off on the fact that I was talking about him to my Bull. Theo smiled again and gripped his cock massaging it gently, coaxing another erection for me - I hoped.

“Go on, Olivia. Evan Carl wants to hear you say it.”

“I can’t say it.”

“You must… It’s your husband’s kink, and you must give something to him to receive yours.”

“Also… Oh god… I can’t believe I am saying this… but, you are a better lover than my husband.”

It felt like my husband tried to lick my cervix, because his tongue probed so deep inside the sticky hole Theo had fucked long and hard. I groaned, stiffened and lifted my ass cheeks, still spreading my soaking wet thighs wide apart, digging my heels and back of my head into the mattress to support my entire weight.

When I slumped back down onto the bed, gripping the sheets in talon-like fingers, having expended a supernova’s energy, a warm feeling washed through me, and I howled like a she-wolf in season. I stared down and saw my husband’s head between my legs. His lips were sealed around mine, his eyes sparkling and glowing with joy.

When Theo spoke, he broke the spell between husband and wife, and I glanced back at my lover.

“Sperm wars are a common turn-on for many men. The idea that many guys can cum inside a woman, then their sperm battle it out to find and fertilize her egg is an alluring one.”

“Many guys.”

“Some Hotwives enjoy being gangbanged, but let’s have you two walking before you run.”

“But I use birth control, so no matter how many guys cum inside me, they won’t impregnate me.”

“Your egg and our sperm don’t know that. In this case, if Carl fucks you and cums inside, his seed will compete with mine.”

“Do you like that idea, Theo?”

He nodded and smiled. I felt warm inside, enjoying the ambiguity and danger of having two fertile men’s seed inside me. Theo was keen to change the subject.

“Have you been fucked in your back passage, Olivia?”

“Never.”

“Would you like to?”

“Yes. Will you do that?”

“Only after Carl does first. I will never steal the gift that should belong to a husband. In any case, a few sessions with your husband’s cock pounding your rectum should make it much easier for me to fuck you. I have lube in my bag, I can leave it here.”

“Do you always come prepared to fuck girls when doing house calls?”

“I have a mobile ultrasound in the car. The lube is for pregnant women and at-home scans.”

I was rising to an orgasm, my uterine wall and womb sparkling with tingling effervescence as my husband expertly sucked my clitoris, perfectly sending shock waves of pleasure deep inside me. I rolled my eyes again as though lightheaded and near-fainting, moaning, kneading my breasts as I pondered the doctor’s comment and my first thought thereafter.

“Do you fuck these pregnant women patients, Theo?”

“Some… yes. I love it and so do they. I am grossly unethical.”

“Do they excite you because they are pregnant?”

“Yes, but also because they are married. There is safety in being a Bull to married Hotwives for me. I don’t need to encourage or manage a relationship I don’t want.”

“So you don’t compete for a woman? I mean, you always have the wives before their husbands, right?”

“Like I said before, most cucks love to compete with their wives’ lovers.”

Carl surely did like the idea of competing with Theo, because he clenched my clitoris tightly between his soft lips, sucked gently and pulled, popping the sticky pink nub clean out of her protective hood, edging me onto a precipice of joy. When he dragged his tongue from side to side across my sensitive, trembling tip, I was lost in another orgasm, squirting mine and my lovers cum all over him.

My husband tried to contain my orgasmic explosion, but he couldn’t cope, such was its energy and powerful, squirting flow. He was so far out of practice at giving me head that he was soaked, but smiling when he came up for air, staring deep into my eyes with nothing but love in his.

“Wow, Olivia.”

“Was that good?”

“Tasty, invigorating and… yes, I loved it.”

“Did you hear what Theo said?”

“I heard every word, and I completely agree. I love the competition of going after him.”

“What about his suggestion?”

“Anal? I would love to be your first. Theo is right… It’s nice to enjoy your precious gift in that regard.”

“Then you should be my first, Carl. I meant about him coming to visit three times daily.”

“I would love it.”

“You know Theo won’t fuck me after you do, right?”

“Yes, so I gathered.”

“That means you don’t get a shot inside me until after nighttime meds… as in now. Then I’ll shower and be ready for my morning shot.”

“It sounds perfect to me.”

“Okay, well, before Theo leaves tonight, I see his cock is hard again. Can you stand, hold me in a seated position and watch from close up while my lover fucks me?”

I wasn’t sure whether it was my words that drove my husband’s heady lust, or the idea I would be fucked by Theo again while he watched. He sprang cat-like to his feet, most unlike a man who was partly sedated. His cock was soft, possibly due to the meds, I couldn’t know, but when I looked at the carpet where he’d kneeled, I knew right away what had happened and pointed.

“You had a wank while you licked my pussy, Carl.”

“Yes… Sorry.”

He looked guilty and apologetic. Although I was irritated at first because I wanted his load inside me, I figured my husband was enjoying his kink, his way, as Theo said he must. I instantly felt sorry for my hasty, thoughtless rebuke, so I cupped Carl’s chin in my hand and raised his head so I could stare deeply into his eyes.

“I love you, Carl, and I am sorry for what I just said.”

“I love you, too.”

“I don’t mind if you masturbate instead of fucking me. I want you to have fun on your terms, honey. Do you prefer self-help to being inside me?”

“Only sometimes, like now when I am so fucking horny, I could explode. It’s such fun to watch a more accomplished lover satisfying you, Olivia.”

“Okay, well after Theo cums inside me again, you can wank your little cock all you like and I’ll straddle your face, feeding you until you ask me to stop.”

“Oh God, will you, Olivia?”

“Yes, honey.”

My husband looked so pleased that I couldn’t help but smile. Carl’s kink was his and I would respect that as he would respect mine, which was hung guys who knew better than he did how to fuck a lady till she screamed and creamed.

I faced Theo, beckoning him and his giant, fully erect cock to his feet. He approached me seductively, his cock swinging like a pendulum, slapping heavily off each thigh, until his breath warmed me and I fell into my lover’s embraced. We kissed as star-struck lovers, caught in our equally guilty pleasure - no strings attached sex, no love or emotional investment needed or given - it was simply heaven.

My husband gathered his strength and lifted me into a chariot-like seated position, spreading my legs wide apart, his strong hands cupping the underside of my thighs. My back merged into Carl’s front as he took all of my weight, his lips inches from my ear, his hot breath warming my neck, raising the tiny hairs.

My cunt leaked like a broken faucet, my pussy lips quivering wildly as my hole prepared to be filled, stretched and fucked hard for the second time in an hour. I closed my eyes, enjoying the moment my husband presented my pussy to my lover who slid his cock balls deep inside me.

I could think of only one thing.

Theo will fuck me three times a day for at least a week.

To that joyous thought, I opened my eyes, feeling my lover’s cock head crushing my cervix, his eyes staring into mine, wild stallions dancing through his. There was still enough of my lover’s cum inside me to ease his stroke and Theo got right into it, fucking me hard. The orgasm my husband teased out of me with his tongue returned instantly, but not as an explosion. This time, I throbbed on my lover’s cock, waves of pleasure ebbing and flowing through me like a warm ocean lapping golden sands, rising further with each flow.

Theo leaned back slightly, bending his knees to get the perfect penetrative angle to fill my slick, sticky hole with his immense meat. He arched his back beautifully, using one hand planted on his right hip to steady himself while he fucked me hard and fast.

My orgasm controlled me, my eyes were fixed on my lover’s, daring him to fill me with more seed, willing him to win the battle inside me that would ensue when my husband took his best shot later. I bounced back and forth, sliding up and down my husband’s solid torso, dancing to my lover’s rapid, hard, slamming beat, enjoying how close Carl’s face was to mine while another man took me.

My husband could feel and hear my emotions, filling in the blanks from what he couldn’t see.

“Is he filling you with his cock, Olivia?”

“Wh-wh-what?”

“I said, is Theo filling your pussy with his cock?”

“God, yes.”

“Good.”

I moaned, growled, groaned, spat, and wailed my appreciation and joy for Theo’s great work. My final orgasmic peak came with shuddering ecstasy, and Theo went balls deep inside me, crushing my cervix, a place my husband had never been, nor would he ever go. My lover’s cock jerked as he squirted another load of seed inside me and my husband whispered something. I couldn’t hear him, so I stuttered my words while in the throes of deep rapture.

“Please speak up, Carl. I can’t hear you.”

“I said: Is Theo fucking you better than me.”

“Oh god… much better honey, so much fucking better, that there is no comparison.”

“So you’ll keep needing this? Bigger cocks and better lovers, I mean.”

“I must, Carl. I’m sorry, but I must. I won’t ever love them. You have my heart.”

“That’s good enough for me, Olivia.”


Chapter Sixteen

◆◆◆

I was still dripping with my lover’s semen while my well fucked hole throbbed, reshaped from the bulky cock that drilled it. When I slipped into fresh panties, I folded the damp, sticky ones and set them on a nightstand on my husband’s side of the bed.

I slipped in beside Carl and smiled.

“Do you want to fuck me, Carl?”

“You won’t feel a thing.”

“No… sorry.”

I glanced down, feeling mildly ashamed. I’d given myself freely to my husband every night until his addiction became a problem. Now, another lover took precedence over him, filling me with his seed, making my hole so wide, my husband wouldn’t touch the sides for a few hours yet.

I sighed and looked back into my husband’s eyes with a feeling of regret sparking inside me.

“If you don’t want to…”

“I want you to enjoy your lovers, Olivia. I want to feel a sense of pride that I am allowing you the freedom to explore and enjoy.”

“But you can still fuck me, honey.”

“Theo will be here in eight hours, and he doesn’t want my seed inside you.”

“He won’t know.”

“But I will. I’d prefer you wank me off, honey. I’m so fucking tired anyway, Theo has done me a favor by satisfying you.”

“Okay. That would be my pleasure.”

I reached down, gripped his cock and wanked my husband off because he was exhausted, but I knew that in his mind, he wanted it this way so I could enjoy my lover. The combination of his medication, cradling me for my lover to fuck hard and long, and the sexual energy he expended from his first authentic cuckolding was too much for him to handle and he’d flopped into our bed as soon as Theo left.

When my husband’s lovely sized cock squirted energetically, I wrapped my lips around his throbbing helmet and continued jerking the base of his shaft until I gathered every drop of salty cum. Then I swallowed Carl’s seed without and snuggled closely to sleep.

Carl’s next shot from Theo would be around 8 am, as would mine. I expected my husband to drop off to sleep quickly, but he didn’t; he just stared at me, looking peaceful and happy.

“Are you okay, Carl?”

“I don’t think I’ve ever been happier, honey. I am sober and living the most authentic sexual version of myself. I think the cuck inside me that’s escaped was always there.”

“I wondered about that.”

“I’m not less of a man, Olivia.”

“I never thought you were.”

“I just love watching you in a state of ecstasy.”

I understood what my husband meant, but I grappled with parts of my infidelity. We were practicing consensual non-monogamy, so I was quite wrong to label Theo’s fucking me as an infidelity - I hadn’t cheated because my husband permitted it, every balls deep stroke, every drop of seed sloshing inside me and the rapture of a moment my lover and I shared.

“Are you okay, Olivia?”

I grinned, belying my true unsettled feeling, and tapped my husband’s nose with a finger, following that with a soft kiss on his lips.

“To get better, you must sleep, honey. Your body is fighting alcohol addiction.”

“I know, but I can see you look mildly uneasy, and I wanted to talk anyway. Are you happy right now?”

“With you and me?”

“And Theo?”

“Yes, darling, but he is a lover, you are my forever man. I have to compartmentalize what each of you means to me and in the moments after fucking, that’s not so easy. It’s like coming onto an offramp. I’ve been speeding on the Highway with a lover, on one journey, now I must slow down and get onto another Highway with you.”

“Can I ask you how you felt when Theo fucked you?”

I considered his question carefully. Whatever I said now would be remembered, catalogued, and compared with any future answer I gave to the same or a similar question. Honesty was crucial, mine especially, since I was the one with another man’s seed inside me.

“I felt euphoric, in utter ecstasy… Theo gave me the biggest, wildest orgasm of my life, but as for emotions, concepts of love and such like, I only felt that for you.”

“Even while he was balls deep inside you, squirting his load and you were cumming?”

Oh god, not this.

How could he know?

I kissed my husband again, hoping he would fall asleep or that we could change the subject.

“I never stopped loving you, Carl.”

“But you and Theo had a moment, right? I saw it sparkling in your eyes for about five seconds when you were all his and I was nowhere, nothing to you.”

“You were never nothing, Carl.”

“But I wasn’t number one, either.”

I sighed, longing for slumber and a place to hide from the truth. I couldn’t lie because Carl would instantly know, and my deceit might send him back to the bottle. I stared deeply into his eyes, conveying all my love, hoping he might just drop off, but even though my drugged husband’s voice was slightly slurred, his eyes were open, pleading for my honesty.

“I never loved Theo, darling, not for a moment. It wasn’t love.”

“But you and he had a moment, right?”

“Yes.”

“Please describe it for me.”

“I am not sure I can.”

“Please try, Olivia. It’s important to me, and I promise not to judge.”

I sighed heavily and cringed, but my husband held me closely, lovingly, his expression calming and conciliatory. They say the truth sets you free, and it seemed that was my only remaining option.

“There came a moment when Theo owned me, like property, but not through love. He satisfied my sexual needs so profoundly that it was like my body and the raw animal in my brain dominated everything and paid him homage.”

“He was deep inside you, Olivia.”

“Yes, he was.”

“I meant he was deep inside your soul, your mind.”

“Yes, he was that, too.”

“I know he fucked you hard and much deeper than I ever have.”

“His cock ground into my cervix so hard it felt like our DNA combined.”

“Which it might if you were not on birth control.”

“It felt that way, Carl, yes.”

“In that moment-”

“The one lasting five seconds when my orgasm peaked?”

I leaped in a little quickly, cutting my husband off, making sure the moment he clung and wanted to discuss was understood in its proper context as the most explosive segment of my orgasm.

“Yes, Olivia… in that moment.”

“Sorry to cut in, but I think context is crucial here, Carl. It was five seconds, nothing more. I was gone from our marriage for five seconds.”

“You had my permission.”

“Yes, I did.”

I felt slightly defensive, knowing how slutty my behavior had been. Carl smiled at my neurosis, but I was terrified of losing my husband. He’d been gone from our marriage for over a year, but now, the kind, dear, sweet man was back, and I desperately wanted to keep him. I almost cried, and he noticed my raw, uncontrollable emotions, wiping a tear from my eye before it rolled onto my cheek.

“You deserve that and many more moments of freedom, Olivia. I ask only because I saw it plainly… You soared like a bird, free, wild, and in the most natural state possible. It was beautiful and exciting to watch... I’d best describe it as a cuck’s paradise. I want you to enjoy more moments like that.”

“Are you sure, Carl?”

“Yes, darling. I want you to give your body and carnal mind to your lovers while preserving your actual, real, romantic love exclusively for me.”

“I had no control over myself when Theo fucked me, honey. It wasn’t like when Tom and Peter took me. The doctor knew what he was doing, his thrust and stroke rate were perfect, his cock was even longer and thicker than theirs, his touch electric, warm, unrelenting, and I couldn’t have pushed him away for all the money in the world.”

“Not until he came inside you?”

“Exactly that, Carl.”

I nodded, affirming what I knew to be true. If needed, I could close Theo down by phone and end our relationship. I could maybe even stop him if he were naked, but not once we started. I knew perfectly well, that once the doctor’s cock slid inside me, I wanted him and wouldn’t stop fucking the man even if Carl begged me.

“I want to feel that energy and moment coming from you every time you fuck a bull, Olivia. It’s the juice that drives me instead of alcohol. For that five seconds, my adrenaline burn was so fucking intense and my hormones drove me to such an explosion, it felt like I was a rocket, going to Mars.”

“You felt something, Carl?”

“Oh god, yes. I had an orgasm watching you two have yours while I held you in my arms and Theo fucked you. While your bull’s seed marinated you, mine dribbled uselessly to the floor.”

“Oh fuck! That sounds awful, Carl.”

“Not to me. I loved it, every last second of it.”

“Then I am glad.”

My heart thumped so loudly I was sure my husband must hear it. I felt on fire, wanted my lover’s return, needing his cock inside me again. My husband was so enthused by my cuckolding of him, my addiction to it was gripping with the same force that it had taken control of him.

Have we swapped one addiction for another?”

Maybe, but at least I control this one.

“But in that moment, sweetheart. That five-second moment… had you not been on birth control, would you have let Theo cum inside you?”

Oh god, not this.

Please, not this.

“Oh god, Carl!”

The question horrified me. It was unconscionable for me to imagine getting pregnant by any man other than Theo. I didn’t want to consider it, not now at least, when my body calmed and the hormonal tsunami that drove my hotwife persona was contained.

“You can tell me the truth. I can take it. I want it.”

“Oh god, Carl… please don’t say you want me to get pregnant by another man, please, please, don’t do this.”

I begged my husband, and again he smiled, shaking his head as though I had misunderstood him.

“It’s not that at all, Olivia. I want to know how much of you I lost in those five seconds, that’s all.”

I closed my eyes and counted to ten, tension gripping every cell and sinew in my body. I quivered nervously, begging my inner self control to do something, anything to help me avoid the truth. But the truth is what I had promised, no matter the consequences.

I opened my eyes again, disturbed by my husband’s calm.

“You lost me completely, honey. When Theo’s cock jerked inside me and I felt his hot seed splashing against my cervix, I was his and you lost me.”

“I lost you completely?”

“Yes, but only for those five seconds, if it was even that.”

“And you wouldn’t have stopped him from getting you pregnant?”

“No… but after the five seconds were up, I’d regret it for the rest of my life, and so would you.”

“Yes, I know.”

“I won’t take the chance of getting pregnant by accident to another man, Carl, not now, not ever, no matter how kinky our sex life evolves to become. I want to make babies with you.”

He grinned proudly, no sign of animus, shame, or upset in his expression, and no agitation in his body language. It was the calmest, most measured, and contented version of my husband I’d ever known.

“Are you okay, Carl?”

“Thank you, darling. I got what I needed.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means the cuck inside me is deeply satisfied, and I understand myself and what I feel much better now. I hope I didn’t provoke your feelings, and I mean no implied accusation.”

“And the man? Is the man I love still fully intact?”

“Oh yeah, he’s back, honey, and in fighting form. My new job will be confirmed tomorrow, and we can celebrate. A pizza and Coke, maybe, while I watch Theo take you on another five-second vacation from our marriage.”

“Are you encouraging me to feel what I felt, Carl? Just asking for the avoidance of any doubt.”

“Oh yeah, darling. You and I will exclusively make babies, but you can wring out all the pleasure you wish from your lovers, and as far as I am concerned, the longer that five-second vacation lasts up to a minute, the better.”

“If I get three shots, twice on each, that’s half a minute every twenty-four hours.”

“Half a minute of ecstasy for you is half a minute of cuck joy for me, Olivia.”

Carl dropped off to sleep quickly after our frank discussion, but I agonized about his questions and revelations for an hour, maybe more. I’d ignored the five-second moment Theo and I shared, where he was all mine and I was his. It was a drop of love spilled outside of my marriage, a chemical infidelity that I had no control over; it felt raw at the time, a delicious moment, and I loved it, but I never believed my husband could know it happened.

I’d shelved it until Carl unearthed my truth. I wondered for a moment whether Carl saw the real me more now when he watched me fuck a lover than he did while fucking me himself.

Many hotwives use cuckolding to shop the bull market for a new husband, but I wasn’t one of them. I was happy with my guy, deeply in love with the man and not even remotely bothered that his cock was of average size. Carl fucked me well, tried hard and gave great head - but he was no Theo, who was built for lovemaking, but not love.

I eventually fell asleep with my womb full of Theo’s seed. A sperm war of sorts occurred inside me from when Carl had fucked me earlier. In all likelihood, remnants of Tom and Peter’s seed were still inside me because, as any girl knows, a guy’s swimmers can survive inside her for up to five days.

I would have the viable seed of four guys swimming inside me for another day. After that, I was pretty much Theo’s, and since my husband seemed to want me to enjoy my lover almost exclusively, soon the good doctor would own me in every possible way outside of love.

“Good morning, Olivia.”

“Morning, honey.”

“Theo is at the front door.”

“Is it morning already?”

“Time for our shots, honey.”

“Oh, that’s good.”


Chapter Seventeen

◆◆◆

I was pretty pleased that Theo looked a little jaded when he strolled through our front door, which I opened with a smile and butterflies in my belly. Had he been fully recharged, my self-esteem would have been knocked. I wanted fucking me to be a big deal for my bulls, each leaving my bed having emptied their load, exhausted their libido and with a desire to return for another shot inside me.

The doctor did not attempt to kiss me until I closed the front door. Then, as we stood alone, he stared deeply into my eyes and slipped his arms around my waist.

“Where is the patient, Olivia?”

“You have two this morning. The one in need of a shot in the arm is sitting in an armchair in our bedroom, waiting for his meds and looking forward to watching me get mine.”

“And where do you need a shot, Olivia?”

“Right where you slid your syringe deep inside me last night, please. I was hoping for at least two shots if that’s okay?”

“I’ll rest in between, but yeah, I can do that. There won’t be much left for your husband, though.”

“I’ll suck your cock while you rest. It will give my cuck something to watch. He prefers not to enjoy fucking me while you are on the case, doctor.”

“Does that work for both of you?”

“Yes.”

“Am I to assume Carl is adapting to his new role in your marriage?”

I nodded my head affirmatively while gently biting my bottom lip, releasing it slowly, enjoying Theo’s deepening furrowed brow. His breathing elevated quickly and his pupils dilated, so I slipped my hand along his washboard, six rippled stomach, gripping his stiffening cock when I reached his crotch.

I grinned as I squeezed the mass that had filled me last night and would do again while staring into his eyes with the deep affection of a hotwife demanding a short vacation from her marital duties. I still felt nothing but absolute lust for my lover, but I wanted him to enjoy every part of having me. His cock grew stiff in my hand and I giggled.

“I can feel my shot is almost ready, doctor.”

“Your first shot. There will be two”

“Yes… and what about a kiss before we begin? I know you want to.”

From where he sat in an easy chair in our bedroom, Carl could see all the way through to the front door. I glanced in his direction and saw the top of his solid cock poking out of his right clenched fist. I glanced back at my bull and smiled lasciviously.

“Make it good, Theo. My cuck is watching and wanking off already.”

“Good for him. I love a cuckold husband who knows his place once the bull arrives on the scene.”

“We are learning cuck etiquette as we go.”

“Pastor Andrew is the expert in such matters. Have you considered inviting him over?”

“I wanted to, but I wasn’t sure how you’d feel about it.”

“Oh, please don’t worry, Olivia. Andrew and I frequently work together. I don’t mind teaming up with other bulls, I just think it’s poor form to fuck a hotwife after or with her cuck - no offence intended.”

I gasped, more at my slutty thoughts than because of what Theo said. There was a double meaning in his statement, and I leaned almost all one way on the matter, praying I’d understood him correctly.

“Do you mean you and Pastor would work me together, at the same time, as a team?”

“Oh yes, or we can go after one another, if our patient needs around-the-clock supervision we can work out a way to fuck her almost constantly - bringing in a few assistants assures total satisfaction.”

I bit my bottom lip again and stared at the floor, my cheeks turning bright red. My heart pounded and my body trembled like a man screaming ‘let me tell you something’ while sitting on a plastic chair attached to a bungee cord, dangling over a deep chasm.

Theo slipped an index finger underneath my chin and raised my head until I stared into his deeply affectionate, warm, exciting eyes. His lips brushed so gently against mine, it burned his name into my soul. I wanted his cock balls deep inside me, twitching and squirting his seed, so severely, my entire body pleaded with my consciousness for it. His tongue flickered into my mouth, finding mine, soft, like a velvet carpet was unrolling.

I was caught in a passionate kiss with my lover less than five minutes after he arrived to give my husband medical attention and me a thorough sexual going-over. My pussy throbbed, still retaining my lover’s seed, pumped deep inside me sometime shortly after midnight. My husband was vacant from inside me except for the space always preserved for him in my heart, I was sure of it, and that conflicted me, but not enough to stop me curling my toes while kissing my Bull.

When Theo stared into my eyes as our kiss dissolved into an incredible memory, I saw lust such that I’d never seen in my life.

“I want to fuck you, Olivia.”

“You can have me. I’m yours from now until you finish my treatment.”

“Shall we skip your lunchtime treatment, and I will ask pastor Andrew to help me this evening?”

“Oh my… I prayed that’s what you meant. Will it be a spit roasting?”

“Yes, honey.”

“Can you both cum inside my pussy at least once, please, Theo?’

“Of course. Maybe your prayers with Pastor Andrew the other day have been answered. He always says a good girl willing to get down on her knees is effortless to listen to, and you, he tells me, were very penitent.”

“I was… but if there are two of you, can you arrive earlier and leave later. I need the full benefit of both your expertise.”

“Consider it done, Olivia. Now, should we visit the other patient?”

“Yes… of course.”

While Theo administered my husband’s shot, I slipped out of the gown, panties, and bra I wore, standing completely naked by the time my bull was ready to give me my shot. While he undressed, I pointed to the bed and smiled at Carl.

“Could you join us, please, Cuck. No need to remove your pajamas.”

“Okay, what shall I do, Olivia?”

“Lie on your back with your head on a pillow. Spread your legs wide apart so that I can lie between them, on my back against you. Then, I want you to hold me tightly while my Bull fucks me senseless.”

“Oh my… you’re getting good at this.”

“Give me a few months and you’ll be in heaven, sweet Cuck.”

I had planned two positions for my two shots from Theo, both of which involved my husband’s participation. I didn’t want to suck Carl’s cock this time, I wanted to tease and torment my cuck, on his terms. He would provide me with a soft body to lean against while my Bull fucked me hard. My husband would feel and see every balls deep stroke of my lover’s cock deep inside me. Importantly, he would witness, close up, the emotional and sexual impact on me of his choice to be a cuckold.

Theo’s cock was raring to go. I assumed he self-medicated, probably using the most powerful erectile stamina drugs in the hospital’s inventory. He slipped into my arms, taking no notice of my husband. Whose head was inches from mine.

When my lover’s cock slid deep inside my quivering hole, it felt right, normal, as though this was the length and thickness of cock I deserved and should be fucked by. My husband wasn’t becoming sexually irrelevant, he just wasn’t required to service inside my pussy. My back passage would be his, maybe forever and exclusively, because I’d read that most girls prefer small cocks to penetrate their anal sphincter and fuck them there.

Everything was falling into place in my life and Carl’s.

Theo kissed me and fucked me hard while I felt my husband’s thumping, racing heartbeat pounding against my back. Carl’s breath warmed the back of my neck and ear lobes, his whining, whimpering sounds of ecstasy drove me on to spread my legs wider, offering myself utterly to my lover.

Theo stretched my pussy wide, filling me, massaging my soft tissue walls with his stiff, bloated veiny shaft. I was lost to my husband, caught in the moment, before the moment when love would take me in its turbulent arms, whisking me up to the heavens.

“I want you, Theo… only you at this moment.”

“I need to cum inside you.”

“Do it please and let my cuck watch your face while you seed me.”

My lover squirted his semen deep inside me as my orgasm hit its peak, and I shuddered like an earthquake. Theo lifted high enough for me and my husband to see his glorious cum face, that contorted into such ecstasy you couldn’t feign or repeat it unless in the act of copulation. His cock throbbed deep inside my body, crushing my cervix against which it spat rope after rope of hot, sticky cum.

My husband gasped and groaned, his stiff cock straining through the fabric of his pajamas, pressing hard, but uselessly into the small of my back. My lover’s cock wasn’t far away, usefully impaled deep inside my throbbing pussy, filling it with symbolically potent seed, provoking my spectacular orgasm.

My husband whispered in my ear, sharing a moment that excluded my bull.

“I love this, Olivia. I love you.”

“Me too, my sweet cuckold.”

Theo was out of breath when he slid his cock out of my sloppy, well fucked hole, but I was just getting started. My hormones were rampant, an accelerating daily effect caused by me finally being a happy wife. I was utterly devoted to my husband, even while my lover was riding me, except for the tiny window when my body celebrated the man whose cock was balls deep inside my throbbing orgasming pussy filling me with his semen.

My lover stood unsteadily, feeding my ego because he looked satisfied and very well fucked. Theo placed his hands on his hips, leaned back and sucked in as much air as his lungs could contain. When he threw his head forward with a massive smile on his face, he eyeballed me, with wild passion expressed in every part of his body.

Theo looked immensely happy.

“Wow… you are fucking amazing, Olivia.”

“You are, too.”

“You could take a proper gang bang without any problems… maybe eight or ten.”

I was taken entirely by surprise and didn’t answer. Instead, I clamped my knees shut to retain my lover’s semen inside me and rolled off the bed, pointing to the easy chair my husband had previously sat in.

“Cuck, please sit on the floor with your back firmly against the chair, lean your head back onto the seat. I’ll place a knee on the seat on either side of your head, my hands will be on the chair arms, and I’ll feed you.”

“Wow… fuck yeah, Olivia.”

Carl bounced off the bed and took two leaps to cross the room, judging exactly what I wanted from him before doing it. He looked at me for clarification. I smiled and nodded.

“You’ll be able to eat me while Theo recovers.”

“And then what?”

“When my lover is ready with my second shot, he can move in and fuck me where I’m kneeling. I want to cum before my bull fucks me a second time and that’s up to you, Cuck. Once Theo is inside me again, lick and suck whatever pleases you.”

The smile on my husband’s face was as intense as the shock on Theo’s. I pointed to the bed, nodding encouragement for my lover to lie down and rest. As my husband slipped happily onto the floor and into his cuck position, I almost orgasmed, thinking about feeding him my bull’s seed while waiting for my second shot of stiff cock.

Carl looked beyond eager, relegated to the second choice in our bedroom. It was almost like he thrived on watching me being fucked by more capable lover’s while he was willing, no, enthusiastic to step aside and support me and my bull in our lust filled act.

I placed my feet on either side of my husband’s legs, leaned forward, gripped the chair arms, and raised my right knee, planting it beside his face before mounting him fully, and then placing the second one comfortably on the other side.

A massive, drooling teardrop of mixed cum dangled from my gaping wide hole. I glanced down and saw my cuckold had the matter well in hand when he opened his mouth wide and caught the whole creamy treat on his outstretched tongue.

Carl puckered up his lips and sucked my well fucked pussy, draining every drop of messy cum from deep inside me. It was as though this were part of the sperm war that Theo had mentioned. The moment felt like my husband desperately tried to prevent his competitor from inseminating me. While slurping his creamy treat, my cuck moaned desperately, in utter ecstasy, servicing my need for cunnilingus, cleaning my pussy before clamping his lips around my throbbing clitoris.

He licked the tip of my creamy nub, dragging it from side to side until I squirted hard, orgasming all over his face. It was the squirting that I’d just about held on to when my lover made me cum. I wanted the unicorn pee for my husband, to anoint my cuck in all his glory.

Carl loved it, which was a massive relief because I was constantly terrified of crossing a boundary too far. I loved this cuckold lifestyle we had developed, because it delivered me the best sex of my life while I was cocooned in my husband’s love. But I knew Carl must get what he needed, so, as Theo lined up behind me, his solid cock spreading my soaking wet, swollen labia, I leaned down and checked in on the man I loved.

“Are you okay, Carl?”

“I love it… and I love you.”

“How about the way I am speaking to you? Is it too much?”

“No, Olivia. It’s perfect.”

“And the positions? Are those okay too? Would you prefer to watch?”

“I love everything about what you’re doing, darling.”

As I stared into my husband’s eyes, his face soaked in my orgasm, my nose touching his, Theo inserted my second shot deep inside my sloppy, throbbing hole, sending my body into sexual overdrive. My eyes widened, I groaned and pulled gently on my bottom lip, my brow deeply furrowed.

My husband smiled lovingly.

“Has his cock bottomed out inside you, Olivia?”

“Yes, honey.”

“Wow… your face is… well… you look ecstatic.”

“Oh god, I am.”

“Lift yourself back up and focus on enjoying Theo’s cock please, Olivia. Let me play my part.”

I gulped, gripped the arms of the chair, and raised my body high. Theo grabbed firmly around my waist, using my weight to drive his hips forward and fill me with his giant cock. At the same time, my husband sucked my clitoris, sending me wild as I rose to another orgasm. My entire body shuddered with pleasure so deep and wide it had no measure, my muscles tensed and cramped, but I was too far gone to care about pain - rapture had consumed me and lust controlled me.

Theo fucked me harder, almost like he knew my used cunt needed a better pounding this time. His lubricant dripped out of me on every squelching stroke, caught, I assumed by my hungry cuckold who seemed able to give me perfect tongue while a lover fucked my throbbing hole.

When Theo came deep inside me, his balls slammed against my thighs hard, but I barely felt his cock. My bull howled and screamed so savagely, it reached my heart, such was its intensity. I pushed back on his final stroke, taking all I could, fully compressing my pelvic floor, for all the use it did. I never felt my lover cum inside me because my pussy was a sticky, sloppy cavernous space that he had reshaped entirely and wrecked.

But my husband became my hero, because his relentless licking and sucking of my clitoris sent me over the edge and I ground my face into the leather chair back enjoying yet another intense orgasm.

I craned my neck and stared at Theo while his cock twitched inside me. He smiled, looked happy, although he was undoubtedly totally exhausted.

“I’m fucked. Totally fucked, Olivia. You’ve fucked me.”

“You have fucked me too, honey.”

Theo stepped back. I gingerly dismounted my chariot, and my husband’s face, leaning down to kiss him. I tasted mine and Theo’s cum on his lips, sparkling another wave of pleasure throughout my pussy and womb.

When I stared deep into my husband’s eyes, he knew I was back, in love, in our marriage, and all his.

“I love you, Carl.”

“I love you, too.”

“Are you okay?”

I was deeply concerned, and it must have shown in my expression, because Carl looked back at me with utter love and devotion.

“As long as every cuck session finishes like this, with you and me in love, I’ll be fine, Olivia.”

“It always will. I promise.”

“I know I lose you at some point each time a bull fucks you, but-”

“But I always will come back, dear, sweet husband.”

“Yes, and that matters most.”


Chapter Eighteen

◆◆◆

I’m going to be spit-roasted this evening. That’s one cock fucking my pussy and another choking my throat.

What a fucking slut I am.

But what fun it will be. How fulfilling and empowering.

While he slept, I sat in the chair from which my husband spectated me being fucked. He had an excellent view of the action, looking diagonally across our bed. A simple lean from one side of the chair to the other gave him two entirely different perspectives.

It would be the perfect position for Carl to watch two men fucking me, one enjoying each end. I cringed at my thoughts, lewd and disgraceful as they were, but then I laughed and imagined my repressed life before discovering this sexual freedom.

I stared at Carl, the man I loved with all of my heart, trying to understand how and why my feelings for him intensified every time I cuckolded him. If he asked me for his sexual freedom, I might agree, reluctantly, if I were being honest, making me a hypocrite. I could think of no sexual acts another woman could perform for Carl that I couldn’t, and despite my being available for hand-picked lovers, my husband could have me any time and in any position he desired.

But there was no way, without using a penis extension or a detestable latex sex toy that my husband could stretch me inside so wide and fuck me so deep as my bulls had, and I needed that.

In the cold light of day, I didn’t care for Theo or Andrew in the slightest, aside from at the moment of orgasm, when my lover and I united. They were utilitarian. Now, as I watched Carl sleeping, neither of those two men, nor the other pair I had fucked in our city home while he watched, meant anything to me.

That’s a fucking relief.

Can’t catch feelings.

Won’t catch feelings.

I had sucked my husband’s cock before he slept. After he squirted his salty load down my throat, he revealed something I didn’t want to admit.

You suck my cock much better these days, Olivia.

It was true. Because my bulls fucked me so wildly and frequently, I felt a considerable improvement in my sexual performance, not just in technique, but also in my desire for Carl and to please him. My bulls raised my sexual game, especially Andrew in regards to fellating his cock in church. My knees were still grazed from the day I ground their bony caps into a stone floor while I sucked the pastor off.

Submitting to my bulls felt nice, either when I went down on my knees sucking their cocks, or while cradled in my husband’s arms while they fucked me balls deep, providing the deep penetration he couldn’t.

I need my pussy filled regularly.

But I will never deny my husband access to me.

I want to fuck Carl more often.

Carl sighed and rolled onto his back. He looked peaceful, the drugs easing his withdrawal symptoms, but he told me it was our sexual awakening that fortified him and provided the determination he needed to be a better man. There was no doubt that my husband felt some level of envy for my bulls. Their sexual prowess was significant, but they were not half the man Carl was.

I must make sure he knows that.

Carl is my guy, my only true love.

I was beginning to understand myself better. The carnal aspect of my psyche, an inner slut that slowly revealed herself made me feel more confident, empowered and emboldened. My overall transformation was a gradual process as I allowed part of myself to emerge into the daylight, from the shadows where she had always remained, repressed.

The hotwife and slut components of my sexual being were like a terrified dog that had been badly beaten for years. Now, with my husband’s coaxing, those aspects of my character emerged from a rescue cage, beckoned by a new, enlightened owner.

Society, many friends, my parents, and others had conditioned my natural sexual desires from a young age. The sexually liberated, slutty component that made me whole hid in the dark recesses of my soul and mind, coming out at night when she was safe to explore her desires through my dreams. There, on the rich, verdant pastures of a life well lived, I was sure that I was fucked hard, long and by many.

I just couldn’t remember any of the joy, such was my slutty alter-ego’s desire to protect me from the criticisms of others.

Carl had set me free.

I felt whole. My husband said he did too. We’d released our true sexualities together under the most extreme pressure and strangest circumstances.

“What are you thinking, Olivia?”

I blinked, surprised by Carl’s voice. I smiled at him and sighed, nodding.

“Sorry. I thought you slept. I was staring at you.”

“Stare all you like, darling.”

Carl rolled onto his side to face me. He smiled but looked tired, still fighting off his addiction to alcohol, a battle he was winning. He looked and sounded lucid, more so every minute of his successful sobriety, a changed man from the drunk I had long detested. I hesitated to share my thoughts, then realized that nobody else’s opinion about what we did mattered, and my husband was my only friend in a world of sexual ambiguity, hypocrisy, and judgmentalism.

My bulls cared for me as much as I did for them. They were a means to mine and Carl’s end as much as we were for theirs. They were friends, not to be loved, but to help us in our spiritual hunt for sexual satisfaction while achieving their own.

“I want us to make love more often, Carl.”

“I can’t take you deep enough, honey. You know it, so do I.”

“But you can fuck me after my bulls finish, and there is always, you know… as Theo suggested…”

“Anal sex?”

“I’d love to try… but only with you, Carl. I think something must be preserved exclusively between us.”

“What about when you’d like double penetration? I mean, let’s face it, we’ve only just begun this journey. There are so many options available. Clubs, sex cruises, and getaways.”

“Only if we both go and want to join in.”

“I love being cucked, honey. Those aren’t words I ever thought I’d say, but it’s as plain as that.”

“I only want you to fuck my back passage, Carl. It’s a red line.”

My inner slut rejoiced at my words and a surge of sexual joy trembled through me as I basked in the glory of my candor. It was refreshing to feel whole, to be my authentic sexual self, albeit I could only do that with my husband and bulls.

I eyed Carl as he sought the words he needed.

“I would like that exclusivity too, Olivia, but I worry that when a gang bang comes, you’ll get carried away and what I feel is cherished between us and preserved only for me, is defiled in a hot moment, and there is nothing I can do to stop it.”

“That won’t happen, Carl. You are the only man who will get me pregnant or take me anally.”

Fuck! Did I just say that?

“Are you sure? I never set you free so I could impose conditions later. Cucks don’t do that.”

“I know. That’s why I want to lay down some rules.”

“Such as?”

“I’m happy to suck your cock or wank you off after my bulls take me, but you must also fuck me, sweetheart. It feels more ritualistically proper. A cuck reclaiming his slutty wife ritual is important, Carl, for both of us.”

“I can do that, but your pussy will be relaxed. You won’t feel me fucking you.”

“You mean stretched, sloppy and full of another man’s cum?”

“I didn’t want to say that, Olivia.”

We both laughed, and I reached across to his bed, holding my husband’s hand. Our communication had vastly improved, as had honesty, respect, and love. My husband spent more time licking my pussy in the past few days than he had in most years we were happily married, and I loved that.

“While you fuck me, you’ll be inside my heart and womb, honey. That matters most of all.”

“Then, I agree to your rules.”

“I get more out of cuckolding than you do, Carl. It feels to me that there is an imbalance.”

My husband glanced away, his cheeks red hot, his brow sweating. He threw off the duvet and pointed to his solid cock. I was surprised, because I had only finished sucking him off twenty minutes earlier.

“Watching or thinking about you fucking other men is like taking Viagra for me, Olivia. Don’t ask me to explain why, but when you cum on another man’s cock, creaming his shaft, enjoying him, taking his seed deep inside you, I am also in a state of sexual ecstasy. I have never felt anything like it.”

“My bulls are great at fucking me.”

“I like that they are respectful… of both of us.”

“They must always be, Carl.”

It was a lot to take in, but I understood what my husband meant. My joy came from having my pussy fucked and filled by big cocks, releasing my inner slut while having my husband watch me perform. He was gaining an equal, yet distinct, pleasure from my performance, especially when it felt truly authentic to him.

I went to speak, but Carl shook his head before I got a word out.

“Please don’t try to rationalize my kink, Olivia. It belongs to me and resides deep inside my soul and mind. I’ve let my inner cuck out to play, and I finally feel free. I am happy, darling.”

“I understand that completely.”

“Thank you.”

“Do you have any requests?”

“None, Olivia. As bizarre as my choices must seem to others, I am loving being a cuck. You should go now and prepare for this evening.”

“Will you fuck me first, Carl. I can shower and prepare afterwards.”

“Am I allowed to cum inside you?”

“You are the only man who never needs to ask me.”

I retrieved my phone from a pocket, then undressed, crawling onto our bed on my hands and knees into a doggy position. I pointed my creamy, cum soaked slit up high and smelled the pungent tangy aroma of man having fucked woman - twice. When I handed my husband my phone, he stared quizzically at me as I craned my neck to watch him kneel on the bed and point his lovely cock at my pussy.

“I selected the video of me sucking Pastor Andrew’s cock while I kneeled in his church. If you want, press play, lay the phone on my back and fuck me while you watch our performance.”

“Oh my, Olivia. I’d love to.”

It was too soon after Theo fucking me twice for me to feel Carl’s cock slide inside me to any great effect, but knowing he was there, drilling my cum filled hole made it worthwhile for me. With tawdry curiosity, I listened to my squelching pussy as my husband fucked it, felt Theo’s thick, sticky seed forced out of my hole and dribble down my thighs, while I choked on Andrew’s cock.

My husband turned up the volume and I could almost hear my knees grinding the stone floor as Andrew’s cock filled my throat while my husband pumped my well fucked cunt. There was sensation inside my pussy, it was gentle, inobtrusive, warm, welcome and comforting, but, no matter how much I enjoyed them, none of those things got me off. It was the fact my husband fucked me hard and enthusiastically that made me cum hard.

I shuddered in climax, enjoying my mind’s eye image of my husband fucking me, reclaiming what was his, driving his cock deep inside my throbbing, sticky, slick hole that another man had already lubricated from him.

When I lifted, arching my back, my husband reached around, cupped my breasts and hauled me almost upright, still fucking my gaping wide, throbbing, cum filled hole with the vim and vigor of an alley tom cat. Carl tweaked my nipples between his forefinger and thumb, squeezing harder with each stroke inside me. My orgasm was relentless, wreaking joyous havoc on my body, burning in every muscle, stretching my sinews until I felt I’d traveled to another world.

My mind buzzed as I considered how much I loved my husband—with all my heart. Carl’s mouth was less than an inch from my ear when he whispered.

“I love you, Olivia.”

“Please cum inside me… You are the best of them.”

“I know.”

“I love you, too, Carl.”

My husband’s cock jerked and even though I barely felt it, I rejoiced, knowing he was seeding me. I wanted his semen, wanted him, only him, and that sliver of love I thought I’d felt for my bulls was put into perspective. A thousandfold more love and joy radiated in and through me at the moment of orgasm.

My bulls were a distant memory. The only man who mattered to me was my husband.

Carl slumped in bed, totally exhausted. After I sucked his cock clean, he nodded off. Something significant was achieved in our frank conversation. We’d taken another step forward into calmer waters. The choppy seas of my husband’s alcohol addiction and the turbulence of a new, intense immersion into consensual non-monogamy, specifically mine, felt more appropriate.

My primary concern was allayed, and my marriage was intact, healthy, and with a new understanding at its heart.

It was time to prepare to service my bulls.


Chapter Nineteen

◆◆◆

Amid the hot, steamy mist of a running shower, I glanced into the bathroom mirror and saw my husband standing at the door, looking more like the man I married than he had in a long time. I smiled. Carl grinned effusively, clearly in love with me now more than he had been in years.

“You’re up?”

“I heard the shower.”

“Sorry. I should have closed the door, but I hate too much steam in the room when I’m done. I was running it up to temperature and was about to step in.”

“Shall I leave you, Olivia?”

“No, honey, come inside and talk to me.”

I reached into the shower and shut it down, drying my arm while studying my husband. He looked different, more self-assured, in better health and, dare I say, like he was on the prowl.

“You look great, Carl.”

“Theo’s due with my lunchtime shot in half an hour.”

“I won’t be seeing him. I must shower and get myself ready for this evening.”

“Why won’t you see him?”

“We’re abstaining at lunchtime so everyone is at their best tonight. It will be a long session, Carl. Unless Theo is here as my bull, I have no interest… wow… sorry, that sounded harsh.”

“Not really. I’d worry if you missed him.”

“I’m learning about myself, honey. I understand my bulls are a utility… a nice one, but they aren’t for keeps. You are.”

“I love you too… are both bulls coming at midnight?”

“We agreed to start at 6 pm, but I expect they will still be cumming inside me at midnight.”

Through the mirror, I shot my husband a sleazy smile, and he chuckled. I turned and summoned him closer leaning back on the marble sink unit, spreading my legs wide apart with only simple white cotton panties covering my cum soaked pussy.

He held my hands, and I checked him over, seeing his life finally firing on all cylinders. Carl was strong and vibrant, evident in his sparkling eyes. His skin had regained its color, and it was smooth, unlike the pasty, gray, cracked look he had just over a week ago.

When I kissed Carl, his lips yielded softly against mine, and they tasted fresh, as did his breath-no more stale alcohol or fresh fumes. I felt his rock-solid cock pressing hard into my pussy. He was deeply aroused, partly by me and undoubtedly by the thought of our new lifestyle.

My tongue sizzled as my husband explored my mouth in our passionate kiss, and I felt love rippling through me like goosebumps shimmering large on the inside. I shivered, slipped off Carl’s bathrobe and enjoyed his naked cock probing my damp slit covered by panties soaked in his and another man’s semen.

We kissed for ages, me stroking his back, gripping his ass cheeks with talon-like fingers, pulling my beloved husband’s cock deeper, so it nudged my soaking wet, still gaping hole, saturating the cotton fabric and coating Carl’s glans with more of Theo’s semen.

When our lips parted, I panted, pleased that my husband didn’t move away, his cock marinating in Theo, while I leaked more of my lover’s cum. I rested my forehead on his, smiling, watching his eyes and enjoying the peace, excitement, and arousal I saw there.

“Your promotion announcement will come today. By tonight, you’ll be a full partner.”

“It may not be approved.”

“It fucking will be… be positive, darling.”

“I will. If it happens, our lives will change significantly, Olivia.”

“For the better, honey.”

“I told Theo that lunchtime is my last shot. I won’t take another at midnight. I’m off the meds after one final dose.”

“You have tomorrow yet to go, honey.”

“Nope. Lunchtime today is my last. Tomorrow morning I’m walking, then again in the evening. In a week, I’ll be back in the gym.”

“Are you sure?”

“That’s what I am doing, sweetheart. Will you walk with me?”

“Yes, of course. If today is your last shot, we can leave Mayberry altogether.”

“What about Theo and Pastor Andrew?”

“We are all disposable to each other, honey. I have no feelings for either man, only for you.”

Carl smiled and it felt like his cock grew and inch, boring into my damp, sticky cotton covered hole. He’d only need to slide my gusset aside an inch and sink his cock inside me, and my husband could fuck me, but he seemed in no great hurry. I enjoyed the moment for what it was, a long tease that we both relished immensely, kissing and cuddling, until I could take no more.

I tore my lips off my husband’s leaped onto the marble counter and spread my legs wide apart, peeling aside the soaking wet panties, exposing my creamy cunt with swollen, glistening lips.

“Fuck me please, Carl.”

“No can do, honey. The bull’s rules say we mustn’t.”

“Fuck the bull’s rules. We’re in control here, and right now, I want you to fuck me.”

He smiled and nodded. My husband was deferring more and more to me, giving up his past dominance, but only because I filled him with my love. He seemed lost in deep thought momentarily, so I waited, kissing his neck, whimpering, encouraging him to fuck me.

“What happens when we leave here, Olivia?”

I had considered the matter in enormous detail and knew precisely the answer. It was meant to be a discussion after we actually left Mayberry, but now was as good a time as any if needs must. I stopped kissing, pulled gently on my bottom lip, and studied my husband.

Now is a good time.

“If you are done taking meds today, I’d like us to leave tomorrow.”

“So soon?”

“We can return here at any time, but once Theo and the Pastor fuck me together tonight, I’m pretty much done in Mayberry. I know that sounds harsh, but as I just said, if we don’t control our own sexual adventure, I will just become a convenient place for those guys and their friends to dump a load.”

“You seem in a rush, Olivia.”

“I don’t like that we aren’t entirely in control, honey. We slipped into cuckolding by chance, and I feel like anything could go wrong.”

“Like my humiliation?”

“Especially that. It can’t happen.”

“I won’t lie. I’m not keen on Pastor Andrew.”

“He has a cruel side. I notice it too.”

“Okay… what’s the solution, Olivia?”

I had a solution. Actually, I had several solutions, all of which sent butterflies through my stomach. But one solution out of all would solidify our status as a cuckold couple, create an opportunity to meet new bulls, and talk to others in the lifestyle.

“Both our workplaces owe us some vacation time, right?”

“Yes. Significant amounts of it.”

“Have you heard of Bliss Cruises?”

“Nope.”

“They do couples cruises. The company doesn’t claim outright that the cruises are for swingers in their brochure, but they use language that means the same thing, you know: like-minded couples, and all that.”

“We aren’t swingers, and I don’t want to be one.”

“I know, but while surfing around, I found a smaller company, with smaller cruise liners offering specialist holidays for cuckold couples. They limit space to two dozen cuckold couples and invite six bulls for each couple.”

“Fucking hell!”

“The bulls are all strippers, bodybuilders, and models - professional bulls, who abide rigidly by the rules each couple sets. A wife can enjoy one or as many bulls as are available. If I want to be gangbanged, I’d prefer to do it on that cruise with total anonymity rather than fuck a rabble Theo and the Pastor dragged together.”

“I’m guessing there would be bars and restaurants where we could meet the bulls?”

“It’s luxury all the way, but you’d expect that at fifty grand per couple for a week cruise around the Caribbean. They offer scuba diving, other water sports, a sun deck, and a pool. They also have fetish rooms inside, below deck, that we can book in advance.”

“It sounds better than our cabin in the woods.”

“It’s time we expanded our horizons, Carl. We must learn how to cuckold properly, and these bulls can help us get the experience we want.”

“I’m all in, Olivia.”

“Not yet, you aren’t, but I’d love it if you would.”

I glanced down at my pussy which leaked a combination of my husband’s and Theo’s semen and my sticky juices onto the marble surface. When I looked up and smiled at Carl, he nodded, acquiesced to my need and shuffled forward, sliding his rock-hard cock inside my well fucked pussy.

Just thinking about cuckolding my husband turned me on, as it seemed to do the same to him. He trembled all over and his cock felt harder and thicker than usual. He couldn’t fill my pussy but that didn’t matter. Theo had fucked me too hard and long with his immense cock, but I was intensely aroused knowing my husband’s seed still filled me, swarming inside my reproductive organs, each swimmer battling for supremacy.

My husband leaned back, one hand on his hips to steady himself so that he could drive his hips hard and fast. He looked down to see the source of a disgraceful squelching noise he made as he plowed my pussy. I stared deeply and constantly into my beloved husband’s face, watching every tell, tick, and flinch, making sure his eyes were excited, and stallions roamed inside them.

My nipples were solid and aching. I kneaded my breasts, tweaking the nubs until they hurt, helping my husband get me off. One fuck from a cock smaller than my bulls and a few tablespoons more semen wasn’t going to bother Theo or Andrew, but I didn’t care anyway, finally comfortable in the fact that my husband and I were using them as much as they used me.

Carl fucked me hard and for ages, panting because he was out of shape. His determination to get fit impressed me more than he could know. What I hadn’t mentioned was that our cruise had a professionally equipped gymnasium on board, and half the bulls were bodybuilders. I was sure the rest of the men fucking hotwives like me would also train there.

It would be fabulous if my lovers were also my husband’s friends and training partners.

It was a fanciful thought and one not to be discussed at the moment my husband’s expression contorted beautifully into a stunning cum face. I orgasmed hard too, enjoying Carl’s love that glowed like an aura around him. He was my ultimate kink, and his presence in my life eternally got me off.

When he stepped back, exhausted, I quickly dropped to my knees, gripping around the base of my husband’s cock, sucking it clean, knowing full well it was coated with his and my lover’s semen. With my knees spread wide, my slutty hole dribbling fresh semen on the bathroom floor, I licked and sucked every inch of Carl’s cock, devouring the sweet, salty nectar of men meets woman.

I licked my husband’s balls clean too, kissed and sucked his upper thighs, not wasting a drop of seed from him, or on him. When I was done, I stared up and saw the brilliance of Carl’s love gazing back at me.

“Cuckolding should not deny us the love we share, Carl. It can’t, or it invades everything in our lives and makes it toxic. My lovers should fuck me as well as you, not instead of.”

“I get it, Olivia, and to be honest, it makes more sense. The path we were traveling might lead to separation.”

“That’s what I worry constantly about.”

“Shall I book the cruise now while you shower and get ready for your bulls? You should make this a night for both of us to remember.”

“I will, but should we wait for confirmation of your partnership promotion?”

“Nah… we have the money, and they owe us a vacation.”


Chapter Twenty

◆◆◆

I heard men’s voices outside our bedroom door in the lounge.

Carl took his lunchtime shot while I was preparing for my bulls to fuck me, then, by evening, after a nap, he was drug-free. He looked more jittery than usual, which was to be expected, but he was himself, normal, lucid, and still alcohol free.

The voices belonged to my men: my husband and the two bulls helping to satisfy me sexually. Before Carl napped, we’d talked for ages about our needs, sexual, romantic, and relationship, and it seemed we were completely aligned - both of us wanted our cuckold adventure to continue and develop more intensely.

But not in Mayberry. Carl had already booked us a ten-day cuck cruise that started in a week.

When Carl got the phone call confirming he’d made full partner, we cracked open a bottle of alcohol-free champagne, sipping it, deciding it was vile, before pouring it down the sink. Instead, we celebrated by browsing a few houses for sale online and considering upgrades to our existing home.

When completing our cuck cruise online profiles and accessing the growing database of available bulls, I salivated over the men, black, white, brown, large, thick cocks to fill a slutty girl’s pussy and smaller ones to fuck her throat. Every cabin had a sex swing hook in the ceiling and gangbangs were advised for at least once during every cuck couples stay.

While sitting on my husband’s knee, eyeing the cruise line bulls, I reached into his lap and felt a solid erection, proof he was enjoying the lewdness of organizing our trip.

I dressed in my wedding-day lingerie because Carl had begged me to—white French lacy panties with a matching underwired push-up bra. The voices outside our bedroom sounded increasingly impatient, Pastor Andrew’s bass tones dominating the conversation. I didn’t care how long my bulls waited to fuck me, the anticipation would do them some good, and besides, I needed to carefully apply mascara, hoping that by semen, sweat or tears of joy it would smear, making a slutty mess of my face.

I stared into the mirror, checked myself up and down, and smiled.

“This is for us, Carl.”

I opened our bedroom door and stepped into the lounge. Three jaws hit the carpet, and the men’s tongues licked their lips. My appearance pleased all, and I broke out in goosebumps, shivering excitedly as they eyed me from head to toe.

Theo had fucked me twelve hours earlier, then my husband had a few shots inside my creamy, well fucked pussy, but now, I was clean, well, almost, and my pussy had returned to its natural tightness. I was looking forward to being spit-roasted for the first time.

In college, I had almost fucked two guys at once. One day, my boyfriend invited his friend over to our apartment. A few bottles of wine later, I was naked and down on my knees in front of my guy sucking his cock, wafting my ass from side to side behind, inviting his friend to fuck my aching pussy hole.

But our guest chickened out and wanked himself off instead, cumming uselessly into a pile of tissues before running from our apartment. My boyfriend did the honorable thing, took a pill and fucked me all night long.

Pastor Andrew leered at me most disgustingly, while Theo beheld me in high esteem, his eyes sparkling, like a boyfriend who knew he was onto a good thing. I was becoming more discerning about the bulls I wanted to fuck, and a type was forming in my mind. I didn’t care about color, although I did want an all-black guy gangbang at some point. My ideal bull was more like Theo than the Pastor, but, the two men made an excellent team for Mayberry, both having long, thick cocks and plenty of stamina.

I pulled on my bottom lip gently, wide-eyed and inviting, my nipples solid, my pussy aroma lacing the air, seducing my men.

“Hello, gentlemen. Has my husband offered you a drink yet?”

“He did, but we didn’t want one, Olivia, if that’s okay.”

“No problem… Carl, sweetheart, could you make me a double vodka martini, two olives, and extra dirty? I’ll need a drink while entertaining my bulls.”

“Yes, darling.”

I turned and strolled back into my bedroom while the men decided what to do next. I needed to be in control at all stages of my defilement, giving both bulls what they wanted, but restraining them enough so they didn’t take advantage, especially of my husband.

Carl and I had agreed on boundaries for his humiliation, which had become our most significant issue by far. He wanted no barriers to my sexual satisfaction, but I explained that I would be utterly devastated and turned off if my bulls humiliated him.

My husband’s humiliation was my decision to make, the boundaries mine to define. Carl put his enjoyment of our cuckolding entirely in my hands, an immense responsibility. I was confident Theo would behave, but less sure about Pastor Andrew.

The pastor was the first to enter my bedroom, shrugging off a heavy, red priestly robe that revealed his gorgeous nakedness. His cock was hard, thick and very long. It seemed to throb when he stared at me longingly, and I wondered how long it had been since he’d enjoyed any kind of relief.

He has saved himself for me.

That’s nice.

Pastor Andrew strode across to where I sat on my bed, politely offering the immense cock with a creamy head for my delectation. My pussy trembled, then seeped sweet nectar all over the wrinkled, swollen lips bathing in a sticky mess inside my gusset. They would soon part for a damn good fucking.

I gripped the Pastor’s solid cock firmly, squeezing it hard, enjoying its unyielding rigidity that would stretch and test my soft tissue walls, possibly more than Theo’s had. I stared up at my lover, who looked for all the world like a priest blessing me.

My husband was next through the door, carrying my vodka martini, skirting around Andrew to place it on my nightstand. As Carl bowed his head to place the drink down, he grinned and winked at me, his eyes excited, his cheeks rippling with the thrill of the moment when I became less a wife and more another man’s lover.

My husband’s lips were inches from mine, and therefore the Pastor’s cock. Carl was about to stand and walk to his spectator chair until I grabbed his wrist.

“Wait a second, please, Carl.”

“Okay…”

My husband had no idea what to expect, so I held his gaze momentarily, enjoying how he glanced back and forth from my eyes to the big, thick cock I was gently wanking. I inhaled deeply, smiling, savoring Pastor Andrew’s pungent precum, thickly coated over his glans. Carl instinctively did the same, inhaling, then looking pleasantly surprised when he smelled the cock that was about to cram down my throat, then at some time later, fuck my pussy senseless.

Carl grinned, enjoying a private moment of deep humiliation that my bulls could not possibly know or understand. He knew I was into my bulls sexually speaking, and his soul was roasted over a demeaning fire. He shivered, grinning wildly, and I smiled, raising an eyebrow into a question mark. My husband nodded his head, almost imperceptibly, and I knew he was having a great time.

My husband kneeled, getting more comfortable, and, to his credit, the Pastor said and did nothing. He just made his cock available for my use. While wanking off my bull, I lifted my vodka martini and sipped it, in no big rush to suck or be fucked. Theo got naked, crawled onto my bed, and snuggled closely behind me, planting soft, pleasure puddle kisses across my shoulders, then up my neck to an ear where he whispered a few simple words.

“Thank you for this, Olivia. You are a queen among women.”

“Thank you, too, Theo.”

I placed my drink on the nightstand, smacked my lips, licked them, leaned forward and wrapped them tightly around Pastor Andrew’s cock head, getting a good seal around his sharp, helmet rim. The flavor of his precum as it hit my taste buds was intense, mixing perfectly with the alcohol soused in olive brine. I sucked on a tangy combination that caused my entire body to erupt joyously, my soft tissue uterine wall tingling with the tiny sparkles of an orgasm.

I bobbed my head up and down Andrew’s cock, enjoying that plenty more salty, thick, creamy ejaculate oozed from the tiny eye in the end of it. My mouth, tongue, tonsils, and throat burned as my bull took me, owned me, while my husband watched hopelessly from inches away.

I lifted my body, wriggling awkwardly until Theo got the memo and lifted me, helping me into a doggy-style position. Then, as I sucked Pastor Andrew’s sticky, delicious cock head, Theo fingered me with one hand, playing a tune along my creamy slit and solid, trembling clitoris with four fingers while reaching underneath me with his other hand to cup a breast and knead it firmly.

I stopped sucking Pastor Andrew’s cock, stared deeply into my husband’s eyes and smiled lovingly.

“Kiss me, Carl. I want you to enjoy what I find most delicious.”

He didn’t question, nor glance at my bulls. My husband’s eyes were fixed on mine, his attention devoted to me, as was his heart. My heart was Carl’s and he knew it when his lips brushed sensually against mine, but he had to know, in that moment, my body belonged to two men with far superior cocks to his.

My husband and I kissed passionately, while I pointed my ass high, arching my back, enjoying the moment Theo gripped around my waist vise-like, with clawing fingers, tilting me further so his access to my tight, well lubricated slit was absolute and precisely per his needs. My tongue delivered Pastor Andrew’s precum to my husband’s mouth.

Carl’s body stiffened when he tasted the tangy cream coating from Pastor Andrew’s cock, gasping inside my mouth. Then, as he tasted the same salty, burning flavor that had already seared my taste buds, he relaxed. As I teased more of Pastor Andrew’s precum inside his mouth, painting it onto his tongue and soft tissue walls, I heard a delightful whimper.

I wanked Pastor Andrew’s cock more, detached my lips from my husband’s and went back to the honey pot, sucking my lover’s cock deeply, making sure the fresh precum coated my lips, tongue and inner mouth walls.

Then, I kissed Carl again, this time groaning into his mouth as Theo slid his giant cock balls deep inside my tight pussy, stretching me wide, etching his shape on my soft tissue married pussy walls. I stared at my husband, my eyes bloated, sexually intoxicated, a little girl lost look in them. He grinned from ear to ear, and I frowned, captured in deep sensual, sexual satisfaction by my bulls.

Then, as Theo sped up and pumped my tight pussy vigorously, with one last loving smile and a deep, meaningful kiss, my husband lost me, his tongue plunging deep into my mouth, taking what he could before I was gone.

I made sure my wedding ring was on show as I wanked my lover’s cock, sucking his creamy glans, enjoying my second bull pounding me from behind. The men were silent in words, noisy in pleasurable grunts, groans, and moans. I glanced infrequently at my husband, checking in to make sure he was happy, but there was no need. Carl’s eyes had glazed over because he had drifted off to his special place, wanking his average sized cock while two much longer, thicker ones filled me at either end.

I was finally being spit-roasted and enjoying it so much that I knew this was the beginning of something new.

Pastor Andrew was respectful, holding my face gently between his palms, allowing me to drive my lips down his shaft, cramming as much of his cock down my throat as I wanted to take. I choked, drooled and almost retched, but I kept going, addicted now to the two cocks fucking me. Theo fucking me balls deep, delightfully crushing my cervix was both a piston filling and driving me forward and a pleasure that entirely released the darkness that hid deep in my soul.

I was being defiled, right in plain view of the man I vowed never to cheat on and he cheered me along, stroking his cock to the tune of the bulls fucking me. My throat filled with a gnarly, stiff shaft, plunging deeper inside me at every stroke, each perfectly timed with Theo who filled my tight cunt.

When the men shot their load together, I was joyous, choking on cock and hot, sticky semen at one end, feeling it splash against my cervix, filling my pussy at the other. I ground every muscle, giving extra attention to my neck and pelvic floor, milking two stiff cocks that filled me.

For a moment, I soared like a bird, free of all morals and inhibitions. My husband groaned and I felt his hot cum splash all over my breasts while the bulls seeded me at both ends. It felt like a spectacular, significant moment with a sense of euphoria surging through my mind while pleasure tingled and roasted every muscle and sinew.

Cuckolding wasn’t for the faint-hearted, but for those few of us who needed the freedom of a moment like this, it was necessary. My soul was all Carl’s but my body rejoiced in its fucking by far superior lovers. It seemed like they helped my husband reach parts deep inside me that he couldn’t.

Pastor Andrew gasped, his cock twitched vigorously, and he stepped back, his eyes wide and a smile beaming from ear to ear. He was unable to take any more of my deep throating. Without hesitation, my husband’s lips fixed firmly to mine in a deep, passionate kiss, and his tongue rampaged through my mouth. Carl devoured my lover’s seed that coated my teeth with a sticky mess, my tongue like a carpet of snow and burned my soft tissue walls, while Theo’s cock jerked every last drop of his seed deep inside me.

I craned my neck to look behind. Theo waited until my husband stood, then, with a sweaty brow, he grinned at Carl.

“Would you like a creamy dessert, buddy? I can pull my cock out of your wife as you get into position.”

“Yes, please.”

I hadn’t asked my husband to clean my creamy pussy, nor did Theo force him. After our passionate kiss, my orgasm diminished slowly and I was breathless as Carl wriggled underneath me, my lover’s cock still corking my creampie stuffed, well fucked hole.

When my husband was in position, his lips an inch from my messy, filled pussy and Theo’s cock, my lover slid it out. Pastor Andrew, an experienced bull, knew what to do and helped lift me into a seated position on my husband’s face so that I could feed him a cunt full of sticky, hot bulls seed.

As I sat on my throne, my husband slurping and eating my well fucked, gaping wide hole, I watched my Bulls high five each other, before heading for the lounge. When he reached the door, Theo turned and smiled, waving.

“We’ll have that drink now, Olivia. Call us when you are ready, but please give us at least fifteen minutes.”

“No problem. Thank you guys.”

“Take a private moment with your husband.”

“Carl and I need that. Will you guys swap ends next time?”

“You’re in charge, Olivia. We are here all night.”

“Good.”


Chapter Twenty-One

◆◆◆

My husband was quickly becoming an expert in giving a girl great head. It didn’t matter that my swollen, well fucked pink canoe dribbled the creamy mess my bull crammed deep inside me; this moment was about me, Carl, and our love. The bulls had done their job for now. It was time for a loving interlude between raunchy sex.

Truth be told, I wanted my husband to fuck me, but all he wanted to do was enjoy kneeling on the floor, stretching my knees wide apart with both palms, eating from my semen-soaked pussy.

I crunched my abs and curled, peering down so I could watch Carl enjoying his cuck feast, running my fingers gently through his hair. I wouldn’t rush him while he dined so exquisitely, if anything, my bulls could wait for their next turn fucking me because my emotional needs and connection, the love shared between husband and wife, was even more important than the deep pussy penetration I needed my bulls for.

With his tongue squirming deep inside my gaping wide, well fucked hole, Carl stared up at me. I smiled back down at him.

“This feels like an important time in the cuckolding process, Carl.”

“It is, honey. Going down on you feels spiritual at any time, but when I am reclaiming you, it’s even more special - a ritual.”

“I was thinking the same. When you go down on me after my bulls fuck me, it reminds me you are more important than they are. I feel relaxed, deeply in love with you, and so sexually satisfied that nothing distracts me from devoting myself to you.”

“We are getting the right balance, Olivia.”

“I believe we are. Being fucked by bulls is wonderful, but it’s wonderful to kiss you, feel your warm, naked body beside me, and be held by you when they fill me with their bigger cocks.”

“It’s like your Bulls are helping me.”

“They are helping both of us reach a place deep in our hidden psyche that we want to expose, Carl. As long as they don’t catch feelings for me… or you… I don’t care.”

“Your bulls can’t catch feelings for me.”

“Some might, honey.”

Carl stared at me, shocked, while I smiled, pulling gently on my bottom lip, my eyes sparkling with fun. As a convenient segue, he used my pussy and a huge teardrop of Theo’s cum about to dribble from the hole he’d fucked to continue dining, unable to speak with his mouth full.

I was determined to explore what was on my mind, so I continued talking while my husband’s mouth was full.

“I don’t mind if you suck a bisexual bull’s cock, Carl. I don’t even mind if you want him to fuck you after he fucks me.”

I saw panic in my husband’s eyes, but his tongue slipped deeper inside me, revealing his hidden truth. I was touching on a profound ambiguity that affected men and women differently. Girl-on-girl sex and love were better understood and accepted broadly among women, many having experimented with the same sex, but for men, it was different. The macho image ingrained in many men meant they would only ever dream about sinking to their knees to suck another guy’s cock.

“If you suck a bull’s cock, I won’t think you are gay, Carl. I won’t even consider you bisexual.”

“Why not?”

“We are beyond such labels, honey. It’s just a Bull’s cock and most likely you’ll only be sucking it clean after he fucks me with it. I’m just saying, is all.”

“Right… okay. That’s good to know, Olivia.”

“I won’t mention it again, sweetheart.”

I’d considered Carl’s desire to clean my pussy after a Bull fucked and filled it with semen. There was nothing bizarre in the act as far as I could tell. I swallowed plenty of semen since the first cock I sucked and it did me no harm, so if my husband wanted to enjoy a creamy treat directly from the source, I would enjoy watching him, maybe even offer a few pointers.

But… I would never force Carl to do it.

Carl seemed pleased that I had promised not to mention the matter again. He plowed his tongue up and down my creamy furrow, slurping, swallowing the same seed we were discussing. I’d read plenty about cuckolding, including the bad stuff from naysayers. One thing that shone through all the good advice was that this sexual kink was about us - the Hotwife, her Cuckold, and their Bulls.

We were a team, each with a role to help the other achieve sexual satisfaction.

My husband finished feasting on my sticky, aching pussy. I still felt well and truly fucked, but my gaping hole, the swollen lips protecting it, even my solid, pink pearl all felt clean. Carl licked his lips while he crawled into my arms, grinning proudly.

“You’re ready to go again, Olivia.”

“Thank you, honey. I feel clean. Pastor Andrew is fucking me next.”

“He’d better behave.”

“Yes… he better had.”

I beckoned my husband for a kiss and cuddle while waiting for my lovers to rest before their next train ran through me. Having been spit roasted and enjoyed it, I rather hoped each man would fuck me in turn, over and over till exhaustion set in. Blowjobs I could do with Carl, but deep penetration inside my pussy was a job for my Bulls.

A discussion about gangbangs would happen soon between Carl and me, in preparation for our cuckolding cruise. I already knew I wanted to be fucked by large groups of well-hung bulls who could take turns, but it would be a sensitive conversation, had at the right moment.

I needed to figure out how always to stay connected with Carl while one, two or a group of other men relentlessly fucked me in what should be his bed - his place. My regular reaming by superior lovers was conditional upon my husband enjoying every moment as much as I did.

As we kissed, my body surged with excitement, making me shiver. My emotional needs were being met by the husband fingering my well fucked, well cleaned pussy while he kissed me goodbye until after our fuck buddies left in the morning.

Within five minutes, my Bulls returned to their place of duty, standing side by side at the end of our bed, waiting for my husband to step aside and make way. Carl noticed them and glanced at me. I smiled and raised an eyebrow, not wishing to dismiss my beloved husband rudely, but he knew it was time for him to make himself scarce.

“Can I sit close by and maybe hold your hand?”

“I’d like that, Carl.”

“Will you look at me occasionally?”

“I’ll be enjoying the moment immensely, honey. I can’t tell you how satisfying deep penetration by a long, thick cock is, especially when the guy sliding it balls deep inside me is so damn good at fucking.”

Did I go too far?

I held my breath, praying I hadn’t pushed us over a line, but Carl grinned, entirely oblivious to the men standing patiently waiting to fuck me. We had a bubble, just my husband and I; it was filled with love and understanding, as each of us accepted who the other person was and what they needed sexually to be all they could be.

“I enjoy watching a bull make you orgasm more than I love making you orgasm, Olivia.”

“Wow!”

“Sorry… but we promised one another to be truthful.”

“We did, and I appreciate your trust. I will never betray you, Carl.”

I was pleased that my bulls said nothing about my husband’s deep, soulful confession. His bravery was immense because sheer honesty had taken hold of him. Maybe Carl opened up because of my frankness in telling him that if he wanted to suck a cock or have one fuck him, I wouldn’t mind. As I stared deeply into his eyes, I’d never felt closer to the man I loved than at that moment.

“I love you with all of my heart, Carl.”

“I know that, sweetheart.”

I nodded at my Bulls.

“I like them, but I love you.”

“I hope you enjoy Theo and the Pastor fucking you.”

“I will. For both of us.”

Carl pulled a wooden chair across from my dressing table while I spread my legs wide open to receive my first fucking from Pastor Andrew. He was a beast of a man, big and muscular, gorgeous, with a demon’s eyes burning in deep sockets, an impression that belied his affinity for the church. I saw a glint of barbarism in the religious man’s eyes and expression as his cock spread my swollen lips apart, but it didn’t bother me as long as he converted that power into sexual energy and plowed me damn hard.

While preparing to mount me, Andrew smiled affably at my husband, but I sensed he considered him a lesser man. That also didn’t bother me as long as Carl didn’t see or feel the Pastor’s demeaning attitude. I had to accept that some Bulls fucked other men’s wives to satisfy the couple. Theo was such a wonderful, understanding and decent man, but I suspected his religious fiend friend just got off on fucking other men’s wives considering the cuck to be a weaker man.

It doesn’t matter. The Pastor won’t fuck you again.

But I would like to enjoy Theo as a long-term lover when we visit Mayberry.

I’d love to watch Carl suck his cock.

With that thought in mind, I reached sideways and gripped my husband’s hand firmly. The Pastor nestled between my widely stretched legs. Theo stood behind him, gripping my ankles, spreading me even wider apart. It felt lewd and wonderful to be held in position by one bull while the other filled my cunt with his immense cock - all while my husband watched the show from the front row.

“Pound our honey pot hard, Andrew.”

“I will, Theo. Carl… watch your wife cum hard. She’ll soak this bed with my cock inside her.”

“Good.”

When Andrew’s cock slid deep inside my semen lubricated pussy, I grunted, groaned and my eyes bulged as I stared at my lover who stretched me wide. He was a detestable man, but the Pastor knew how to crush a girl’s cervix with his swollen, bulbous glans, reaching far deeper inside me than my husband ever had or could. My lover glanced sideways at Carl, grinning, not spitefully, just soaking up his moment of glory in taking a cuckold’s wife and making her squeal with joy.

My husband grinned back, getting what he needed from our kink. We were in balance. More evidence of that was clear to see when I glanced down and saw my husband wanking his average sized cock with his spare hand.

I grinned lovingly and winked.

“Good boy, Carl. Go for it!”

“You should enjoy your Bull now.”

“Thank you.”

I wrapped my spare arm around Pastor Andrew’s neck, running my fingers through his hair, staring intensely into his eyes, begging to be fucked hard. My bull instantly got the message, withdrew his cock, momentarily relieving the pressure against my cervix before slamming it balls deep back inside me.

I screamed because my deep-rooted need to be defiled was finally being met. My relaxed, well fucked hole was being filled by a new, stiff cock, preparing to unleash its fury and another thick wad of semen inside me. Being fucked over and over by one hard, long, thick cock after another isn’t for every girl, but it was my deep psychological need to have that.

It was more than a kink. It was instinct.

I glanced occasionally at Carl, not able to show much love because the Pastor, his demonic cock and possessing sexual hunger took and owned me. Andrew fucked me hard, so damn fucking hard that I screamed and cried out constantly, lost to the world, lost to my husband, aside from where my fingernails clawed into his flesh, eventually drawing blood.

My body convulsed into an immense, uncontrollable orgasm and as predicted by the Pastor, I soaked the bed, squirting unicorn pee everywhere, even pissing on my lover. In that humiliated state, my lover continued fucking me relentlessly, squelching, reaming me hard while grinning jubilantly as he took another man’s wife, fulfilling his kink.

They fucked me in turns. Theo and Andrew had no concerns about taking sloppy seconds after each other. An hour after they began fucking me, each having had three shots inside me, my Bulls looked weary, so they left me to my husband and went to get another drink and recover.

I stared at Carl, clamping my thighs tightly shut while he lay alongside me in bed. When he kissed me, I felt love and joy surge through my body again as my emotional needs were met. I’d never been fucked so hard and for such a long time and hadn’t imagined how satisfying that could be until now.

I buzzed from the combination of post orgasmic bliss and the joy of love for my husband.

“How was that, Olivia?”

“They fucked me six times in a little over one hour, honey.”

“I lost count of the number of orgasms you had.”

“Me too… it was a blur… a collage of sex that reached so deep inside me - not just their cocks. Carl, please don’t be upset, but that was the best sex I have ever had.”

“Good… I’m glad. I don’t feel humiliated, and I thoroughly enjoyed watching the entire show.”

“Did you cum?”

“Three times… on the carpet.”

“I’ll clean it later, but I am glad you wanked yourself off.”

“What next, Olivia?”

“I’ll take as much cock as they can give me, then we can sleep, pack in the morning and leave. I won’t fuck any more bulls until the cruise because I’d like to train hard and be in great shape for the guys onboard ship.”

“What about you and me?”

I smiled lovingly at my husband, slightly surprised by his question. He must be feeling mildly insecure, and it was my job to repair that.

“You can make love to or fuck me as much as you like, whenever you wish Carl.”

“I suppose my cock isn’t going to bother the Bulls anyway.”

“That’s not the point, honey.”

“I know Olivia… sorry.”

My husband kissed me again, then stared at me with mischievous eyes. His cock was hard, but he knew my Bulls wouldn’t want to fuck me if he did. It was their way. If the night of passion were over because my husband reclaimed me, I wouldn’t mind in the slightest.

“We can make love if you want to, Carl.”

“I’d rather watch the bulls fucking you.”

“Would you like to clean me up again, then… maybe have a good wank while you are down there tonguing my naughty hole.”

“You read my mind, Olivia.”

“Go for it, honey.”


Chapter Twenty-Two

◆◆◆

While my husband watched them, leant a helping hand, or just stood beside me masturbating, my Bulls rode me all night, and in every position. I was well and truly fucked, used, consumed like a sex toy that was worn out.

Theo and the Pastor took turnabout at fucking me, each enthusiastically pounding my cum filled hole harder than the last man inside me, no matter the squelching mess that dribbled out of my well fucked hole. It was a competition between the Bulls - I was both the prize and the lucky winner.

They showered occasionally because both men sweated profusely due to their intense work rate. During those downtimes, my husband and I cuddled, kissed, and he occasionally cleaned me.

It was a fantastic night of raunchy sex that ended at dawn. Pastor Andrew left our cabin with minimal ceremony or goodbyes. He’s taken all that was on offer, and knowing that I was leaving that day with my husband, his interest in me waned.

Theo stayed in a spare bedroom while we all slept until mid-morning, me lying recovering in Carl’s arms. When I woke up, my husband offered me toast and coffee in bed, which I gladly accepted. He hopped in beside me, as though it was the most natural thing to make breakfast for his wife, who had two men’s multiple semen loads swimming inside her.

Carl eyed me lovingly, so I smiled, embarrassed.

“What is it, darling?”

“Are you satisfied, Olivia?”

“Totally, honey. I feel more relaxed now than I ever have.”

“Being repeatedly fucked by two fine lovers has done that.”

“I know, but it’s not just the quality of my lovers. It’s the size of their cocks, Carl. I need to be fucked deep, honey. Is it weird for you?”

“Not at all. I like it. After fucking your bulls, you are fully relaxed with me - no tension at all.”

I rolled out of bed, and we showered together. My husband’s cock got solid when I soaped it, cupping his balls in one hand, stroking his richly lathered shaft with the other. When I rinsed the soap off, I kneeled and wrapped my lips around his cock head.

Theo knocked on the bathroom door, so I gripped Carl’s cock firmly around the base and wanked him off while answering.

“Come in.”

“Hi… sorry. I wanted to say goodbye to both of you. I’m heading out now, but I hope that if you are in town again, you’ll look me up.”

“Of course we will, Theo… but… do you have time for a proper goodbye?”

He looked mildly confused, then pointed at me and Carl, grinning broadly. He wore sweats, which wouldn’t be hard to wriggle out of, and I felt horny, so it was the least my lover could do. Theo nodded enthusiastically, as did my husband.

“Oh my… you mean… now… here?”

“Yes. Can you fuck me while I suck my husband’s cock?”

“Of course.”

“Actually, no. Could you fuck me while my husband takes my anal virginity in our bed?”

“Damn right! Double penetration, it is my girl!”

My husband’s cock throbbed and twitched in my tightly balled fist. I stared up, smiled at him, kissed his cock head, then stood and shut off the shower. We could get another one later. In the time it took for me and Carl to dry off, Theo stood in our bedroom naked, rummaging around in his medical bag for something.

“Is everything okay, Theo?”

“I have a silicone-based lubricant somewhere in here. They are great for anal sex, because they provide a longer playtime by not drying out too quickly… Ah, found it… here it is.”

He turned with a massive erection and a tube of innocuous looking lubricant that was going to ease my back passage while my husband fucked it.

“Wow!”

“Are you ready for this, Olivia?”

“God, yes... Please.”

I shivered nervously, my heart pounding like a startled gazelle while being chased by a lioness. My eyes felt like they bulged dangerously out of their sockets, my cheeks rippled uncontrollably, the muscles spasming as much as deep inside my back passage did. I stared at my husband’s average sized cock and suddenly it looked fist-sized, massive, monstrous and far too long and thick to penetrate and fuck my anus.

I panted, began getting hot and steamy, scared out of my wits, but I wanted my husband’s cock inside my back passage so badly with Theo’s cock head pressing hard against my cervix, his meaty, gnarly shaft stretching my pussy.

Oh, what a way to end our trip!

I need this so much.

Theo stood, took a fingerful of the silicone gel when he squeezed the tube, then placed one hand gently on the back of my neck, forcing me to bend until I touched my toes. I was disgracefully exposed, showing off my still red raw, gaping slit my lovers had fucked hard all night and the puckered virgin anus that was about to be defiled by my husband.

“Can you hold your wife’s cheeks wide apart, please, Carl. I need to lubricate her inside and out. Then I’ll lube your cock.”

Fucking what now?

Lube my husband’s cock?

This, I must see.

While my husband parted my ass cheeks, I studied Theo’s cock. It was rock solid and ready to slide deep inside my pussy. My husband’s cock was hard too, but it trembled excitedly, like a climber about to summit Mount Everest for the first time. I glanced up at Carl’s eyes which sparkled like a kid at Christmas, and I knew than that my anus would always be his to fuck.

My Bull fingered around my anal whorl with a lube loaded digit. He pressed hard around the ridges, tickling, exciting me, working in the lube that would minimize tearing of the sensitive tissues around my sphincter.

“Always work the lube into your wife’s anus Carl. Inside and out. She’s going to tear and bleed even on your size of cock, but without this lubricant the pain will be unbearable, and she’ll feel no pleasure.”

“Got it, Theo.”

“Watch Olivia’s face now. I’m popping my finger inside her.”

I clenched my sphincter involuntarily and shuttered my eyes to slits, holding my breath, waiting for my tiny, tight seal to be broken for the first time. Theo scooped up more lube as he squeezed the tube, then he chuckled.

“What’s funny?”

“Relax, Olivia. I have to massage inside your back passage or your husband’s cock will tear you apart.”

“I’m scared… sorry.”

“Good. That’s part of the fun.”

“Will Carl’s cock hurt me, Theo?”

“Yes, but then it will feel so damn nice inside you and once your husband’s cock slides back and forth across mine, you’ll feel ecstasy. It will get full inside you, but you’ll like that too.”

“How do you know I’ll like it?”

“Because you love being filled with cock.”

“That’s true.”

I relaxed, realizing that Theo’s semen and my sticky hormones leaked disgustingly from my pussy. I’d squeezed my anus shut so hard, a long, thick teardrop dangled from my still gaping hole. The moment my lover pierced my anus with his well lubricated finger, I gasped and almost orgasmed watching my husband use two of his fingers to gather the sticky mess that threatened to drop to the floor, before he sucked them clean.

God! What a fantastic life.

From disaster to ecstasy.

I loved having Theo finger fuck my anus while massaging in the thick silicon lube. It felt disgraceful, taboo, and yet so perfect that the pleasure of deep sexual satisfaction ripped through me. I watched my husband’s cock swaying, like it had a mind of its own, it’s tiny red eye staring at me, promising to stretch my back passage wide.

I was thrilled. This was going to be fucking great.

When Theo allowed me to stand, he sat on our bed, calmly, unashamedly beckoning Carl to come to him. My lover grinned at my husband, his palm outstretched ready to receive his cock.

“I would usually wear latex gloves before cupping and examining a man’s balls and cock buddy, but… well, we’ve shared a woman, so I guess there is little point in modesty or protection now.”

“Okay.”

My husband shivered nervously as my Bull took control, cupping his balls, then slathering silicone lubricant from the tiny eye that still stared at me at the end of his cock to the balls Theo squeezed. I shuddered, a growing orgasm deep inside me that needed two cocks to assuage it.

My lover is wanking off my husband.

No… he’s preparing his cock to fuck me.

As the doctor stroked and masturbated his cock, Carl moaned loudly, gripping Theo’s shoulder to stay upright when his knees bucked. My husband was enjoying himself, but I doubted he was having as much fun as I was watching. I reached between my legs with one hand, fingering the solid, protruding, creamy clitoris that throbbed.

Dragging my trembling, pink nub from side to side was enough to ease my sexual tension for now, but my body craved both men’s cock inside me.

“I’ll penetrate your wife balls deep when I lie down on my back and she squats down on my cock. Then, I’ll stay perfectly still inside her and we’ll kiss as though I were you.”

“What shall I do, Theo?”

“Work your cock deep inside your wife’s back passage slowly and carefully. I’ll reassure her while you focus on drilling her anus.”

“Will Olivia bleed?”

“There will be tearing around your wife’s anus, Carl, but afterwards I’ll show you how to help heal her. Once you are balls deep inside her, you’ll feel my cock pressing hard against yours. You must fuck your wife for both of us until we cum inside her.”

“Got it.”

I dribbled semen and sticky honey all over my thighs just from listening to the men discuss my impending defilement. My excitement hit a fever pitch; my entire body trembled vigorously as I stood, waiting to be instructed on what to do next.

When Theo launched himself backwards on our bed, he lay with his massive cock standing proudly like a space rocket pointing toward the stars. But it wasn’t the cock about to stretch and fill my throbbing cunt that caught my eye the most, it was the one about to drill my back passage that I stared at drooling.

I crawled onto the bed, straddling my knees on either side of Theo’s legs, gripping the base of his immense, solid shaft as I covered it with my hole. When my dripping, throbbing pussy sank down on it, my lover’s cock head parted two weary, red raw, swollen, sticky labia. I gasped, then moaned as my relaxing pussy tightened and stretched again for a lover it was fast becoming accustomed to.

Theo kissed me beautifully, more than any Bull had or usually would. He had me shimmering in his gentle, loving hands, his eyes wide and excited. I realized that with my husband’s cock doing all the work, my lover focused only on me and our threeway fun.

Theo gently rolled my solid, aching nipples between his index fingers and thumbs while kissing my neck, ears, cheeks, then lips, before he slid his tongue passionately inside my mouth. It was like an anesthesia, pain relief from a massive endorphin, dopamine, and adrenaline explosion.

While I was locked in my lover’s passionate kiss, my husband’s cock head pressed gently against my sphincter, and I moaned whoreishly into Theo’s mouth. He tweaked my nipples harder, increasing my arousal and desire to be double penetrated. I couldn’t wait to be fucked by Carl when he gently caressed my back, then held my waist gently in powerful fingers and bounced his glans into my anus, pressing harder each time, gradually opening up the tiny hole.

When my husband breached my back passage, a searing pain ripped through me, and I howled. My anus was defiled, stretched more than it should be, certainly from that side anyways. I gasped, planted my forehead on Theo’s, and stared deeply, desperately into his eyes.

My husband’s cock head was inside me and I had an inch of pleasure and pain inserted. I gasped again, staring desperately at my lover, gripping his shoulders with claws dug so deep they drew blood. I saw the rivulet of blood dribbling from my index fingernail onto his hairy chest and released pressure immediately.

“Oh god, I am so sorry, Theo.”

“I enjoy a little pain, sweetheart.”

“My husband is inside me.”

“Yes, he is.”

“How much of his cock do I have?”

“I can’t see, but my guess is maybe an inch. Four and a half left to go.”

“Fucking hell Theo, that’s a lot.”

“Isn’t it fun, though?”

My lover grinned at me, and I laughed, collapsing my head into his face. I kept as relaxed as I could, desperate not to eject my husband’s cock from its new home that was all his and would forever more be only for him to fuck.

Theo smiled at me, enjoying the show.

“Do you like having Carl’s cock inside you with mine, Olivia?”

“I love it! I love him, but I like you too.”

“I like both of you, too.”

“Can he fuck me please, Theo.”

“Of course.”

Theo smiled at my desperation, a deeply furrowed brow, wide eyes, and pleading expression. He nodded to my husband, who slowly and gently pulled my hips back while driving his forward, stretching my back passage wide open with his wonderful, beautiful, gnarly little cock. I felt immense pleasure shimmering deep inside me from the act of love my husband squeezed into me, and from the smile and care on my Bull’s face.

The fullness inside both my holes was like no sexual enjoyment I had ever had. I stared desperately at my Bull, who looked overjoyed.

“Your husband’s cock is balls deep inside your back passage. I can feel it pressing halfway along mine.”

“Wow!”

“Does he feel good inside you, Olivia?”

“Fucking amazing… both of you do… It’s incredible.”

“I am glad. You have an incredible husband.”

“Can you really feel my husband’s cock against yours?”

“Oh yes, he’s working me up to an orgasm already.”

“And?”

“I love it. This is a perfect moment for all three of us.”

“Thank you, Theo.”

I kissed my Bull as lovingly as I could, given that I didn’t actually love him. But I felt my husband’s presence deep inside me when our tongues collided in a shower of sparks. My pussy throbbed and tingled with pleasure while my heart and back passage melted, both in love and lust with the man and his cock who had taken my final virginity.

When my husband slid his cock out of my anus, there was some pain, but he never fully retracted, always leaving his glans inside me before driving his hips forward and fucking my ass again. I felt fuller than I ever had, so satisfyingly crammed with cock that I couldn’t ever imagine not being DP’d again. Inside me was a bubbling cauldron of pure ecstasy, a collage of high, overwhelming emotions, passions, love, like, lust, and a building orgasm.

Carl panted from the effort of fucking me, every stroke came harder, faster and deeper as he made my back passage his, embossing the shape of his cock inside there against the sensitive, tingling soft tissues, all the while rubbing my Bull to an orgasm. They worked me together, one providing his immense cock to fill my pussy while attending to my breasts and needs to kiss hard, then softly, then passionately again. His partner, my husband, was the main event because nothing happened inside me without his good work.

And boy, did he do good work for ten ecstatic minutes.

My husband stayed rock hard and proud for ages fucking me right up onto the edge of an immense orgasm, before pausing, letting me relax and descend from a peak before he fucked me hard again, reaming my rectum like he was drilling for oil on a sea bed. I watched my lover’s face each time my husband’s cock slid against his, joy in his face, rapture in mine.

When I came hard, that sliver of a moment when I belonged to my bull came as my body shuddered, but when I felt both my holes being filled with seed, both men owned part of me.

I liked my lover.

But I loved my husband.


Chapter Twenty-Three

◆◆◆

“You must hold still, Olivia.”

“It stings like fuck, honey.”

“Your anus will sting far worse on a long car ride home if I don’t get this cream properly applied.”

“You fucked my tiny hole hard, Carl. Very enthusiastically.”

“Wow… you were so tight. It was amazing.”

“Good. Perhaps we should have considered the wisdom of my first anal sex hours before driving home before we did it.”

My husband rubbed a second fingerful of cool healing cream into my puckered whorl, working it carefully inside me. His cock had torn me a bit down there, not as much as Theo’s much bigger tool would have, but the pain was worthwhile, because double penetration gave me a fantastic orgasm.

Carl’s cock got everyone off, filling my back passage and stimulating sensitive nerves previously unexplored. He also slid his lovely, solid shaft against my lover’s cock that was impaled deep inside my pussy as he pounded my taboo hole, eventually making both guys squirt their seed simultaneously.

Being filled by two cocks in the same general area felt amazing, but when they came together, I was on another planet, in a parallel universe, enjoying each man’s semen load as it percolated through me. I was sure the residents of Mayberry, three miles away, must have heard me howling with joy.

But now, the stinging and pain of a torn anus ached like any torn hole would. My bull was kind enough to clean things up down there and show my husband how to apply healing cream four times a day or when needed. After he left us, Carl and I kissed and cuddled on our bed, enjoying the aftermath of a night’s incredible cuckolding followed by great anal sex as part of a double penetration.

Having filled my anus and covered the ridges outside with copious cream, my husband stood up, staring at my tiny, torn sphincter that was exposed to the air, courtesy of my doggy position.

“You’re such a beautiful woman, Olivia. I mean, from every angle.”

“Is that how you see me when my bulls fuck me?”

“Yes… The pleasure in your expression lifts me to an immense high.”

“It does the same for me.”

“They say that no person can be everything to another. I think it’s true, and maybe many husbands and wives cheat because they don’t accept the logic. I feel like I have set you free to enjoy what you need.”

“I agree.”

I sighed because we were in deeply emotional territory. The trauma of my husband’s alcoholism was still fresh in both our minds, and there were things we hadn’t said. Some matters could remain buried, others not so much, but I knew that alcoholism was a fact of our lives, and keeping Carl on the wagon was not a subject to be taken lightly.

Talking is essential, Olivia, remember that.

We must communicate honestly about addiction and cuckolding.

I stared into my husband’s loving eyes, feeling like I owed him an explanation. My silence on an important matter that plagued me heaped mountains of guilt upon me. As I spoke, I wondered whether I should just glue my lips shut, accept things as they were, and enjoy our new life.

But unseen reefs will tear the bottom out of our boat.

You must be honest.

“Before I gave you an ultimatum, I considered cheating, Carl.”

“I wasn’t the man you married. I can hardly blame you for wanting to find someone new. You told me that you would when issuing the ultimatum that woke me.”

“A severe lack of intimacy adversely affected me. It wasn’t so much the act of sex that I missed; it was the chemistry of our relationship that was dying. I want to ask you something, please.”

“Anything, Olivia.”

I rolled over in our bed and slipped on my panties, wriggling my ass into them, wincing in pain as I tightened my cheeks together. The conversation about to be had was on my mind for a while, mostly evolving as we moved from one bull to another, expanding our cuckolding experience and method each time.

“Do you think your alcoholism caused our marital problems, or did a lack of intimacy predate it?”

“Are you thinking some of this was your fault, Olivia?”

“Maybe… yes, I do, honestly.”

“I don’t think it was your fault at all. Becoming an alcoholic isn’t an event, honey. I was a boozer before we married. If I couldn’t have a skinful, I wouldn’t have one drink. My habit worsened gradually, so I think as I ramped up whiskey consumption, our marriage declined by the same margin.”

“You’re taking all of the blame, Carl.”

“Owning my shit is part of healing, darling. An alcoholic needs to move on.”

“I know… but… oh, it’s nothing.”

“Go on, please, honey.”

Carl stroked my arm with the fingers from one hand, using the other to cup and lift my chin until my eyes were locked on his. He looked contrite, loving, and perfect, all the things any wife could reasonably ask of her husband. I gulped, my heart raced, and I felt a twinge of stinging pain squeezing through my temples as my blood pressure surged.

I felt deeply anxious and almost afraid.

“The thing is, Carl…”

My voice tailed off into a hoarse whisper, and I wanted to cry because my truth felt painful, deceitful, and unnecessarily cruel to say to a man who turned his life around for me. I’d bottled up my thoughts for days, but the pressure grew as I watched my husband’s miraculous transformation into an ever more incredible version of himself every time he was cucked.

He is a cuck.

This won’t surprise him.

Oh yes it fucking will.

Carl stared at me, expecting a response, smiling confidently, happy in his role as my cuckold. He had no hangups about watching me being fucked by better lovers with longer, thicker cocks, no matter how authentically and obviously I enjoyed having sex more with my bulls than I did with him.

He’s even become philosophical about the whole thing.

He said that ‘no person can be everything to another.’

It’s so fucking true in our case.

“The thing is, Olivia…?”

He nodded and stared enquiringly at me, still grinning confidently, as though I could say nothing that would upset him. We’d become closer now than ever, and cuckolding must have contributed to that. We were like best friends, lovers, or at least part-time lovers.

“You can say anything to me, Olivia.”

“I love you now, more than I ever did, honey. I don’t know if that’s because you set me free or came back from the brink of your own destruction.”

I said what was on my mind and felt an immense emotional release. Tears rolled down my cheeks because I felt distraught. My truth, a hidden disgraceful shame, was that I loved my husband more after a bull fucked and seeded me than I had the day I met him at the altar and committed my fidelity to him alone.

He reached down and held my hand gently, entwining our fingers. I glanced at him, tears still brimming in my eyes before tumbling miserably down my face. My husband handed me a tissue from a box on the nightstand. I took it in my free hand and dabbed my cheeks dry, but more tears came.

I had Andrew, Theo, and my husband’s seed swimming around inside me. Were that to be known by locals, most would revile me, even while secretly wanting to fuck me, or, in the case of women, be fucked the way I had been. I had debased myself and felt better for it, but my love for Carl should never have been in question, and now, I felt like I wasn’t sure that I wouldn’t have cheated on him if he hadn’t been an alcoholic.

“I don’t understand why you’re upset.”

“That makes me a despicable person, Carl.”

“I disagree, sweetheart. I feel the same way you do.”

“Wh-wh… what?”

I stared at my husband in utter disbelief, shocked by his reaction. It was the least anticipated response. Carl had every right to be upset with me, but at least I’d been truthful, a cornerstone of the cuckold lifestyle. Loving him more now because I was sexually satisfied by other men seemed warped, but it was true. After my bulls serviced me and Carl reclaimed me, I was relaxed, calm, and in a totally different place from when I’d been wound up tightly like a coil, sexually tense and ready to erupt.

“I love you more today than I ever have, Olivia. You are sexually empowered; I gave you that. Your pleasure is my pleasure. You never made me a cuckold, honey, you simply cleared away the social conditioning that imprisoned me in a false soul.”

“Wow.”

“I can be whomever I wish now.”

“That’s the kind of epiphany I’ve had, too, honey.”

“I love watching you reach an orgasm on the end of your lover’s cock that’s so energetic I cannot compete. It makes me want to be a better man, appreciate what I have to a greater degree, and please you more.”

I reached up, cupping his cheek, before I kissed my husband softly. He purred, more sexually aroused than I’d known him to be in years.

“Oh god, you are so attentive these days, Carl. I couldn’t ask for more.”

“Then let’s say no more about it. It’s time we drove home and settle in for a couple of weeks before our cruise. The gym beckons both of us. I need to visit the office to sign legal documents for my partnership. We must also arrange vacations with our work, or the cruise won’t happen, and I have already paid for our tickets.”

“I wanted to ask you about the cruise. Are you sure about going? We will be ramping up your cuckolding. Multiple bulls every day will fuck me, there will be a gangbang… and there won’t be a lot of time for you to fuck me.”

“I know, and for the next two weeks, you probably should be off limits to me as well.”

“I can suck your cock or wank you off every day, Carl.”

“I’d love that.”

I sucked my husband’s cock while he drove us home. At one point, on the Freeway, he pulled up next to a huge truck. The driver in his cab saw me giving Carl a blowjob and he watched the whole show until I swallowed a load. I was sure the guy had his cock out and wanked himself off and if he didn’t - more fool him.

It was a fun ride home, if a little sore.

I slept soundly that night, having sucked my husband’s cock again just before he slept. It didn’t matter to my role in our marriage how many times I wanked Carl off or gave him head, because his pleasure was my joy, but he and I knew, my sexual gratification needed a different lover to the version he could be.

In the morning, I headed for the gym. My work schedule was entirely determined by me. I didn’t even need to go to the office to book my vacation time; my company handled the process online. They loved home workers, because they could measure my performance remotely, pay me a bonus above basic accordingly, and save a bunch of money downsizing the office and turning off the lights.

I trained hard for ninety minutes, avoiding anything that required me to sit. A martial arts class arrived for their lesson. Sebstien, the teacher, held the door open to a gymnasium fitness room, appraising me while I worked out. Before going to take his class, he smiled, nodding approvingly at my strenuous efforts.

The bikes were out of bounds to me for reasons of anal injury, as was the rowing machine, but the treadmill and free weights were my favored means to get and keep fit anyway. When I finished my session, my body was exhausted, but I felt good, vibrant, and proud of my efforts. I figured that getting fitter, would help my lovers fuck me harder, for longer, in new, exciting positions while my husband watched from a comfortable chair and wanked himself off.

Sebastien, the tall, black martial arts instructor, eyed me from a distance. He’d just finished taking his class. He was a gorgeous man, built like a god, tight muscles rippling everywhere like a wild ocean. He stripped off his gi, wearing nothing but Lycra shorts underneath, and I was sure he saw me drooling over his stunning physique.

As his class disbanded, heading for the gym front door, Sebastien smiled and headed my way.

“You trained for longer today, Olivia.”

“I have new goals, Sebastien.”

“I see a change in you, a glimmer of something adventurous in your eyes. You look vibrant and more alive than I’ve seen you in months. Something happened, I know it.”

“It’s love for my husband.”

Sebastien was flirting with me. A year ago, I would have backed him off; a month ago, he would have been shortlisted as a guy I could cheat on my husband with, but now he was in a whole different category.

“You’ve been away, Olivia. I know because I never saw you around the gym, nor did I see Carl in here. He was… sorry, it’s none of my business.”

Sebastien waved casually and began turning. He’d run down a blind alley, or at least he thought that, but he hadn’t, and had he been more observant, my solid nipples rasping against a sweat-soaked T-shirt would have given me away.

“Carl was an alcoholic? I know Sebastien, but that’s in the past.”

“He kicked the booze?”

“Yes. We spent ten days at our cabin in Mayberry, and he is a changed man.”

He looked joyful, clapping his hands together for my husband and me. Sebastien was a nice guy, a great teacher, and much loved by his students. He was impressed, by Carl’s recovery no doubt, but he also eyed me like I was a juicy rib-eye steak and he needed a damn good feed.

The gym was empty. It was silent, with vague scents of hormone and sweat permeating. It was a primal, arousing environment at the best of times, but when you have a gorgeous black man capable of killing you with one punch eyeing you like he wants to fuck you, it’s a whole lot tenser.

Sebastien smiled wryly, cocking his head cutely. I thought I knew what was coming.

“How did you do it, Olivia?”

I fucking knew it.

“Do what?”

“How did you convince Carl to pack in the booze. He was in pretty deep. Everyone knows that.”

“My husband wanted to save our marriage.”

I wasn’t lying, but revealing the truth about our newly discovered lewd lifestyle, even to a man I knew well, was a considerable risk, a fucking huge one, because he comes from my town. Sebastien and I had attended the same school, knew the same friends, and often ran into each other while shopping, dining out, or watching a game at the football stadium.

Sebastien’s sparkling, lust-filled eyes undressed me, desire dripping from every pore that no longer excreted sweat, only testosterone, the raw sex inducing drug coursing through his veins. It was as though he had skinned me and saw every dark secret and truth tattooed inside my soul. I turned beetroot red and felt myself burning up as I clenched my ass cheeks tightly, even though it hurt.

I was sure my pussy trembled, but it had been fucked so hard and frequently of late, my swollen lips were numb. Sebastien wagged an accusing finger at me, and he chuckled smugly.

“You’re doing what your sister does to her husband, aren’t you, Olivia?”

My heart was in my mouth, pumping hard, forcing my lips wide open as my eyes joined them in shock. Sebastien grinned knowingly.

“What would that be?”

“Cuckolding… don’t lie to me, please. I won’t tell a soul.”

That’s what everyone says.

“Fucking hell, how do you know about Alice and her husband?”

“Because she asked me to be her bull.”

“Jesus Christ, Sebastien, have you slept with my sister?”

“Nope… I turned her down.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to be your bull, not hers.”


Chapter Twenty-Four

◆◆◆

I stared at Sébastien nervously, feeling sexually tense and in a state of somewhat disbelief. He’d caught me unawares, using a conversation that started with our friendship and evolved into something very different and sleazy.

The empty, silent gym air was thick with the scent of hormones and sweat. I knew subconsciously my body would react to Sébastien’s sexually motivating presence, especially because of our tense moment. In that lewd concoction of mostly air, a vague hint of his musky precum aroma that rubbed against his boxer briefs would hang, seeking out my nostrils and the receptors in my brain that aroused me. Even though my conscious mind couldn’t separate the various primal smells, his cock’s nectar had to be there somewhere, a sticky, translucent, delicious honey that would burn my taste buds if I sucked it from his bloated glans.

Am I giving off a slutty vibe?

Is my body saying ‘hey, hotwife here, line up to fuck me.’

I pulled seductively on my bottom lip, then stared at the floor. When I raised my head to eyeball him, I smiled cutely.

“Are you assuming that I am a hotwife and that Carl is my cuck?”

“I am.”

“Wow.”

“Sorry, Olivia. Maybe this is the wrong time and place to make an approach, but I am getting a vibe.”

“What vibe exactly?”

Says the girl leaking creamy arousal into her panties right now.

I never slid a black cock inside me.

But I fucking want one!

Sébastien gulped, clearly less sure of himself, but we were alone, so there was no reason for him to stop or for me to back away. His brow furrowed slightly, his nostrils flared wide, but that might be because he was still working through his post-class recovery period.

“You were always a beautiful woman, Olivia, but now, you are glowing and there is a different aura about you.”

“People say that about pregnant women.”

Oh god, what if he becomes my bull and I slip up with birth control?

Fuck… Carl would be permanently reminded.

Why the fuck would I even think that?

I was fastidious about taking my birth control even before cuckolding my husband. Still, it was doubly important now because my promise to Carl that he would be the father of any children I might have was one line I would never cross.

It’s a non-issue.

“You don’t look pregnant, Olivia.”

“I’m not.”

“But you are glowing, and my point about your aura remains. You seem happier than I’ve seen you in years.”

“Carl kicked the booze.”

“You said.”

“He did it all by himself.”

“Now you are lying… I know you from school. When you lie, you glance away quickly, before staring back. You just did it.”

I’d been made. Actually, Carl and I had been made because it takes two in a couple to cuckold and a third, the bull, to make it all work. I was intensely aroused and felt that our secret would be safe with Sébastien. He and my husband were friends, often training together at this very gym where I was being hit on.

I shrugged my shoulders in a so-what pose.

“Okay… what if we are a cuckolding couple?”

“Then I would say more power to you. Where can I apply to become a bull for the happy couple, please?”

“Not fucking here, that’s for sure. Our marriage is built on trust, so this discussion we are having will be repeated to my husband the moment I reach home.”

“It’s the only way to keep your marriage safe, Olivia.”

Sébastien looked gorgeous, smiling happily as though the bait he’d cast into a pond had got a nibble. He was a beautiful shade of chocolate, with skin that glistened and glowed. I would have loved to fuck him if he were white, all other factors remaining as they were, but the man asking to be my bull was black skinned which made me even more enamored towards him. I was acutely aware of the interracial taboo and had frequently fantasized in many different scenarios.

I unapologetically glanced down at Sébastien’s cock and smiled when I saw a long, thick, meaty tube wrapping around his thigh. When I gasped, leaning out sideways to see how far it had reached, Sébastien smiled proudly.

“Eleven inches and very thick.”

“Wow… nice.”

“It will fill you up, Olivia.”

“I love deep penetration. It is one of the main reasons I cuckold Carl.”

“So you are a hotwife?”

“Yes… Carl and I have adopted the lifestyle. He is always present when I take a lover; occasionally, he joins in, but he is never poorly treated by my lovers. I’m just saying that up front so we are clear. I love my husband.”

“Good… that will ensure you two are in it for the long term.”

“And you in the lifestyle, Sébastien? Are you a competent bull?”

“I am, but I only work with loving couples who have a solid relationship.”

“Where does my sister fit into that?”

“She’s not my type, neither is her cuck, but, like I said, I wanted you, not her. Sleeping with your sister, then coming onto you, would be poor form.”

“You are a bull with scruples, then?”

“I only date one cuckold couple at a time, sometimes for years.”

“And you never catch feelings for any wife?”

“Nope. That’s not what being a bull is about. I also never humiliate a cuck, and I play whatever role the couple wishes as long as I don’t get humiliated or mistreated. You and Carl are safe with me.”

“Three-way respect and consent are essentials.”

“Some hotwives and their cucks go for years without understanding that until they separate and divorce.”

If Carl had been there to permit me, I would have slid my throbbing pussy down Sébastien’s cock in a heartbeat. It would have meant that in the past five days, I would have fucked four men including my husband. Of the four bulls I had enjoyed fucking since the first, the only one that I imagined becoming a frequent partner to Carl and me was Theo.

Now Sébastien was on the scene, offering his services as a bull and I salivated from my mouth and the warm, trembling pussy nestled in a pair of damp cotton panties. It was time to move things along and get real, be honest, and not tease more than was necessary.

“I can’t commit to anything here today, Sébastien.”

“Can we all meet for a drink sometime? You, me, and your cuck?”

“Yes, but it won’t be for a few weeks yet. Carl and I have booked a cruise.”

“I see… is it a lifestyle cruise?”

“Yes.”

He smiled, and for the first time since we began talking, he eyed me lasciviously from head to toe. I enjoyed Sébastien’s attention; my entire body tingled and trembled. I wanted to fuck his long, thick cock, then feed my husband the creamy mess, but there was no way for me to do that today, tomorrow or at any point before the cruise, even if Carl agreed I could.

“Carl and I agreed that I would abstain from yesterday until the cruise. We believe it will make the ten-day vacation all the more enjoyable.”

“I’ve been on a few of those cruises… for the cuck and his wife, they get pretty fucking wild.”

“That’s what we want. It will be my first group session. I have had two bulls at once already.”

“Are you off birth control, Olivia?”

“Fuck no!”

“Sorry… I only ask because some wives go on those cruises to get pregnant when their husbands can’t get the job done. Those couples aren’t really cuckolding, they are only in it for the baby.”

“Carl will be the father of all of our babies.”

“Another good, solid cornerstone of a happy cuckold marriage. Your husband seems to be the sort of cuck that enjoys watching you being pleasured by superior lovers in ways he cannot.”

“Yes, he is.”

“That’s nothing to be ashamed of. I applaud him.”

I smiled and moved closer, staring intensely into Sébastien’s deep brown eyes. He had a mysterious, decadent look in there, part angel, part demon. I rose onto my tiptoes, making my solid nipples very evident, along with a yoga-pant-prompted camel toe between my legs that I hoped would leak enough sleazy honey for a tendril of my shame to run through his nose into his brain receptors.

“Why are you a bull, Sébastien?”

He coughed and looked away. I knew he wouldn’t lie, but the way his expression flickered with uncertainty, it was evident Sébastien was about to reveal a truth about himself that few had ever heard.

“My kink is to fuck other men’s wives, but it’s more than that. I make an awful boyfriend, and I know I’d be an even worse husband. I am too intense for any woman to stand me, and of course, the implied lifestyle of a bull who loves fucking other men’s wives guarantees I would be unfaithful to my own.”

“You could swing.”

“If I could be a loving husband and father, maybe, but I am a selfish man and I don’t wish to make any woman unhappy.”

“You’re sincere and being very honest with me. But why only play with one couple at a time?”

“I prefer it. I like to orbit around a loving partnership, observing it but never disrupting their romance or love. Also, I like to be available to fuck the wife on demand, so if we’re not planning anything, but you feel desperate, you can call me anytime and I’ll be there.”

“Nice… are you Bi, Sébastien?”

“No, but I’ll gladly fuck the cuck while he’s on all fours licking your pussy or let him suck my cock after I cum inside you.”

“That does sound Bi.”

“Call it what you want, but since I don’t fall in love with girls or guys, it doesn’t seem to matter.”

“Can a cuck take your cock size?”

“They’d have to train with plugs, as would you if you wanted me to fuck your back passage.”

“I am only doing anal with my husband. It’s another red line I won’t cross.”

“It makes sense, Olivia. It seems you guys have everything worked out.”

“We are getting there.”

Another class arrived while we talked, and I instantly clammed up, smiling shyly while staring at the floor. They were bike spinners, quickly filling the room around us so there was no way for my sleazy interlude with a prospective bull to continue. I smiled encouragingly at Sébastien because he seemed a perfect regular bull for me and my cuck, and I wanted to create some momentum.

“Shall we have dinner. The three of us?”

“You have my number, Olivia. Message me once you’re back from the cruise.”

“I will.”

I left the gym on a massive high, my self-esteem elevated. As soon as I reached home, I waved at Carl, who sat in the kitchen reading through some legal documents. I kissed him on my way through and headed for the stairs.

“Meet me in the shower, honey, you have an important task.”

“Okay!”

I sprinted upstairs, taking them in threes. At the top, I quickly stripped off, saw my shame layered in damp, sticky patches in my panties, so I kicked them away, strolled through my bedroom, and into the shower.

The shower head is an excellent masturbation tool, as well as an essential part of anyone’s cleansing ritual. I knew Carl wouldn’t be far behind me, so, using an invigorating sports shower gel and a natural sponge, I quickly bathed, especially the part of me I wanted my husband to lick.

My anus stung when I cleansed it last until water completely coated it, but by the time Carl joined me, I was clean and ready for his tongue. He arrived panting, looking anxious. I pointed down between my legs and smiled.

“You must lick me to an orgasm, Carl. I am fucking desperate.”

“What happened?”

“Fucking, Sébastien happened.”

“Whoa… did you fuck him?”

As I lifted my ass onto a marble shelf where I could sit just outside the range of the shower, I shot my husband a scolding, you know me better than that look. He was instantly contrite and started stripping off, revealing a gorgeous body, just like Sébastien’s only in white and with a smaller cock.

“No I fucking didn’t, nor would I without you being there and involved.”

“Sorry, Olivia. I shouldn’t have jumped to conclusions.”

“On your knees, please, honey, and I’ll explain what happened.”

I spread my legs wide, using my fingers to quickly rub an aching, engorged clitoris to relieve my excessive sexual tension. My thighs trembled, my pussy leaked and my body tingled all over as I watched Carl drop to his knees.

My husband’s palms spread my thighs wide apart and his lips kissed my pussy, invoking an enormous tingly trembled through my pussy, womb and across my uterine wall. I was on fire, in a state of perpetual, raging pre-orgasm, held there by the thoughts of a black god’s cock sliding deep inside me while my husband watched from inches away.

I talked constantly, describing every detail, repeating every word of my conversation with Sébastien.

I needed to be fucked hard and deep, but I had to bottle my desperation up and hold it in, because our cuckold cruise was essential and I wanted my pussy to be tight and pristine for my first bull. As I regaled my husband about what happened between Sébastien and me at the gym, he moaned, desperately sucking my pussy entrance, drawing out whatever honeyed combination still dribbled through. I thought he was trying desperately to secure the last few swimmers my lovers deposited inside me.

My clitoris was solid and ached so bad that the only thing to assuage my desperate need was my husband’s flattened tongue, and only when he dragged my creamy pink nub hard from side to side, almost crushing it.

Carl carefully clawed apart my swollen, pussy lips that were still raw from being fucked by Pastor Andrew and Theo. He licked the entire sensitive pink succulence that was laid bare, including from my stinging anal whorl, along my perineum, until his tongue tip danced on my sensitive flesh.

When he clenched his lips around my throbbing, engorged clitoris, I came hard, squirting a powerful jet of unicorn pee all over him. Carl kept sucking and licking my tiny pink nub until I completely exploded, then he used his finger to continue the motion while puckering his lips and covering my pee hole, where he sucked me dry as my orgasm took and held me in utter rapture.

I gulped hard, feeling my whole body relax as the passions inside me finally subsided. My body trembled and tingled, but the pleasure felt like a warm ocean had licked me inside and out and was now retreating.

My husband cleaned my pussy, making sure to every last ritualistic reclaiming detail that I was his again. I’d never belonged to Sébastien, but my arousal and subsequent orgasm were at least in part attributable to him and how he hit on me. I closed my eyes and saw the beauty of his muscular black body rising and falling, above and into me while I wrapped my legs around his waist, desperate to retain his cock, but even more desperate that he seed me deep inside.

I sighed while huffing and puffing, gently running my fingers through my husband’s hair, thanking him for an excellent job between my legs.

“Thank you, Carl.”

“Do you want to fuck Sébastien, sweetheart?”

“Would you like me to?”

“Yes.”

“He wants a long-term gig with us.”

“Does that suit you, Olivia?”

“Maybe… but it has to work for both of us, darling.”

“Shall we meet him over drinks or dinner?”

“Yes… after the cruise.”


Chapter Twenty-Five

◆◆◆

It was hard to run into Sébastien daily at the gym without caving in to my desire, but Carl and I had agreed that I needed to be in great shape for my lovers onboard the cruise. My husband managed preparatory bookings for drinks, lunches and dinners where we could meet my bulls in a social environment and get to know them before confirming time slots for them to fuck me.

We would also decide on whether my lovers would fuck me in our cabin or on the fuck bench situated on our balcony. Outdoor deck and balcony sex were permitted when we were out at sea, or at night when we were docked, or moored around other ships. Alternately, we could avail ourselves of any one of several fetish rooms onboard.

We have plenty of options.

And we should go with variety.

I need to be well and truly fucked hard.

Onboard, there was a glass-walled room shaped as a decagon with a stage and ten windows, one for each room with a view. In the ten private rooms spectators could watch a hotwife being fucked. I wouldn’t know which room my cuck was in, nor would I learn the identity of the men and women in the other rooms, sitting, enjoying champagne, possibly wanking or getting a blowjob from a crew member - their bonus scheme it seemed. The people watching were mostly single voyeurs, paying only to view while others played.

I was doubtful about being fucked in a separate room from my husband, but he was enthralled by the prospect.

“I’ll still be able to watch you being fucked, Olivia.”

“I don’t know about this, honey. We said you would be there every time. I always thought that meant you being in the room, in reach of my hand, so that I could hold yours. I do enjoy that squeeze and the moment when I stare into your eyes as my lover squirts his load deep inside me.”

“I will be there in a cubicle, wanking myself off in comfort and privacy.”

“While nine other guys do the same.”

“Some are girls… they too are voyeurs.”

“It says in the text below the glossy pictures that the minimum number of people on stage at any one time is three. That’s me and two bulls… are you sure about this, honey? You won’t be there… it might feel different.”

“Different how, Olivia?”

“Like, you aren’t there. The glass is one-way.”

“I’m good with it, honey. I feel secure in our love.”

“Me too.”

“Have more lovers on the stage and let go of yourself, Olivia. You’ll have been without cock for two weeks.”

“Yes… Seeing Sébastien every day is becoming a fucking chore.”

“You could suck his cock and he could lick your pussy, honey. As long as he doesn’t fuck you, the boundary you set isn’t broken.”

I actually licked my lips and frowned disgracefully, catching myself and admonishing my slutty behavior. From a starting position of me giving my cuckold husband an ultimatum only weeks ago to watch me being fucked by a lover or divorce, it was now him making all the suggestions.

The thought of sucking my first black cock was thrilling, but Sébastien was more than a passing lover. He was a long-term prospect to be my bull and take care of business in our marital bed before my husband took over to cradle me to sleep. Sébastien was a supreme athlete, with steely muscles that rippled like dark seas. He was a match for my husband in physique, but there was something deeply enticing about a man who wanted no romantic relationship with the women he serviced.

He works out perfectly for Carl and me.

And I desperately want black cock regularly.

Sébastien would be a perfect bull for my cuck and me. Carl stared at me, smiling, egging me on with his expression.

“I’d love to suck Sébastien’s cock, but what if things get out of control and we end up fucking? We’re tempting fate here, Carl. I am more aroused right now than I ever have been.”

“Do you want Sébastien cock inside you that much?”

I sighed and frowned, agonizing over my answer while my body trembled vigorously. My husband’s expression pleaded for my honesty, and because of our pact, I owed him that. My panties were soaked through, and a tiny bead of tawdry shame leaked through the sticky, saturated double-lined gusset, starting its journey along my thigh. I could smell my arousal, a faint, musky aroma flaring my nostrils that would attract every man in a packed room to sniff around me like stallions would to a broodmare in season.

“Yes… honestly, Carl, I really want to fuck Sébastien. His cock is so fucking big, and I want to see what it looks like plunging in and out of my tight hole.”

“Well… rules are there to be broken. There is still a week to go until we hit the cruise liner. That’s plenty of time for Sébastien seed to vacate you and your pussy will be tight as it is today if you continue training.”

“It’s very tight right now, Carl.”

“How do you know?”

“I slid a finger inside my hole this morning and tensed my pelvic floor. The grip was immense… oh god… I need a cock so badly!”

“Wow… I wish…”

My husband’s voice tailed off, and he smiled, looking mildly embarrassed. I cupped his chin and raised his head from where he looked down at the floor.

“If you wish to make love to me, we can do it right now, and I don’t mean in my anus. You can fuck my tight pussy if you’d like, Carl. It belongs to you.”

My cuck puckered his lips, whistling a deep exhale, cringing at the thought of what he was about to say.

“I’d rather watch Sébastien’s big black cock stretching your tight pussy wide, Olivia. The idea of your pink seal stretching around his gnarly black shaft appeals to me.”

“I can’t fuck him at the gym, honey. Too public.”

“Invite Sébastien here, now, tonight.”

I instantly became a hormonal mess, manifesting every possible physical arousal. My pussy trembled, my womb throbbed for an exciting lover’s big black cock to slide deep inside me. An intense all-over feeling of lust and sleaze surged through me, adding to the excitement from watching the joyful expression on my cucks’ face.

This joy, this elevated sexual emotion, was why I wanted to cuckold Carl so much. He looked at me in awe, his love was deeply intensified, and when I stared down, I saw he had an erection. I nodded at it.

“Would you like me to take care of that before Sébastien arrives here?”

“Nope… I’ll watch him fuck you and wank myself off, thank you.”

“Will you call him then, Carl?”

“Me?”

“Yes, please. Call my bull and ask him to come here now and fuck me. Tell Sébastien I need him and his big black cock for service.”

“Right… okay.”

Carl looked stunned, not entirely unlike a startled rabbit caught in a car’s headlights at dawn. His eyes flickered to my phone, then to me, so I smiled encouragingly. Having my cuck invite a bull to come to our home and fuck me in our marital bed was an immense thrill for me, but, from the fire that my suggestion had lit in his eyes, it was doubly so for my husband.

“Are you sure it’s okay for me to call Sébastien, Olivia?”

“Yes… I insist that you do. Put the call on speaker so I can hear you both.”

“Right then… okay.”

My cuck trembled from head to toe, his hands reaching uncertainly for my phone. His cheeks rippled uncontrollably, and he frowned lasciviously and desperately, as the emotions of a man inviting another man to fuck his wife overcame him. I reached out, placed my hand on my husband’s, and stepped into his embrace, kissing him softly, lovingly, before staring intensely into his eyes.

“If you would prefer me to call Sébastien, I shall.”

“No… I want to do this. I am just surprised, is all.”

“Surprised, why darling?”

“I don’t know why I am so keen to invite Sébastien to come and fuck you.”

“It’s because you are an authentic cuckold, and it’s time to be comfortable with that. You want me to have great sex with superior lovers while preserving my lovemaking for us. A better lover is not a better man, or husband, they just have longer, thicker cocks and know how to please a girl with them better than you can.”

“I know… I just… never thought this would be me.”

“I never thought this could be us, Carl.”

“Let me call Sébastien before I cum in my boxer briefs just thinking about it.”

The call Sébastien received would have registered with my name on his screen since Carl made it from my phone. When my prospective Bull answered, he sounded eager and excited to speak with me.

“Hi Olivia.”

“Sorry, buddy, it’s me. My wife can’t get to the phone right now, so she instructed me to call you instead.”

“Hi Carl… how are you doing?”

“Very well…”

My husband’s voice tailed off, and he bit his bottom lip to stop it from trembling. He glanced at me, cleared his throat, smiled, and nodded as though convincing himself to finish what he’d started. I studied my cuck’s face, noticing his extreme pleasure in the moment with a very mild tinge of humiliation in his expression, and what I can only describe overall as the cuckold’s dilemma.

Carl was in his sexual element, deeply aroused. He seemed to be in a state of constant satisfaction from talking about his role in our marriage as a loving and loved cuckold husband as he was when fucking me or watching another man take that pleasure.

My cuck licked his dry lips and inhaled deeply.

“Can you drop by our home, please, Sébastien?”

“Okay. Can you give me a clue as to why, buddy?”

“I need your help.”

“What with?”

“Olivia… she feels horny, and I can’t fill her pussy, or satisfy her sexually. My cock is far smaller than yours, can you-”

“I’ll be there in half an hour, my friend.”

“Thank you, Sébastien.”

“Thank you for calling and trusting me, buddy. Let’s all three of us have a great evening.”

“Awesome.”

When my husband set my phone back down, he stared at me, his eyes ablaze with passion. Carl was on an immense high, emotionally and chemically. I’d never seen him looking happier, fueled by the same hormones that surged through me when a bull’s cock slid balls deep inside me, stretching my pussy wide and deep.

I felt happy for my cuck and excited about the evening ahead. I kissed Carl again, wrapping my arms around his neck, enjoying the wild ecstasy going on in his face. The cuckold dilemma, our general conversation about how it fit into our sex life, and the run-up to an actual sexual event were all foreplay, and I understood that better now, having watched my husband call my bull to ask him to service me.

“You look excited, Carl.”

“It’s almost as if we are already making love… like foreplay.”

“We are using Sébastien as a sex toy to stimulate both of us. I can’t wait to suck and fuck my first black cock.”

“I can’t wait to watch him cum inside you.”

“You’ll have an excellent view of the action, honey. I want your face underneath my creamy cunny hole while Sébastien fucks it long and hard. Then, when I milk every drop of his seed, I’ll sit up and feed it to you.”

“Jesus, Olivia.”

“What’s wrong, darling?”

My cuck glanced down, his cheeks turning a speckled crimson.

“I just messed in my underwear.”

“Good.”

“It makes no difference to you.”

“No, it doesn’t affect my pleasure at all, but you had fun, and there is plenty of time for your wood to stiffen again before my lover fucks me.”

“I’ll wank myself off all evening.”

“You can’t while I straddle you in a 69, and I’d prefer you wear clean underwear while you watch the show. You can wank to your heart’s content while cleaning my messy hole after Sébastien had finished desecrating it.”

“Thank you, Olivia.”

“For what, honey?”

“For making me feel like a real cuck without discarding me.”

I cupped my husband’s cheek in my palm with tears welling in my eyes. Carl was highly emotional, as I was, but within him burned a ferocious desire, deep where the light and dark parts of his soul united as one. In that moment, my cuck was whole, a whole, true, honest man who was no less weak for his desire to watch his wife being pleasured by other men.

“I would sooner discard all cuckolding plans now and forever than lose you, Carl.”

“We are true soulmates, aren’t we?”

“We want the same things.”

“You’d better shower, darling. Sébastien won’t be long.”

“I hope he is… and thick too.”

“You know what I meant.”

I showered alone while Carl lit scented candles in our bedroom. It took ten minutes for me to dry my hair and tie it into a ponytail that my lover could play with, tug hard, using it to haul my pussy onto his cock. In my mind, the pleasure and needs of two men wrestled for primacy, my bull and the cuck, but that dilemma was solved quickly when I realized that my cucks’ needs were met simultaneously with mine.

I am going to fuck Sébastien hard.

Then have my husband fuck me later before we sleep… sloppy seconds is a real thing with him.

When Sébastien arrived, my husband escorted him into our bedroom. I was already naked, and noticed my lover was freshly showered when he kissed me, and I smelled a fragrant shower gel from his glistening, rich skin. His dark eyes traced the lines around my body, from the toes on one foot, along my calves, up my thighs until they rested on my hair free pussy that glistened.

He got no further, squinting for a good look at my leaking slit.

Sébastien’s eyes were locked on his prize. Without disengaging his gaze, he shrugged off his clothes, handing them politely to my cuck, thanking him respectfully for folding and placing them on a chair. When I saw the length and girth of my lover’s cock in real life, I gasped and squinted.

Sébastien’s cock was bigger than Andrew and Theo’s. I panted, trying to control my emotions. I would be pounded hard, stretched wide and filled by an immense cock, so large it must be twice the size of my husband’s.

“Oh my. I’m going to get filled with a huge black cock.”

“Many times over, Olivia. I can’t tell you how happy I am that your cuck called me.”

“My husband wanted to make the call, summoning you for service.”

Sébastien turned and smiled at Carl.

“Will you be cleaning your wife’s pussy after I cum inside her, Carl?”

My husband gulped, his eyes bloated excitedly, his face a contorted, orgasmic mess. I was glad he would change his underwear while I sucked my lover’s cock because I wanted no distractions from my lover pounding me from behind.

“Yes… is that agreeable with you, Sébastien?”

“You two are in charge of this evening, so yeah… I have no problem with you licking your wife’s pussy and eating her creampie after I’m done.”

“Thank you.”

“If you want to suck my cock, feel free, but you aren’t obliged to.”

I saw the temptation of sucking a man’s cock written on my husband’s face. Sébastien made the offer with such a friendly expression and tone of voice that there was no way to misinterpret his intention. It was a pleasant gesture between a bull and his lover’s cuck. I let the sexually charged moment play out, staring in a state of disbelief, hoping the men would continue being so understanding of each other’s needs.

Please say yes, Carl.

I want to see you sucking Sébastien’s cock.

“I’m not quite there yet, Sébastien, but it has been on my mind for a while.”

“If you change your mind buddy, and Olivia agrees, I have no objections or hang-ups about a guy felatting my cock before or after I fuck his wife.”

“Thank you… I’ll let you know.”

“Shall we begin?”


Chapter Twenty-Six

◆◆◆

I liked my bull’s respectful, yet firm treatment of my husband. I felt as though Carl was handing me over to be pleasured by Sébastien, stirring a naughty revelation inside me. My mind buzzed while my womb tingled, glowing warmly deep inside as though preparing to receive a thick wad of hot, sticky semen. My pussy ached to be filled, stretched wide, fucked hard, and molded to a new lover’s cock shape while my swollen, sticky labia trembled, desperate to be parted by a thick, long, black cock.

I stared at Sébastien, my vision blurring from the intoxication of lust, my senses overloaded, my heart thumping so hard it ached. Muscles twitched involuntarily as adrenaline flooded them, a result of the heavy aroma of my leaking cunt and a thick coating of precum on my lover’s glans.

Sébastien’s cock looked noble and magnificent. It stood proudly, pointing at me, rock hard, perfectly circumcised with a sharp rim demarcating its bulging pink-brown glans from a darker, vein-strewn shaft. My lover stared at me with lust exploding in his eyes while cupping the top of my husband’s head in one palm and gently forcing him to his knees.

My bull was transforming, his muscles flexing, his demeanor darkening. He was becoming a man who enjoyed pleasuring other men’s wives.

I watched in awe as both men played their roles in my pleasure perfectly. One was a much-loved cuckold who temporarily gifted me to a better sexual companion so he could watch me being fucked, the other a much-desired supreme lover with an immense cock that would easily fill my pussy. I wanted no condoms because Sébastien must plant his seed inside my throbbing pussy and satisfy me.

Carl eyed Sébastien’s cock warily from inches away. I let him study the thick, long black cock that was about to stretch my married pussy wide for a minute, maybe longer. My husband’s pleasure was important; his proximity to the site of my defilement was essential if he were to enjoy the full range of emotions a cuckold needs for his kink’s satisfaction.

I joined my husband on the floor, kneeling before my bull, kissing the end of his cock, licking the tiny red slit that leaked salty precum. Sébastien’s musky flavored, burning, translucent, sticky cream spread rapidly on my lips, then across the tip of my tongue, snagging every taste bud and jumping between them like a prairie fire consuming miles of long, dry grass. My lover’s cock aroma invaded my nostrils, tracking down nerves, sensors, and synapses in my brain, activating the primal woman deep inside me, who longed for the prime Alpha man to fuck and have me.

This is how Carl, Sébastien, and I were hardwired, and nobody would deny us our private pleasure.

When I wrapped my lips around Sébastien’s cock head, gripping the base of his shaft tightly in one fist, I used my free hand to find one of my husband’s and hold it, entwining our fingers, clenching until my knuckles whitened.

I love you, Carl.

But I need Sébastien right now.

Carl alone held me above a sleazy chasm where, if I fell, my lover might own me forever. I was perched on a psychological ridge, conflicted between my feminine needs for a lover who could satisfy me sexually and a man with whom I could build a nest.

No one person can be everything to someone else.

Carl and I both need Sébastien.

I slurped and sucked Sébastien’s cock noisily, for the benefit of both men and so that my body would rise in excitement and anticipation for the shaft I devoured. Inside my pussy my black lover’s cock would stretch me wide and deep, pressing his tiny red eye against my soft, sensitive cervix, as though knocking on the door to my fertility.

I drove my lips along Sébastien’s long, thick shaft, taking his glans so deep inside my throat, I thought I might get stuck with a lover’s cock head lodged in my windpipe. My bull moaned with such wild abandon, his primal growl took my soul, leaving my only link to Carl the tips of my fingers and a small, sober place in my heart that would always be his.

I bobbed my head up and down Sébastien’s gnarly shaft, enjoying the sleazy, slutty, roller coaster emotions of cuckolding my husband. The cock invading my body would soon blast my reproductive organs full of potent seed, the only thing preventing the moment of insemination, a daily pill I took religiously.

Sébastien had one hand pressing down on top of my head, the other on my husband’s, and, from the corner of my eye while I devoured my lover’s cock in sleazy paradise, I noticed Carl shuffling closer.

When my lover pulled his cock out of my throat, I gasped for air, retched, and drooled a long trail of saliva from my bottom lip to the floor. I coughed, stared up at my lover’s face to judge his mood. Sébastien was almost cumming, his cock jerking wildly, his breath panting, his eyes wild. I sucked the tip, taking the excess precum that leaked involuntarily, but without triggering my lover to a full orgasm.

When I glanced sideways, I saw the most loving, wonderous expression etched on my husband’s face. Sébastien backed off, working hard to regain his composure, leaving me with Carl, both still submissively on our knees. We kissed, a cuckold’s delightful sharing moment when my husband got to understand how intensely I felt. While our tongues entwined, I took my husband’s hand and drew it between my legs, showing him how aroused I was.

His eyes rolled drunkenly in his head. My husband was lost to all notions of sexual inhibition. He was being his authentic self.

“I’m sticky and leaking like a faulty faucet, honey.”

“Because of Sébastien?”

“And because I am watching you, watching me.”

“I feel so turned on, Olivia.”

“I know. Taste my sticky fingers and imagine those juices will ease my lover’s cock inside my most private and sensual place.”

I moaned disgracefully, spreading my knees wider as my husband fingered my creamy, dripping slit before massaging my solid, trembling clitoris while I stared at my lover, who smiled back at me. Carl dipped a finger inside my throbbing hole, and I gripped it tightly. He looked surprised, and I grinned happily.

“Imagine what inside that hole will do to Sébastien’s cock.”

“I won’t have to picture it in my mind, Olivia. I will be so close that I can see everything.”

“You’ll smell and hear it too. I’ll be filled.”

“And after Sébastien is done with my wife, I’ll taste.”

“Oh god, yes… I’ll feed you every drop darling.”

I almost orgasmed when my husband stopped fingering my sticky hole. He raised his hands, stared at his glistening, thickly coated, sticky fingers as though he gazed at his favorite meal. When he sniffed my aroma, my womb lit up and tingled, reaching ever closer to an explosive orgasm. Carl licked, then sucked each finger carefully, making sure not to leave a streak, dribble, bubble, or drop of my shame behind, while my journey towards an orgasm began.

“Lie on the bed, facing the ceiling with your head at the end, Carl. It’s time for my first big black cock to fill my pussy up and cum inside.”

“And my cuckolding will be complete.”

“Yes, honey. You have the best seat in the house to watch from.”

While my husband crawled onto our bed, I watched Sébastien, who looked like a thoroughbred stallion about to unleash himself on a broodmare. Carl made himself comfortable in a prime viewing position, while my lover prepared to fuck me hard. I stood up and gazed at the cauldrons of fire lit in his eyes. He pulled me closer, my palms pressing hard against his hairy, thudding chest, and he kissed me deeply, more passionately than any man ever had, taking what he wanted while giving me what I needed.

Sébastien’s cock pressed hard into my pussy, spreading the wet, sticky lips apart, almost catching the edge of my throbbing hole, not quite enough to slide right in, a total tease that elicited my slutty whimpering. We kissed again in a baptism of fire, smoldering lips and electric tongue, exploring each other. My lover’s glistening, rich, brown skin contrasted beautifully with my snow white, both silken, complementing each other.

We were alive, on fire, and trembling from a sexual overload. My lover glanced at my husband and grinned.

This time, when Sébastien took his kiss, his tongue invaded me. My fingernails raked the taut muscles on his back, activating a primal caveman. He growled like a wakening bear, stretching his entire body until he grew a couple of inches, tensing everything so that his muscles rippled as his sexual power was unleashed.

Sébastien gripped me around the waist, lifted and spun me, like I was a toy, flying through midair. He caught me and forced me onto my marital bed, where I spread my knees wide, planting one on each side of my husband’s head.

I arched my back, pointed my dripping slit high, and lay submissively on my husband’s solid cock, my cheek enjoying the feeling of his hardness.

While Carl was still wriggling around for the best view, my bull slid his bloated glans up and down my creamy furrow, catching a solid, trembling clitoris with its ridge on the downstroke, nestling the entire helmet in my hole when he reached the top.

“Let me know when you have a great view, Carl.”

Oh god, thank you, Sébastien.

My husband must see me being taken.

It’s his kink… mine too.

Cuckolding my husband was a power dynamic that left me feeling empowered, in charge of my sexual pleasure, and able to enjoy it however I wished. My orgasm and sexual needs were far more complex than my husband’s, and I was lucky he appreciated that, incorporating my freedom to reach the same pleasure level he did. The taboo of fucking a black man conjured up fantasies I could not and would not ever share with another human, especially not my husband, purely because they were precisely that - private fantasies.

“I’m ready and I have a great view, Sébastien.”

“Prepare to watch Olivia orgasm.”

“I love it!”

Fuck! So do I.

I spread my knees wider until my husband’s hot breath breezed against my soaking wet pussy lips. He was an inch, maybe less, away from my throbbing hole, the very same spot that Sébastien pressed his glans against, teasing open my tiny, pink, tight seal. I shuddered in pre-orgasmic bliss as pleasure wreaked joyous havoc through me. My mind belonged to my lover, my heart to my husband, but both were utterly ruled by the pussy between my legs that quivered frantically, desperate to be fucked, filled, and creampied.

Sébastien firmly gripped my waist on both sides, then took me, owned me, and slid his immense, black cock balls deep inside me. The entire experience of him taking me and the emotional high I reached was different from my husband and other lovers. I felt an extreme desire in this bull’s cock that reverberated inside me, reshaping my soft tissue walls, stretching me wide to impregnate me. It was also evident in his tone, as well as the animal quality of his moans, grunts, growls, and snarls, which expressed his desire to take what belonged to another man.

Sébastien was always polite to my cuck, but his dual nature had taken over, and the bull’s prerogative was taken - his need to possess me in front of my husband was absolute. I felt my lover’s true nature exposed as he pounded my slick, widely stretched hole with the most enormous cock to take me yet. His black balls slid across my husband’s forehead before they slapped resoundingly against my thighs and nestled momentarily over his eyes as my lover’s glans squeezed my aching cervix.

Sébastien lasted well, fucked me hard, and I squirted explosively, my body shuddering uncontrollably. He gripped me with claw-like fingers, rhythmically driving his hips forward, sending his cock deep inside my orgasming hole on every stroke. My bladder and glands burst joyously like a bloated reservoir, combining to drench my husband with a deluge of unicorn pee he tried desperately to devour even as it squirted out powerfully between Sébastien’s cock and my married pussy.

I had multiple, immense, intense orgasms that seemed without end. Sébastien got me over the climactic ridge that promised so much joy, then he kept sending and holding me there. My entire body shuddered as I cried out, mumbling incoherently while my brain fogged with ecstasy and sexual intoxication took me.

I screamed from somewhere so deep inside me, I was shocked, unrestrained, unleashed at last, my authentic sexual being controlling every aspect of me. When my bull drove his cock hard, deep inside my throbbing, squelching hole and stayed there, I knew he was squirting his seed deep inside me.

Oh god, please make him cum hard.

Make this magnificent man fill my pussy with his seed.

Sébastien’s cock twitched and jerked inside me, slamming hard into my soft tissues. Although I couldn’t feel his actual semen splashing against my cervix, the heat deep inside me confirmed it was. I was owned by my lover for that momentary sliver in time when my sexuality rose and screamed my truth above all other facets of my conscious mind.

I slumped exhaustedly, my head turned sideways, my cheeks pressing against my husband’s soaking, sticky boxer shorts. His cock softened, and I was glad.

“We all came together, Carl.”

“As it should be.”

“Are you ready to dine, honey?”

“Yes, please.”


Chapter Twenty-Seven

◆◆◆

“How was Sébastien, darling?”

I stared at my husband, unsure of how I should describe my finest ever night of lovemaking, sex, or whatever I should call it. Sébastien had fucked me hard until my cervix, pussy lips, and the sheath inside were raw. He squirted at least six loads deep inside me while Carl watched in awe, not remotely worried that he’d been supplanted.

“I’ll never forget Sébastien, Carl. I feel his semen inside my womb now, it’s like he owned me for a while.”

“Is that because he is black, or…”

“No. I love his skin color, but he was such a fantastic lover. I could see in his fiery, molten eyes that only my sexual satisfaction mattered to him. He wanted to creampie me, but not until I was ready for him to finish off. It’s like he knew when I was about to orgasm, and he understood how to keep me on the crest of that pleasure wave.”

“Good.”

“Sébastien is fucking amazing, sweetheart.”

“I’m glad you and he bumped into each other at the gym.”

“Are you sure, Carl… I mean, do you really want this level of honesty after I fuck a bull?”

“Yes, darling. If you aren’t getting from Sébastien and other lovers what you need sexually speaking, my sacrifice is meaningless and your efforts are wasteful.”

“I can’t believe how supportive you are of me… of this… umm…”

“Cuckolding?”

“Yes. This lifestyle is so exhilarating.”

“I’m glad we are meeting Sébastien later on at the club.”

“This must be my last time, though, Carl. I want to be tight and desperate for cock for the cruise.”

“You will be. I need the therapy of Sébastien fucking you one more time, too. I want to watch you creaming his thick, black cock before he squirts a load inside you.”

“I’ll be in a swing, on a stage, honey… watched by an audience.”

“That’s your choice, OIivia.”

“Yes, I know… but…”

I stared at him with mixed feelings of sleazy desire and concern for my beloved and our marriage. I could stop cuckolding my husband if he asked me to, but coming down from the sexual highs I’d enjoyed with other men might be as tough for me as kicking alcohol had been for him.

“But, Olivia?”

“Are you sure it’s okay. We’ll be out in public… You being a cuck will become known, and people will talk… they always do.”

“Freedom Club is the right place for me to be who I am, Olivia.”

“I know.”

“I’d rather not reach the end of my life with regrets as much as I’d rather not deny my authentic self the enjoyment I deserve.”

“You’re an honest, natural cuck, honey. I mean that in a respectful sense.”

“I know.”

I rolled out of bed naked. A dribble of Sébastien’s semen leaked out of my well fucked hole, zig-zagging down my right thigh until it slowed, then stopped. I stared down at the massive bead of glistening white cum, remembering how my first black lover had crammed so many loads of his deep inside me. My husband had cleaned up, but I was still full because my lover’s cock had fed his seed so deep inside me, I would leak for days.

Going to Freedom Club on Cuckold’s night was Sébastien’s idea. He suggested it to Carl first, then to me when my husband agreed it was a good idea. We would meet other cuckoldresses, hotwives, and their cuck husbands, as well as prime bulls that we could chat to as prospective future lovers for me. My husband was more comfortable with the idea than I was. I worried that someone might insult him, not understanding his kink, but Carl didn’t care. He was a big, strong man, gorgeous, with an excellent physique, and he could handle anyone, using words or violence, as they chose.

He was also a natural cuckold. A man who wanted to watch me fuck lovers that I chose without feeling he needed to hide from his authenticity. My husband didn’t want to select lovers for me, crossing us into hotwife territory because there was a part of him that expressly enjoyed my empowerment and sexual liberation from the holy and legal bonds of our matrimony. Some men love a wife who performs as their private porn star while she achieves deeper sexual satisfaction from a lover than her husband can provide.

My husband waved a finger casually in the air, grinning happily.

“Always remember, Olivia. Nobody can be everything to another person. Do not feel ashamed for me.”

“I don’t… I fear someone will pass a nasty comment and you will spark them out.”

“That depends, honey.”

“On what?”

“Whether they insulted you or me. If anyone offends you… I won’t be restrained.”

“I know. That frightens me.”

He leaped out of bed, ripped a couple of tissues from a box on my nightstand, and crouched down, wiping up the mess another man had made inside my pussy before it reached the crook of my knee. He grinned up at me, tossed the sticky, semen loaded tissues into a trash can, and stood up, taking my hand to lead me to the shower.

Under a warm monsoon, I kneeled on the marble floor, my knees spread wide apart, Sébastien’s cum dribbling from my still gaping wide hole. I sucked my husband’s cock, enjoying how easily his average length and girth fit down my throat. Carl was so much easier to deal with and satisfy than my black lover, whose cock was a real challenge to deep throat.

I gripped the base of my husband’s shaft, squeezing tightly in a closed fist, sucking his precum-coated glans while jerking him off into my mouth. Carl’s knees vibrated as he rose to a climax, almost giving way at the knees, but he tensed, moaning, bracing both hands against the tiled sides of the shower, holding on for grim life.

I worked my husband’s cock well, driving my lips up and down his stiff shaft, wanking Carl off with one hand while fingering the pussy my lover had fucked with the other. When I came hard, thinking about Sébastien making love to me, my husband squirted his load down my throat, groaning in deep satisfaction.

When I stared up with Carl’s semen coating my tongue, I showed it to him and smiled before swallowing.

“What were you thinking about while I sucked your cock, Carl?”

“I saw Sébastien fucking you… What about you?”

“Same. I was thinking about Sébastien.”

“Good. I am glad, Olivia. Have you noticed that since you started taking lovers, we never quarrel about anything?”

I hadn’t considered that, but it was true. Sure, the first day I cucked my husband with my ex-fiance, we’d argued, but after that, our married life seemed to spin like clockwork gears, ticking smoothly and keeping time perfectly. I felt more in love with Carl than I had at any point in our marriage, mainly because the lack of sexual satisfaction issue that had secretly plagued our relationship was solved.

I could give my husband the sex he needed without him caring how quickly he came, or whether I did or not. He had exclusive rights to fucking my back passage, something that pleased him immensely. My orgasm was the responsibility of my lovers and me, not Carl. I could choose who I fucked, when, and in what position my lover took me as long as my husband agreed to be cucked, which he did every time.

“That’s true. We haven’t quarreled at all… our relationship is…”

“Stronger, better, more honest, and a heck of a lot more sexually satisfied, Olivia.”

“Yes, it is. You aren’t under pressure to please me.”

“Which feels good to me.”

“Me too, Carl.”

In the early days, while my husband kicked his alcohol habit, my cuckolding of him seemed to have purpose. Once we returned home, awaiting the cruise that would kick off a new direction of our kink, namely gangbangs and many lovers fucking and sharing me in a short period, I worried that the lifestyle had become more about me than Carl.

Clearly, it wasn’t the case. My husband thoroughly enjoyed watching Sébastien rail me.

My husband helped me dress for the Freedom Club. I wore my cuckoldress gold anklet, a knee-length little black dress that hugged my figure tightly. As I stared into the full-length mirror, checking myself over, my husband rested his chin on my shoulder and smiled.

“Sébastien’s a lucky man.”

“I’m a lucky wife and slut. He is a fantastic lover.”

“Which makes me lucky, too, Olivia. You look more beautiful than ever. You work hard to look great for your lovers, benefiting both of us.”

“I worry about pleasing my bulls.”

“You’ve had no problem so far.”

“I’m worried about the gangbang on our cuck cruise. There will be so many cocks to service, and I want each to drain their load inside me. I don’t want any guy leaving after fucking me, feeling he didn’t get what he needed.”

“That’s not going to happen.”

We arrived at Freedom Club around 8 pm. The bar was half full, groups of Hotwifes and Cuckoldresses with their cucks and bulls talking, like any group of friends might. Out back there were hotel-style rooms where cucks could go with their wives and watch them being fucked, or not, as their individual kink determined.

One girl stood at the bar, her lover bending her over the wooden counter, fucking her from behind while her cuck kneeled beside, watching from close up. Those revelers who watched the trio copulating did so admiringly, either getting off on the hotwife’s show, the bull’s enjoyment, or the cucks’ delight when the man fucking his wife creampied deep inside her.

Like a naughty slut, the hotwife waited after her lover finished nutting inside her, staying in position until her cuck husband shuffled around on his knees, lining himself up to dine on her creamy hole.

On the stage, there was a sex swing, all leather, stainless steel, webbing straps, and mesh. It was configured for the slut, namely me, to sit in rather than lie down on. My heels would slip into padded cuffs that would be secured, and straps attached to them would spread my knees wide apart, opening up my hole for my lover to enjoy.

We would have a sex swing in our cabin on the cruise liner for my husband to assemble, then for me to sit comfortably in while my lovers lined up outside to plow and creampie me. As I stared at the fuck swing that would soon be my sexual paradise, glistening under spotlights, swaying slightly from a breeze made by the air conditioner, I shivered excitedly.

Two hands reached around me from behind, their palms clutching my stomach.

“You’re still full of my semen.”

“Hi Sébastien.”

“You came, darling. I am so pleased.”

“I said we would. This will be my last playtime before the cuck cruise, so fuck me hard, please.”

“I know. Are you nervous?”

“I’ve never been fucked in front of a room full of strangers before.”

“It’s such fun, especially with a like-minded crowd.”

Two guys carried a leather sofa onto the stage, making sure my cuck would get a great view from where he sat without obscuring the crowd. Freedom Club had strict rules on cuckolding; they went for classic style, where cucks were not permitted to approach their wives or lovers once the games began.

There was to be no interference or interaction between me and my cuck while Sébastien fucked me. The reason given was that many hotwives, cuckoldresses, and cucks got off on watching the husbands rather than their slutty wives and bulls.

“It’s time for our performance, Olivia?”

“Did you take a stamina pill, honey?”

“Oh yes. I will fuck you over and over, here and back at your home.”

“I want it so badly, Sébastien. I want your cock inside me so much.”

I cringed disgracefully, my entire body tingling and trembling with sexual tension, every muscle spasming from adrenaline spikes that made me feel a heightened sense of self.

“After the cruise is out of the way, you and Carl should visit here on Alpha’s night, Olivia. The Alphas are the finest lovers and bulls among the Freedom Club membership. They will all love to fuck you, here, at your home, anywhere you want.”

“We’ll come and join the fun. I need more bulls. Ideally, I’d like four, maybe five every week.”

Spectators were beginning to congregate around the stage. Men glanced at me like I was a sexual goddess, some wanting to fuck me, others, cucks like my husband, wanted to watch me being fucked by my bull, or watch their fellow cuck while I was appropriately serviced, as I deserved to be.

Two women, fellow cuckoldresses, strolled over, smiling politely. They grinned affably at my husband, each offering him their hand. Carl glanced at me, slightly confused, until one of the women took his hand and pulled him toward the cucks couch on stage.

“Come with us, Carl. We will sit beside you while Sébastien satisfies your wife. If you have questions, we’ll try to answer them, but no touching us, okay?”

“No problem.”

“Do you usually wank yourself off while watching bulls fuck your wife?”

“I do sometimes, but I’d rather not while there are so many spectators.”

“That’s fine, honey. If you need to bolt for the bathrooms, please just leave and do what needs to be done; otherwise, just do it while sitting beside us.”

“Okay.”

I shivered with excitement again, enjoying how the women treated my husband, cleaving him away from me, a temporary separation to our marriage while my bull took over my husband’s duties. Sébastien planted soft kisses across my shoulders, then on my neck, while he unzipped my dress, peeling it away from my taut muscles and silken smooth skin that glistened under the spotlights.

The crowd admired me, positively salivating, watching a slutty wife undressed by her bull lover while her husband watched the tawdry scene standing no more than five meters away. Carl’s eyes were wide, his stare intense, excited, the cuckold dilemma writ large in a lascivious, kinky expression that only I truly understood. He licked his parched lips, his nostrils flared, possibly from the heady aroma of sex already leaking in the room from multiple pussies and cocks.

Sébastien unhooked my bra, allowed it to fall to the floor, and he kneaded my breasts, while I reached around, fumbling with his jeans.

“Get your big, black cock out for me, Sébastien. I want my husband to see how deep you’ll fill me. He desperately wants to enjoy my satisfaction at your hands.”

“Carl is a wonderful husband and a perfect cuck.”

“Yes, he is… I am lucky to have such understanding in my marriage.”

“Do you need me, Olivia?”

“Fuck yes!”

My lover undressed, then crouched and thumbed down my sticky, honey-scented panties. The staining in the double-lined cotton gusset wasn’t mine alone; Sébastien’s semen leaked in there along with my fresh arousal. By now, his potent swimmers would be inside my womb, exploring the uterine wall that shimmered with pre-orgasmic delight, hunting through my fallopian tubes and ovaries, seeking the egg that they wanted to spark with life, but that was utterly denied because it was the exclusive preserve of my husband.

Sébastien turned me around, kissing me passionately, his giant cock pressing deep past my swollen, sticky pussy lips. The crowd applauded lightly and politely, some watching me, others, like me, watching my husband, who smiled proudly as he observed his wife being taken by another man.

We were separated far enough for Carl not to matter to me, while staying close enough to get the full cuck effect.

My lover led me to the sex swing, where two other bulls smiled, welcoming me with a kiss on my cheek before they helped me climb into my suspended ride. I was surprised by the comfort as I settled in, my ass cheeks cupped perfectly by a wide, mesh band, another supporting my lower back, a third my shoulders, and all pulled tight by webbing straps that spread my knees wide apart in a perfect seated position for fucking.

I was soaking wet, and a teardrop of Sébastien’s semen drooled from my pussy. One of the women escorting my husband saw it and she darted in, sliding to her knees between my legs, much to my utter shock. As I felt my lover’s semen start to fall, the woman used a forefinger and thumb to spread my swollen lips and hole wide apart. Then, for the first time in my life, another woman sealed her lips around my gaping, well fucked hole and she sucked hard, vacuuming out every drop of mine and Sébastien’s lewd, creamy dessert.

I came slightly, my entire body trembling vigorously as I moaned loudly, still shocked by the fact that another woman was going down on me. She plowed my creamy furrow with a flattened, expert tongue, licking me clean, sucking softly on my clitoris, enough to edge me close to a full, explosive climax.

Then she was gone, back to my husband. I glanced over at him and saw he’d caved in. Carl’s cock was out, clamped tightly in a fist. One woman encouraged him to watch me and masturbate, while the other held a wad of tissues to collect his semen once he was done.

Carl smiled at me in what I could only assume was a profound expression of deep respect and consent.

He enjoyed watching her lick my pussy.

I fucking loved it too.

I gulped when I glanced at Sébastien. The searing, intense desire he had for me far exceeded that of my husband, rocket-fueling my self-esteem. His cock throbbed, like the veins pulsed in tune with his heartbeat, as blood pumped along the shaft about to fill me. As he stepped closer, I wanted him, only him in that moment, although I frequently glanced at my cuck, making sure he was okay.

Sébastien kissed me like it was our first time, his lips and tongue pleading to take mine, to take me and have me for his own. It was all part of the cuckolding theater, an opportunity for all three actors to enjoy an alter-ego, and mine was fulfilled as my lover’s tongue probed my mouth and his cock slid deep inside my wanton, sticky, well-lubricated pussy.

The crowd gasped and cheered approvingly as a long, thick, gnarly black cock slid balls deep inside my trembling, sticky hole. I tossed back my head, crying out as my body was filled with Sébastien’s meat, my pussy shaping itself around him like a loving sheath welcoming its favorite visitor home.

My husband stared at me, his face asking, no, pleading with me to describe how I felt, but I was so overwrought by the pleasured sensations ripping through me that all I could manage was a deeply profound expression.

No way could you make me feel like this, darling.

He nodded, and I assumed he understood. For a moment, my husband wanked furiously, then his legs tensed and he cried out so loudly that the crowd turned and watched him. The woman holding tissues for him covered Carl’s cock head and egged him on to squirt his load, collecting it harmlessly before she wiped his glans and tossed the soiled paper in a trash can.

My husband was done, and the women had given him a new cuckolding experience, but my fucking was only just beginning.

Sébastien fucked me gently at first, gripping my knees with his cupped palms, rocking me back and forth, sliding my quivering pussy on and off his cock. His rhythm was perfect; his cock stroke reached deep inside me while stretching my pussy wide. The crowd watched agog, every one of them understanding the emotional, physical, and sexual situations playing out, for me, my bull, and my beloved cuck. We were defiling the bonds of matrimony, sticking a finger up to ordered society, much the same way as Sébastien stuck his cock up and deep inside me.

The woman who had licked my pussy, left my husband’s side, kneeled behind me, and prised open my ass cheeks with clawing talons, licking my anal whorl. I glanced at my husband, who nodded, pleased I was embracing a new aspect of cuckolding and expanding our sexual journey. The woman flattened her tongue, bobbing her head back and forth in time with Sébastien’s stroke deep inside me, licking my anus.

Her tongue tickled me and delighted my anus, adding a great deal of value to Sébastien’s great work inside my orgasming pussy. I came hard, he fucked me harder, relentlessly pursuing my happiness and satisfaction in a way a stranger who cannot love anyone must to get their fix.

Sébastien’s eyes were on fire, and I watched steam pumping from his ears as he pumped me full of big, veiny, black cock. The woman’s tongue slipped inside my back passage, and she licked the soft tissue walls there, electrifying my entire body. My lover’s hips rammed back and forth as he held me still, doing all the work so the woman rimming my anus could enjoy her moment around my taboo hole.

Sébastien grunted like an animal when his cum face contorted like a storm had arrived on his face. He stared desperately at me and, for a fleeting moment, I knew my lover wanted me, my whole womanhood, everything I was or could give to any man.

But I couldn’t reciprocate, because the man I loved sat five meters away, enjoying watching me being fucked.

Sébastien’s cock jerked powerfully as he squirted another load of semen deep inside me. His eyes told me how profoundly he felt the moment, but for me, it was just an aspect of my life that he could satisfy better than my husband could. I came hard too, clenching my pussy walls tightly around my lover’s thick, long, black cock, milking every drop of his seed.

My body tensed up, tightening my ass cheeks, but the woman rimming my anal whorl gripped tighter, clawing my tiny sphincter wide open, determined to lick inside me as my lover shot his load.

My orgasm felt incredible, lasted for ages, even after Sébastien withdrew his cock that was lathered thickly with my cream. The other woman sat beside my husband, joined us on stage, kneeling in front of me. She glanced briefly up at me, wearing a this is happening expression, before she bowed forward and began slurping up the mess Sébastien deposited inside my gaping, well fucked hole.

I came again, this time squirting and squelching my unicorn pee mixed with Sébastien’s seed into a woman’s open mouth. My anus tingled so pleasurably on the end of an expert tongue that I wanted my husband to fuck it, but tonight was for bulls and not cucks.

I dangled in the swing with two women pleasuring me, understanding a new facet of my sexuality. My husband had another erection and sat alone on cuck’s couch, his cock firmly gripped, masturbating with the most joyous expression fluttering across his face.

I shouted across the divide.

“Are you okay, cucky?”

“This is an amazing life, Olivia.”

“We’re still in the early phases of our lifestyle, honey.”

“I know. I love it and I love you.”

“I love you too, Carl.”


Chapter Twenty-Eight

◆◆◆

When my husband and I boarded the luxurious cuckold cruise liner, Sébastien was a pleasant but distant memory of a great fucking I immensely enjoyed. My husband also thoroughly enjoyed watching me fuck my first black bull, especially given that the men were also great friends.

We all agreed that Sébastien would become a semi-permanent fixture in our sex lives, a regular big cock, a prize black bull to fuck me hard, penetrating me deep, and stretching my pussy wide. It had become very evident to me that I was a ‘size queen’ in need of deep penetration from an energetic and enthusiastic lover who was new to my bed.

That concept of lovers being keen to bed me, thereby satisfying their and my needs, frequently occupied my mind. I resolved to rotate my stable of bulls through me carefully, so none became bored or overfamiliar. They were all essential assets in my husband’s and my cuckold adventure, never to be overused or worn out, always to be treated with respect, and satisfied after they fucked me.

Carl and I negotiated a draft legal agreement in the presence of our lawyers. It facilitates my sexual freedom and my husband’s rights as a cuck, something many others would call a disgraceful infidelity. In broad terms, our contract allowed me to fuck bulls of my choosing, with or without my husband’s consent, but only if I invited him to watch me doing them.

It suited me, and it suited my husband. To some extent, Carl wanted to be removed from the decision-making process because he preferred to watch me enjoy a high degree of autonomy in the choice of how, when, where, and with whom to cuckold him.

We were stretching our cuckold muscles, pressing against boundaries, and finding our feet.

Once a bull was accepted into my service, my husband could register a protest based on poor or unacceptable behavior, and we would review the situation together. I was to remain on birth control, but, in the unlikely event of an unintended pregnancy despite my diligence, my husband agreed to raise any child I bore with a lover as his own.

That clause led to a discussion about our fertility, to which my husband volunteered that, if we tried every possible way for him to get me pregnant and he failed, we would resort to using a bull to inseminate me. I offered to give my husband a no-contest divorce should I be incapable of conceiving, but he wouldn’t hear of it, so our lawyer moved on, striking my proposed clause from our agreement.

Coincidentally, to the insemination issue, a small glossy brochure was handed to me as we boarded our cuckold cruise. It was an advertisement for a highly sensitive and very exclusive, much smaller cruise for couples with insemination issues. A dozen pages of bull profiles with photographs were provided as a teaser for baby daddies to whom cuckold husbands, and their hotwives, could turn for help.

Being inseminated by a bull was such a deep matter of taboo, I felt aroused as I sat in our cabin, leafing through the brochure, admiring the men who offered their semen. My husband nodded toward me as he stepped away from the closet where our porter stowed luggage.

“What are you reading there, Olivia?”

“It’s a baby daddy service for infertile couples.”

“To mitigate infertile cucks, you mean?”

“Well… yes. I guess it happens to some couples. I am just browsing, is all.”

“I hope that isn’t us in a few years.”

“It won’t be, Carl. I am certain of it.”

“But if it is…”

I shot my husband a stern look, and he stopped talking immediately. His absolute and exclusive right to impregnate me was set in tablets of stone. Perhaps I should have discarded the brochure instantly, but I found the subject fascinating and wanted to understand it better.

Stop being so damn curious, Olivia.

Keep everything on an even keel.

I tossed the brochure in a trash can, wiping my hands of it, and I smiled at my husband.

“We will cross that bridge when we come to it, Carl. Move on now, please, sweetheart. I don’t want you to be morose.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t spoil your fun, Olivia.”

“It’s not about my fun. I am more concerned about your happiness. If you can’t make me pregnant, we will try IVF, then adopt.”

“I said you could use another guy if all else fails, and I think you should keep that in mind.”

“Which I don’t want to do, now, please drop it.”

My cucks’ mental, emotional, and physical health was as much my concern as it was his. My cuckolding of Carl was a great motivator for him to do better in life, stay off the booze, work harder, and be more attentive towards me. All of that would be selfish if I didn’t reciprocate, ensuring his exceptional quality of life.

I made sure my cuckold was always content, feeling loved, sexually satisfied, by my hand, mouth, or inside my back passage, which was becoming wider, easier to fuck, and less damaged every time Carl used it. Anal sex became increasingly more enjoyable for me, too, but to orgasm, I had to reach down between my legs and strum my throbbing clitoris while my husband vigorously fucked my tight back passage.

We established a daily routine that ensured my husband’s sexual needs were met. His morning wood was usually drained down my throat in under ten minutes. In the early evening after work, Carl got a quick handjob, and then, at night, he gave me head, making me cum hard before fucking my anus and emptying his load inside me.

We had no use for cock-cages or long periods of denial, although we agreed, per his suggestion, that I was totally off-limits to him during the cruise.

Once the porter left our cabin, I saw my husband’s cock tenting his pants, and I pointed at it.

“Are you sure about sticking with your abstinence commitment, honey? I can take care of that small problem in a few minutes with one hand. You can cum on the plastic wall and clean it off with tissues.”

“Nope… thank you, Olivia. I want to experience what denial feels like.”

“If you change your mind, just say so.”

“I will.”

“It’s essential, Carl. Both our sexual and emotional needs must be fully met. Neither of us should harbor ill feelings, unwarranted jealousy, or unsatisfied sexual urges.”

“I’m sorry… I take everything you say on board, Olivia, but I am fine.”

“Good.”

One thing that we discussed constantly while drafting legal terms and conditions for our cuckolding activities was the communication, honesty, and safety measures that would ensure our sexual kinks did not derail our marriage. Consensual non-monogamy might be easy for some, but although it was essential for us, we never took the matter lightly or approached it arrogantly.

My husband explained how he felt about sharing me with other men to Gemma, a female lawyer of all people. He told her that he understood my higher-than-average sexual appetite and that my physical needs were too voracious for him to satisfy entirely. We could either accept that capability gap as a fact of our marriage, and I would spend my whole life never being entirely sexually satisfied, or he could step aside and allow a more proficient lover to fuck me.

Gemma told my husband he was courageous, that he must be confident in his manhood, and that she was sure his sacrifice would help ensure we enjoyed a long, happy marriage. As we discussed the contract, I felt oddly proud, albeit somewhat sleazy, especially during the exchange between my husband and the young, pretty female lawyer.

The fact was, we hadn’t quarreled about anything for weeks. My sexual satisfaction at the hands of my bulls seemed to calm me, regulate my hormones and allow my husband and me to enjoy every other aspect of marital harmony without stress.

My husband kneeled before me. He palmed my legs, spreading them wide apart, bowing gently between, inhaling deeply. I clamped my knees shut and slapped his cheek playfully.

“That’s not for you, sweetheart.”

“I am sure Gemma wanted to fuck you, Olivia.”

“Our lawyer?”

“Yup. She had the look of a cat on the prowl.”

“I doubt that… in any case… I don’t fuck gir…”

My voice tailed off as my husband’s mockingly doubtful expression deflated my attempted lie. I was in denial about fucking girls since the night Sébastien pounded me in a sex swing at Freedom Club. Two women had joined in, one rimming my anus so beautifully, I thought of her often. The second woman did the honors after my lover creampied me, extracting copious sticky bull semen from my fluttering, gaping wide, well fucked hole.

I glanced away from my husband, feeling ashamed that I never pushed my lesbian lovers aside when they dove in to help defile me. Even if the moment had been a thousand times less arousing, I would still have wanted them to take me.

I must have a lesbian side.

Maybe all women do to a greater or lesser extent.

Those two women turned my soul inside out with their tongues, exposing to Sébastien, my husband, and a room full of fetishists my hidden truth. I wanted to make love to a woman, maybe many women, meaning I was sexually evolving, perhaps even to the point of fucking couples while still cuckolding my husband.

How the fuck do I tell my husband that?

I can’t. It’s too selfish.

“I enjoyed watching the women going down on you while Sébastien fucked you, Olivia.”

“I know… but…”

“Gemma is our lawyer. It’s a conflict of interest. I get it. What I am saying is… if you want to take female lovers and cuckold me that way too, I’d love to watch.”

“Okay. I will bear it in mind.”

“Please don’t ask me for consent.”

“I’ll try not to.”

I couldn’t tell Carl that I wanted the same thing, nor could I expand on the idea, mentioning that I would wish to cuckold him by being a unicorn to a couple. It was too soon, too much for us to address right now, and, although he was still firmly off the wagon and firing on all cylinders at work, enjoying being a cuck, it felt like a step too far.

“Maybe one day, Carl. Let’s get into a good, regular cuck rhythm first. After this cruise, maybe we can talk again. A lot of guys will fuck me in the coming days, and this will be our first gangbang event.”

“I doubt it will be your last.”

“I hope not. Did you bring my plug?”

“Yes.”

I’d purchased a small, perspex, see-through butt plug with a large C printed on its base. Before my gangbang started, my husband would insert the slight, squat, tapered dildo inside my back passage, staking his claim to ensure no other men would fuck me in that hole. It was as important that my pussy wasn’t sullied by my husband as it was for my butthole to be shunned by my bulls.

Carl held up my transparent butt plug, grinning.

“Good boy.”

“Your gangbang is tomorrow, Olivia.”

“Yes.”

“Your first lover should be ready soon and waiting for us in the Velvet Tabernacle. What a name for a bar.”

“It’s more than a bar. The Velvet Tabernacle is a religion, honey… a cuckold’s ritualistic heaven recreated on a cruise liner. We were lucky to get tickets on our first night.”

My eyes lit up and I smiled. My first bull, Emilio, was an Italian Stallion in frequent demand by wives on the cruise. My husband snagged him for me as a great way to start our sleazy vacation. He would fuck me before dinner, after which a speed dating Bull event would allow my husband and me to meet a dozen potential suitors for the days ahead.

I would dine with my cuck husband while my bull’s seed percolated through my reproductive organs. It felt perfect to both of us. I stood up, checked my little black dress in the full-length mirror, smoothed a few errant hairs, and smiled at Carl.

“Are you ready to leave, Carl?”

“Yes… You smell ready, too, sweetheart.”

“You’re so naughty. I can’t help being aroused.”

“Our sex life is better than before we started this lifestyle, Olivia. You were going through the motions with me, even before I became addicted to alcohol.”

“I know… I am sorry. I need deep penetration from a long, thick cock, darling.”

“You weren’t getting enough cock or sexual energy from me.”

“Oh dear… I sound like such an awful slut, Carl.”

“No, you don’t. Why should you compromise on your sexual fulfilment? Your needs and mine are aligned.”

“Shall we go and meet Emilio before I soak through these panties? I have eight inches of cock to fuck.”

“Yes, let’s.”

There were many fetish bars and casual venues on the cruise line, including dungeons, orgy suites, gangbang rooms, a pee bar, and places for private and public spanking for those cuckold couples with added Femdom aspects to their lifestyle. Our first visit was to the Velvet Tabernacle. It was a bar for cuckolds and their wives, where numerous furniture, benches, and other features allowed cuckoldresses and hotwives to be pleasured while their cucks watched, some restrained, others free to roam.

On entering the Velvet Tabernacle, a shiver of lust wriggled up my spine. It was a lush, sacrilegious sanctum deep in the ship’s bowels devoted to cuckoldry, ritual exhibitionism, and erotic power exchange. It was not a swingers’ club. It was a church of cuck humiliation, hotwife defilement, bull satisfaction and transformation, drenched in atmosphere, ceremony, and intent.

A large sign above the double door entranceway set our scene perfectly.

Velvet Tabernacle - Where marriage vows are broken reverently, hotwives are serviced until they plead for mercy, and a cuckold’s pleasure is their punishment delivered with grace by a bull.

Inside, the air was thick with the scent of jasmine-laced candle smoke, sexually induced sweat, fresh leather, and luxurious French perfume. The lighting was dimmed and intimate, cast from blood-red lanterns shaped like chalices, hanging as offerings from the ceiling.

The floors were dark, oiled wood, scuffed by stilettos and kneeling cucks. The room’s sound was muffled, as if the walls absorbed the shame of infidelity with veneration. A low throb of ambient music complemented the pleasured joy of women already being fucked by their bulls, some groaning, others moaning, a few screaming as they reached an orgasm their cuck was incapable of extracting from them.

My heartbeat drummed quickly, and my chest rose and fell heavily to a chorus of moaning, the sound and vibe of which cocooned me like a confessional veil.

The Tabernacle was arranged unlike any bar I had ever seen. It was a cathedral repurposed for ritual debauched sin. It had several chambers leading off from the main reception room, each designed for a particular stage or variety of the cuckold experience.

I checked a legend on the wall.

We were using The Nave, where I would meet and be fucked by my lover. It was a place of regular and ritual bull fucking and cuckoldry, perfect for the short engagement my husband managed to book with Emilio. I quickly noted the other rooms off the main lounge. There was an Altar Room, a Gallery of Obedience, and Private Cuck Rooms. A Reliquary was described as a Sex Aid Sanctum, and there was also an Aphrodite Bar, a place for girls to fuck girls while their cucks watched.

All of the rooms available were tempting, and I wanted to read about them, but my husband linked his arm through mine and pointed to the Nave.

“We shouldn’t be late for your lover, Olivia. I am sure Emilio must be waiting.”

“No, of course not… sorry.”

The Nave was a fetishist’s public bar and viewing lounge where non-participants could roam freely, spectate, but not touch or speak to cuckoldresses, their lovers, or cucks unless invited. Deep purple velvet-covered booths in the shadows curved around like confessionals with a fuck bed instead of a table running down the center. The bull would stand at one end, and watchers, including the wife’s cuck, sat around the bench seats, observing while she was fucked.

I saw a few wives already being fucked in booths, their cucks wide-eyed, holding their beloved’s hand, staring deeply and lovingly into her eyes while another man satisfied her sexual appetite.

There were also one-way mirrored booths, like tiny prison cells, where submissive husbands sat and watched their wives flirt, tease, or be serviced outside. I bypassed those and headed for the gorgeous Italian lover who stood beside an empty booth, waving pleasantly at me.

While holding my husband’s hand, I wrapped my free arm around my lover’s neck and stared deeply into his eyes. Our kiss didn’t begin with mouths. In his burning eyes, I saw an unquenchable passion for me, like lightning on a warm tropical night that reached down to lick the ocean.

Our kiss was a moment of great import, starting with his breath baking my cheeks as hot as the sun, warming my lips. The air between us shifted, subtly electric as the lounge, its ritualistic character, and the prospect of Emilio and me fucking each other while my husband watched absorbed us.

Emilio paused for long enough to allow me to reconsider, but I was too highly and sexually charged to resist his stunning physique and the eight-inch solid cock I knew lay somewhere inside his pants. I tilted my head just slightly, stared into his eyes, and pulled on my bottom lip, unspoken permissions for him to assume control of my sexual and emotional needs, dismissing my cuck politely.

My lover leaned closer, not with hunger, but with intention, like someone approaching sacred ground barefoot.

When our lips met, it wasn’t a soft collision. It was precise, not rushed or gentle, just an honest and sleazy promise of my deep satisfaction conveyed by a lover who wanted me intensely. I squeezed my husband’s fingers more tightly as Emilio’s tongue reached inside my mouth and touched mine, activating something primal deep inside me. My reaction to stepping away from my marriage was written in muscle memory, locked away in the darkest recesses of my kinky soul long before our cuckolding had ever begun.

Emilio’s tongue explored my mouth, to dominate, not me, but my cuck. My lover took what was my husband’s property, slowly at first, then deeper and more determinedly, offering me a pleasure beyond mouths with a deep sexual meaning. His hand cupped my jaw like he was afraid I might change my mind and vanish. To allay that fear, my fingers slowly curled around the back of my lover’s neck, not to pull him in, but to anchor myself in the moment.

While I clung to our kiss, everything else in The Nave blurred into a kaleidoscope, including my husband, aside from the scant finger grip he clung to more desperately than I did. The room, the noise, even my thoughts were all for Emilio.

When our lips parted, I gasped and stared deeply into his eyes, knowing this lover was different from any other who had fucked me. He wouldn’t damage my marriage, but he was a true passionate lover, not just a fuck boy. This was the closest I would get to making love outside my marriage, where my emotions were engaged in the man about to slide his cock deep inside my sticky, trembling hole.

“You are precisely as advertised, Emilio.”

“I won’t let you down.”

“I know. I have been looking forward to this moment.”

“Forgive me… I must ask, Olivia… it is in the rules.”

“Go ahead, darling.”

“May I come inside you?”

“Oh yes. Yes, you may, my dear, sweet lover.”


Chapter Twenty-Nine

◆◆◆

Emilio smiled and nodded towards the booth.

“We have a booth with a bed on which I can make love to you, Olivia.”

“I need you to fuck me very hard.”

“We have half an hour, then I must leave you.”

“There is no time for pleasantries, then. Please, Emilio, just fuck me hard.”

“And what about your husband?”

“My cuck will watch us, maybe hold my hand, but he won’t interfere. I am yours.”

“Good. I don’t care what happens after I am done with you, but I dislike a cuck who whines, joins in, or tries to stop our fun.”

“Carl understands his role in our playtime, and he won’t do any of those things. He is stronger than that.”

Emilio began undressing slowly, dropping his clothes onto the wooden floor, quickening my heart rate, causing blood pressure already surging through my temples to rush, almost explode. My eyes bulged, and my entire body tingled excitedly. My new Italian boyfriend was an extraordinary bull. Not as well-built as my husband, but he looked far more athletic than a bodybuilder. He was epically proportioned and very ripped.

My husband slid quietly and calmly into the curved booth bench seat, wearing a desperate, sleazy expression, suggesting he wanted Emilio to fuck me more than I did. I watched my cuck enjoying the moments when I ceased being his and became another man’s lover. It was a sliver of dark taboo we both reveled in, conflicting emotions dancing in the flames of our love, first together, then separately.

Our gaze was locked in a fond, sexually charged farewell. My husband’s wide, fiery eyes and broad, cuckold infused smile wished me well, consenting to my nonmonogamy and my desperate need to be fucked deep and stretched wide. I undressed, sliding down a simple zip on my back, slipped out of my dress, and peeled off my sodden, soiled, fragrant panties, which I handed to my husband as a trophy for him to smell and taste while my lover fucked me.

I watched as he scrunched my soiled underwear tightly in a fist, raised them slowly to his lips and nose, then closed his eyes, inhaling. My husband’s smile told me he had gone to his happy place. I figured if he changed his mind about abstinence, Carl could wrap my soiled underwear around his cock to wank himself off until he squirted his load on the floor or shot harmlessly into a wad of scrunched-up tissues.

When my husband opened his eyes, his tongue licking the stains on my gusset, I stared one last time deeply and lovingly into them, grinning appreciatively at him.

“I belong to Emilio now, Carl.”

“I know, sweetheart. I felt you leaving me for a short sojourn, and I am glad. You’ll be centered and relaxed after your bull cums inside you.”

“I will, and I am so proud of you that we can do this.”

“Me too.”

Emilio was utterly and stunningly naked, his cock throbbing and twitching wildly, pointing at my throbbing pussy. His shaft looked veiny, beautiful, long enough to reach deep inside me, and thick enough to stretch the soft tissue walls of my pussy wide. He stepped into the booth, shuffling around to where he should be at the end of the fuck bed, when a woman joined us, sliding into the seat opposite my husband wordlessly. She smiled sheepishly at me, then licked her lips as she stared at every inch of my flesh from my eyes to my pussy where her gaze paused, and she panted longingly.

“I know the rules.”

“Then please join us.”

“Thank you.”

She glanced at Emilio’s cock, then back at my pussy, grinning effusively. She was a spectator and entitled to watch. As I climbed aboard the bed, which was a narrow, cushioned platform long enough to support half my body, I wriggled until comfortable, dribbling a few teardrops of my sticky shame, like a squirt of pungent, sexy perfume. I glanced sideways at my husband and saw the very real cuckold dilemma rippling through his face, as raw and bare as it ever had been. He wanted me to remain his while another man fucked his seed into me.

My husband’s nostrils flared and his eyes bloated with feverish excitement. His grin was ambiguous, partly embarrassed but mostly joyful for the freedom being a cuck gave him. I nodded to a knee, the cap of which he cupped and squeezed lovingly before gently spreading my leg wide.

I stared at the woman on the other side of the booth and smiled politely.

“Would you mind helping us?”

“I’d love to.”

The woman spread my other knee wide, opening my legs for my lover to eye the juicy, tight furrow he was about to plow. My feminine aroma wafted around the booth, catching everyone in its lusty grip, including me. I momentarily felt lightheaded, intoxicated with my mind buzzing from the lewd position I lay in and from the feeling of my lover’s cock head nestling between two fleshy, swollen petals that hadn’t been spread apart for a week.

My cunt was tight. The Kegel exercises I religiously did twice daily meant my hole would be tighter than ever and ready to squeeze back to milk my lover’s cock when he fucked me. Emilio stared down, eying my wanton, throbbing hole, before he glanced at my husband and grinned, not spitefully, but to ensure it was clear who mastered me now.

Emilio’s eyes were like cauldrons of passionate heat and light as they seared brightly when he slid his cock deep inside my pussy. As his shaft squeezed, stretched, and surged forward inside my body, I gasped, reaching out a hand to my husband, and another to the woman, while staring at my lover. Both assistants, who gladly took my hand, interlocked our fingers and squeezed tightly.

My lover trembled all over, grinned excitedly, his bottom lip quivering as he stared at me, surprised, with a cute, lust-filled smile.

“Wow… Olivia, you have a very tight pussy. I feel you milking my cock already.”

“Fuck me hard, my lover.”

“I will… You can be sure.”

My lover watched me intently as his cock stretched me wide, its head pressing slowly deeper inside, until we were conjoined, my swollen mons crushed his hair-free pubic bone. His hot skin on my hot, sticky skin felt wonderful as Emilio ground his cock deep inside my body, trying to combine our DNA. When his cock was balls deep inside me, throbbing gently in time with his pulse, my lover smiled in a way that shared a secret between us. I was his, he was mine, but it was a temporary love born of a deep, indescribable lust, a sparkle, not a flame.

Emilio knew how to fuck a girl, using long, slow, luxurious strokes that forced my pussy lips to kiss his cock head every time he almost entirely withdrew it. My pink, tight seal was reluctant to release his thick, meaty shaft, and my body craved him to fill me again when I was empty. On the slow, metronomic inward stroke of his gnarly shaft, I gasped, my pussy aflame, stretching wildly, trembling, and tingling in pre-orgasmic joy as I squeezed back, crushing his cock.

Something was missing. In my position, I couldn’t grind my clitoris hard off my lover’s pubic bone. My hands were occupied, so I couldn’t rub one out. Emilio, being the consummate and experienced lover that he was, recognized my dilemma, and he nodded at the girl.

“I’ll spread her knees wide apart. You finger Olivia’s clitoris while her cuck plays with her nipples. We need to work together. She’s got so much pent-up sexual energy to expend, the woman is off the fucking scale.”

Yes… Yes, I am. Please give it to me… Fuck!

He knows me so well.

Better than my husband does.

I gasped, but didn’t complain when the woman joined in. I needed her and Carl’s help to ascend; my body was charged and powered up by The Nave’s scent, sights, sounds, and heady sense of forbidden lust. Others gathered at a discrete distance, some wanking their cocks, all of them watching me being fucked while my cuck rolled each nipple between a forefinger and thumb.

The girl knew how to rub one out, on herself and me. She dragged my sticky, creamy clitoris from side to side, crushing it hard after a few strokes, driving my pink nub in a circle, sending shivers of utter joy along my nerve cluster into the pussy my lover fucked hard.

When the girl paused and licked her fingers while grinning at me, Emilio slid his cock balls deep inside me. I gasped noisily, my face close to revealing the orgasm building inside me like a volcanic eruption. I stared desperately at the woman.

“Feed me your pussy and help my bull fuck me, please.”

“Are you sure? I have oversized labia, and I am deeply turned on. I will be very hot and sticky down there.”

“Please… help me.”

“I am a squirter too.”

“Do it… Baptize me.”

I glanced quickly at my cuck, spurred on by his enthusiastic glare. Carl was on the edge of a precipice, a husband without a wife, a cuck living his dream. I was as wanton as I ever had been in my life. Emilio grinned, fucking me harder and deeper while the woman carefully mounted the bed, placing a knee on the nearside beside my head, cocking her leg over me as though mounting a bicycle. When she squatted over me, sitting erect, wiggling her knees, facing the man fucking me, I saw a hairy pussy, shaven slightly in a furrow between and along enormous, pouting, glistening lips, which smiled at me.

I love her bush with a cleanly shaven slit.

The tips of her pubic hair glistened from drops of sticky hormones that had leaked, a sign of the woman’s aforementioned deep arousal. Her aroma was heady, instantly addictive, as was the succulent pink hole I saw occasionally as she moved.

By the time the woman settled, I knew the lesbian part of me was finally unleashed. My cunt was full of thick, hard cock, and the biggest, sweetest pussy lips I could wish for filled my mouth as my new girlfriend sat lower, feeding me. My body trembled vigorously as someone, I think my husband, thumbed my clitoris from side to side.

I cupped my lover’s ass cheeks in talon-like fingers, clawing her wide open while I nuzzled her anus with my nose, poking my tongue deep inside her creamy, tight hole. It was my baptism into another world, and I welcomed it like a penitent whore crawling across hot stone with semen dribbling from a well fucked hole. Her feminine scent was sweet, earthy, and womanly, and her pubic hair was soaked in sex, as were her swollen lips that filled my mouth with slick, honeyed nectar that clogged my nostrils until nothing else except her and Emilio existed in my world.

My body stopped being mine. I was a conduit now, for Emilio and her pleasure, and for my joyous, ecstatic obliteration.

Emilio drove his stiff, long, thick cock deeper inside me with every rhythmic stroke, spreading my knees wide apart, pressing them roughly with both powerful palms. His breath became ragged as he labored hard for my pleasure, working harder for me than my husband ever had. My lover’s balls slapped against the top of my sticky thighs where they joined my ass cheeks, making obscene sounds that echoed through the booth like lewd percussion.

I could feel my lover’s rhythm matched by the woman above me as her hips rocked back and forth with every thrust of Emilio’s cock. She moaned and writhed, grinding her labia down against my lips and tongue like I was the altar and she the offering.

My husband worked my clitoris like he was tuning a delicate instrument, his strokes timed with every cock thrust deep inside me. He’d taken over masturbation duties from the woman and was doing an excellent job while she fed me her dripping wet, oversized cunt. Only one breast was being tweaked now, but the pressure was still pulling me up higher and higher towards a climax, the harder my husband rolled it and wanked me.

Suddenly, my husband, a sweet, obedient cuck, leaned in and sucked my nipple like a starving man, his other hand buried between my legs, wanking my solid, throbbing clitoris in frantic, ecstatic circles. I worried Emilion might be upset, but my Italian lover was too busy filling my hole and making me his.

I tongued the woman’s succulent pussy hole, puckering my lips, sucking gently, extracting my first-ever moist, sweet, honeyed load from deep inside her. My tongue tingled, my taste buds seared, alive with the joy of lesbianism. Above me, the woman groaned, low and guttural like a growl of deep satisfaction. Her fingers grasped her thick, fleshy, immense pussy lips as she spread them wide across my mouth, pressing her clitoris hard against my chin while I sucked her hole dry.

Her pussy leaked dribbles of our lust and shame down my cheeks. I moaned into her cunt, my tongue circling inside her as I harvested every drop of precious, sweet nectar. I lapped at the folds of sensitive pubic hair-free flesh within the nest of her wiry bush. They draped down like petals of some forbidden fruit, succulent, rejuvenating, promising a new future for my lovemaking. I wanted more pussy, more honeyed nectar, a more brutal grind from my lady lover, and a deeper penetration inside me from my bull.

I wanted Emilio’s cock deep inside me and more of her cunt to suffocate me, drown me in her juices, and mark me as hers.

"You’re going to come for all of us, Olivia. Now, my girl. Do it!”

Emilio’s command detonated deep inside me like gunpowder as he impaled me balls deep, his cock head crushing my cervix hard, its shaft stretching my pussy walls wide. I screamed joyously into my lover’s cunt, licking and sucking as she squirted powerful jets of unicorn pee so energetically it burned my tonsils and the back of my throat, choking me as my mouth filled to bursting point.

An intense orgasm tore through my body like a white-hot torrent that made me scream into the woman's cunt. My thighs quivered uncontrollably while my hips bucked and writhed joyously. My pussy clamped down hard on Emilio's cock like a vise, milking his shaft, demanding his semen be released deep inside me. He groaned, rich, resonant, and masculine, then his cock twitched and jerked before exploding deep inside me, pulsing in rhythmic surges, squirting rope after rope of hot cum as he buried himself to the hilt in pleasure.

As I cupped her ass cheeks, the woman on top of me arched her back and cried out ecstatically, her juices spilling across my lips, cheeks, and chin as she came hard, her thighs trembling, her whole body a living shudder. I fleetingly saw my husband, who stood beside us, no longer aiding my pleasure; instead, with his pants down around his knees, Carl gripped his cock firmly and wanked it off with the vim and vigor of a delighted cuck.

I came again, this time, smaller and messier, like an aftershock. As the woman ground her cunt into my mouth and Emilio filled me with his seed, I didn’t know whose orgasm it belonged to anymore. We were all fused, our bodies tangled, labored breath shared, moans layered like chords in a deviant hymn that we sang together.

My body trembled, tingled, and strained as I tensed every muscle to the point of cramping. I believed my orgasm had infinite power, but eventually, calm and silence returned to our lives and the booth we had made ours.

Only the sound of heavy breathing remained as three bodies collapsed in exhausted worship. One man, a devout, authentic cuckold, stared in awe at me, his hand still gripping his cock, while he squirted his load into tissues. His tears were not from sadness or for the loss of his wife, but from the joy of being a witness to her ascension, coming from a place of his deep love.

The woman climbed off me slowly, kissed my temple, and whispered.

“You were perfect, Olivia. Thank you.”

Emilio withdrew from my trembling, orgasm-weary pussy gently, his cock slick, satisfied, and lathered with my cream. He stood at the end of the narrow bed grinning proudly, his hands on his hips, leaning back, panting hard, trying to catch his breath.

My husband reached up and kissed my fingers, his face glowing with a cuckold’s pride and his sexual surrender. I closed my eyes and exhaled. At that moment, I was a wife, a deeply satisfied woman, and an exhausted lover.

I was the altar, the offering, and the flame, and I dearly loved the Velvet Tabernacle.

“I want more, Olivia.”

“My husband has our schedule.”

“Maybe I could sleep over while your cuck sleeps on the floor beside the bed.”

“I don’t do sleepovers, Emilio, but you are welcome to stay the night as long as you don’t sleep.”

“Thank you… I will. It’s a challenge, but you… You are a woman worth pursuing.”

“Well done, Emilio. My cuck and I have enjoyed you.”
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Be Careful What You Wish For

Many husbands and wives dream of achieving freedom by mutually agreeing to sleep with strangers, love interests at work, or a celebrity they meet by happenstance in a hotel bar or elevator.

How many actually make an open marriage work?

Emma is reluctant when her husband, Justin, proposes an open marriage. She is fully invested in him and their three daughters, but he has itchy feet and yearns to tuck them under the duvet of other women.

Diving into an open marriage before discussing boundaries, Justin won’t take no for an answer. Emma tried to warn him using an age-old proverb.

“Be careful what you wish for, honey.”

This story was developed using an excellent writer’s prompt on my Substack from a friend, reader, and fellow writer, John Elliot.

Cuckold Dilemma

The mood in our bedroom beguiled and terrified me. Cuckolding was the most extreme kinky bedroom play my husband Simon and I ever fantasized over. He’d pushed me for months, and now, I broke, agreeing to do it while he gave me head.

It was a moment of madness, but a deal was a deal. Simon got me off, and I must deliver my end of the bargain.

As I rolled in our bed, snuggling him while my body still shuddered in post orgasm, I wagged my finger by way of a loving warning.

“I’ll do it for me, not you. That means I choose who, when, and how to involve you.”

“What do you mean, involve me, Jess?”

“Sometimes you may be in the room, perhaps taking part, but other times you’ll be excluded.”

“That’s cheating.”

“No, that’s me telling you I won’t be yours to command. Trust me, and you’ll get what you want; I will, too, and our marriage will thrive.”

But will their marriage thrive? Find out inside this epic cuckolding adventure.

The Cuckoldress

"If ever there was a moment to stop this from happening, now is it, Brad.”

I stared deeply into my husband’s eyes with as stony an expression as I could muster under the tawdry circumstances. Conveying the severity of our moment seemed crucial, as did offering my beloved one final chance to call the whole thing off.

I kneeled on our bed, the loving, marital sanctuary upon which Brad had been the only man to take me. A bull stood behind me with one palm placed reassuringly into the small of my back. He was ready to smash my marriage vows with one long stroke of his immense blue-veined, gnarly member, which stood proudly in his hand.

I asked my husband not to have me do this, but then, once it happened, it felt so, so right.
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