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My Husband Begged Me For A Creampie

◆◆◆

When I glanced out of our upstairs nursery window, I saw across to our neighbor's house, where he prepared to fix his morning wood problem. He lay on a bed, flung his bathrobe wide open, and gently teased the most enormous cock I’d seen into its full glory. It was gnarly, about nine inches long, and looked like it might get a girl pregnant during her first ride on it.

It was the final straw that broke my resolve, so I stormed downstairs in a hedonistic frenzy. A thin rivulet of sticky shame escaped my panties and dribbled down my right thigh while the image of my neighbor’s cock with bulging blue veins striating its shaft flashed fresh in my mind.

My husband Simon had begged me to cuckold him, but I resisted. Now, with my pussy throbbing for a superior, longer, thicker cock, I had changed my mind and was finally ready to step out of my marriage vows.

It was bad enough to have wet-shaven my pussy in the shower this morning without rubbing one out on a desperately swollen clitoris. I had my baby to feed and no time to satisfy myself or ask my husband to lend a hand. To see my neighbor’s manhood fully erect while I needed to be fucked was more than any girl could deal with.

I marched boldly into our living room and confronted my husband, who was wearing the sweetest smile you could imagine. His good mood was also perfect because I needed his love, understanding, and, most of all, permission to fuck our neighbor.

When my husband planted his face back into his newspaper, I stared at him, trying to figure out what to say and how. Since there was no easy way to ask if he wanted to be cuckolded, I went for it, using terms I remembered from a recent fantasy playbook.

“Do you want to eat a slice of creamy pie, sweetheart?”

His head shot almost violently out of the newspaper, and he reached for a mug, sipping coffee as though that might help calm him. My husband’s eyes bulged, and then his pupils dilated as my meaning became more apparent. He remembered the same playbook, smiled, and nodded, glancing around to ensure we were alone.

“Don’t worry, honey, the kids are out. Now… about that pie? I spotted one brewing from our bedroom window.”

“A cuckolding?”

“If you want one, Simon. You have asked me for long enough.”

“Is it Greg you saw?”

“Yes.”

“Does he have a big cock?”

“Longer and thicker than yours.”

“Hmm, it sounds delicious, Ella.”

“Okay, would you like me to serve with cream inside or around the outside?”

“Deep inside, please.”

“Would you like a double load?”

“That’s up to you, honey. You bring me some pie now, then more later, and after that, as frequently as you wish.”

“Okay, Simon. Give me an hour to prepare dessert, and I’ll have it piped and ready for you to swallow.”

“Can I watch you cooking?”

“Upstairs from the nursery… yes.”

Simon just gave me the permission I desperately needed, agreeing to a no-condom infidelity. We’d discussed it for long enough, created fantasy rules, and now was the moment of his inaugural cuckolding.

The coded messages were his idea so that I could ask for permission to fuck another man anytime, even when our teenage kids were around, which they weren’t. My six-month-old baby wasn’t a problem because she slept fast, but doing this had to remain a secret from the older ones.

I slipped out of our back door wearing a knee-length, lightweight cotton skirt with no panties and a skin-tight t-shirt being drilled by two solid nipples in need of sucking. I’d already fed our baby, Chloe, from a bottle I’d expressed last night, and she was napping.

I’d need to act fast because both nipples would leak under pressure soon.

Good job I’m only going next door.

Greg, our new bachelor neighbor, was about to get a pleasant surprise. The wooden fence between our houses was awkward enough to impale me. It’s not nice when splinters are a risk to a shaven pussy, so I used a gardener’s kneeling stool to hop over safely, then skipped quickly to my neighbor’s back door, knocking loudly to grab his attention.

Greg was clad in a dressing gown and looked flushed when he answered the door. I couldn’t stop myself glancing down to his crotch, where a definite bulge pressed the fabric flap, forcing one side away from the other.

I could see the tiny slit on his cock head, oozing precum, and I suddenly felt starving. Greg smiled, looking awkward, pleased, and confused.

“Oh, hi, Ella. You usually come around the front. Have you been waiting long? I was showering, sorry.”

No, you fucking weren’t.

“No, I came around the back deliberately. Can I come in, please?”

“Umm, of course. Are you okay?”

“Not really.”

“Oh. What’s the matter?”

I strode into his living room, turned around, and placed both palms on my hips with feet shoulder-width apart. My expression and demeanor drained the color from his face.

“What do you think you’re doing, Greg?”

“What do you mean, Ella?”

“You’re wanking at least three times a day in a bedroom with wide open curtains and a direct line of sight to me in our nursery.”

“Oh, fuck! I hadn’t thought you noticed. Sorry.”

“How could I miss a cock like, well… fuck, Greg… it’s massive.”

“Why, thank you.”

He looked embarrassed and deeply apologetic, averting my gaze and looking at the floor instead. I’d put on an indignant show and loved chastising him, but the truth was, my pussy leaked like a broken faucet.

I was about to fuck the only other man since the day I met my husband.

I stared back down and saw the cock bulging had softened a little, so I knew it was time for Plan B. I stepped close to Greg, using a forefinger slid gently under his chin to raise his face so I could scan two beautiful blue eyes for any signs of deceit.

“Tell me the truth. Why do you wank so much, Greg?”

“I have no lady friends.”

“Why not?”

“I have particular tastes.”

“Such as?”

“Nursing mothers with a husband and other kids. Gorgeous, experienced women in their thirties who are married excite me. I don’t want my own woman - I want one who is someone else’s wife.”

“Okay, thanks for the compliment. Are you fixated on me?”

“Yes.”

“Then perhaps you might have noticed that I’ve been watching you while you’ve been wanking over me.”

“Have you really, Ella?”

“I’ve never enjoyed fucking a cock that big in my life Greg. It’s a magnificent piece of morning wood you keep to yourself. I want to take care of it.”

He pulled me close and stared into my eyes with fire in his. His lips touched mine with desperation, and our first kiss felt rough, conveying no hint of romance or love… just a carnal desire to take what he wanted. That suited me perfectly because I loved Simon and just wanted, no, needed, a big cock to fill me. I gripped Greg’s ass cheeks with clawing fingers pulling his cock closer while his tongue surged into my mouth on the right side of passion without feeling like rape.

His lips electrified mine, moving deftly around my mouth, kissing and nibbling while his tongue darted inside. I gasped, gripped his ass tighter, and my knees buckled while he held me upright. The passion and desire racking my body shuddered through every nerve ending, gripping my soul, forcing my decadent departure from a marriage I would shelve for the next hour.

“Where shall we fuck, Ella?”

“In the room where you wank that massive tool. I want my husband to watch.”

“Simon wants to watch?”

“Much more than that.”

“Follow me, please.”

Greg’s bathrobe billowed out behind him as he led, giggling, while I chased along a corridor, turning left and taking the stairs three at a time. I shrugged off my t-shirt, slowing down to avoid hurting my heavy, milk-laden breasts, before walking casually into the bedroom that was the scene of many of my private porn performances by Greg.

I wrapped both arms around his neck, needing to feel like his slutty girlfriend and to create great cuckold memories to share with my husband. When he kissed me this time, Greg’s eyes were aflame, and his cock prodded hard into my crotch. His lips yielded as though the run upstairs had knocked some desperation out, so I revived his desire, slipped off his bathrobe, and gripped halfway around his enormous shaft with my strong fingers.

“My fucking god, Greg.”

“Yeah. It can be troublesome.”

“Not for me. I want it all inside me, and I like to be fucked hard.”

I pushed Greg onto the bed, glanced sideways through his bedroom window, and felt pleased when I saw Simon standing twenty meters away in our nursery, wanking his six inches of loving desire.

I waved at my husband, and he smiled, but our marriage dissolved, and I was lost to him. I was no longer a loving wife or gentle mother, just a slut in need of a thrill and another man’s big cock to fill my sticky hole.

The decadent feeling of stepping out of my marriage vows made me shudder excitedly. I walked onto, then up Greg’s bed with a foot on either side of him until my pussy hovered directly above his cock.

“Put your hands behind your head. I’ll do the work if that’s okay, Greg?”

“Can I cum inside, please?”

“Damn fucking right. My husband insists on it.”

“Is he… umm…”

“Eating your creampie out afterward? Yes.”

“Wow, good for Simon.”

As I thought about this cuckolding of my husband with Greg, imagining how wide he would fuck my hole, my throbbing pussy leaked juices down both thighs. Being unrestrained by panties and encouraged by the massive boner about to invade my body, a tiny orgasm sparked to life deep inside me.

I lowered my ass into a squatting position with my swollen, creamy lips dangling a couple of inches over my target. I placed both palms on my powerful quadriceps muscles that would help me drive my pussy the entire length of his cock, energizing our orgasms.

“Shift further up the bed into a seating position if you’d like me to nurse you while I ride your cock.”

“Seriously, Ella? I can drink your milk?”

“Yeah, if you want it. I’m full because I fed Chloe from a bottle this morning and only expressed a little.”

“You saved your milk for me?”

“Yes.”

He used both elbows to claw backward up the bed until resting loosely in a seated position. I shuffled further along, making sure Simon had an excellent view of my lover’s cock and the drenched pussy about to fuck it from our bedroom window.

Then I squatted my ass lower and gripped Greg’s enormous cock in one hand., pointing it at my trembling fuck hole.

I plowed my lover’s swollen cock head up and down my slit without peeling his foreskin back, enjoying its stimulating effect. His cock felt stiff, like a fireplace poker, and that worked perfectly when I circled Greg’s glans around my sticky clitoris, setting me and him on fire.

I stared at my lover, then glanced at my husband, enjoying how much I captivated both men, albeit for different reasons.

“Fucking hell, I need this cock inside me so fucking much, Greg.”

“What about Simon?”

“He’s watching us.”

“Oh, I love it, Ella.”

That was the moment Greg relaxed utterly. His eyes confirmed what he told me about his preferences. My neighbor loved fucking other men’s wives. As I mounted his incredible cock like a broodmare on heat being covered by a stallion, his pupils dilated, then stuck out on stalks when my momma’s milk oozed liberally from my nipples.

I aimed Greg’s cock inside my drenched hole and peeled his foreskin back just as he sucked my right nipple, biting hard enough to start the flow. When I slid his cock between two swollen labia and into a tight hole that stretched wider than it had for any other cock, Greg sucked hard, and my milk flowed in a powerful jet.

He fed like he was back in his mother’s arms, sucking hard but causing me no discomfort.

I gasped, partly in a panic because my pussy hole stretched wide, molding around his immense cock, and I feared he might split me. Greg’s cock was much longer and wider than my husband’s, who was the only man to fuck me for fifteen years.

I figured it best to rip the band-aid off, so I slid down Greg’s cock, wriggling, until my swollen, creamy clitoris ground roughly in a wiry pubic bush. I was on fire, shuddering, screaming, and occasionally glancing across at my husband, who was standing goggle-eyed wanking himself furiously.

When I screamed, slamming both palms onto the wall in front of me, it was out of shock and immense pleasure. My pussy engorged on a massive inflow of blood, trembling while involuntarily crushing back hard against the primal caveman cock stretching my soft tissue walls.

I tossed my hair and slapped the wall repeatedly, expending sexual energy that was part pain but all raw ecstasy. I peered down at Greg with a contorted expression of utter disbelief because his cock was by far the best I had ever enjoyed - pressing hard against my aching cervix.

I glimpsed in a nearby mirror and watched my shame unfold and explode in a disgraced expression, loving every moment.

I bit my tongue, gasped, wheezed, and ground my sticky pearl hard against his pubic bone, squeezing out a powerful orgasm that stretched every ligament and tensed my muscles almost until they cramped.

My lover sucked my nipple like a starving baby gazelle, and the heavy flow just kept giving him sweet cream. I gripped his thick hair, moving Greg onto my other nipple to get even feed distribution. His sucking made me feel like a brazen whore, and although I tried not to, I glanced towards my husband, who was pumping his cock rapidly while standing in our window, grinning like the cat that got the cream.

For sure, my husband was going to get Greg’s cream soon.

I stared back at the wall and decided it was time to fuck my lover hard and get our first session out of the way. Both palms slammed against a solid surface, helping my leg muscles force my cunt to slide up Greg’s immense cock rapidly, like a jackhammer. My body trembled in rapture as I rose while my pussy walls gripped onto the gnarly shaft that was impaled deep inside me.

When I slid my cunt back down Greg’s cock, every sinew and muscle in my body tensed and stretched, celebrating my choices and Simon’s loving permission. He was one hundred percent a cuckold. I loved him for that and for allowing us to experience this moment of wild sex.

I rode my Bull faster and harder than any cock I had ever enjoyed. My pussy molded to a new preferred size, enjoying every bloated vein and gnarl etching itself into my soft tissue walls as I squeezed back.

Greg’s cock would leave little friction inside my sticky hole for my husband to fuck, at least for today.

But that’s what Simon wanted, and so did I.

I placed my palms gently on Greg’s head while he alternated his lips from one nipple to the other, taking a heavy feed from each. He’d got into a great rhythm, drawing hard and clenching his lips tightly around my solid nipple, using three-second bursts, then swallowing while I enjoyed the heavenly sensation of feeding another man. When I pushed down gently, he stiffened his neck muscles, helping my legs to slide a dripping, creamy, gaping, wide cunt up and down his solid shaft.

I rode Greg as though clinging onto a bronco at a rodeo. He stopped sucking my nipples to gaze up in wonder, clearly enjoying fucking my tight hole, which was clenching on and off his enormous cock, milking him.

“This is the best sex I ever had, Ella.”

“Me too, sweetheart. I can fix your morning wood every day from now on.”

“Will Simon allow that?”

“If I feed him straight afterward… yeah.”

I fucked and fucked that cock until he shot hot semen inside me, reaching deeper with powerful squirts of cum than any man had before. We gazed into each other’s eyes as my orgasm ripped through reproductive organs, desperate for another child, and I rued my husband’s decision to have a vasectomy.

A new opportunity may arise, but there must be many sober, adult conversations before we went there.

I rocked and rolled my sticky clitoris back and forth, grinding on his pubic bone, squeezing out every drop of semen into a wildly desperate cunt, until the last flutter of my orgasm faded. When I slumped on him, breathless, I felt my Bull’s cock twitch vigorously, deep inside me.

I rolled sideways, clamping my thighs shut, retaining as much of my lover’s creampie as possible for my husband to eat. I snuggled close to Greg, enjoying the warm glow of our lovemaking.

I felt no awkwardness. Greg would be my bull and I, a safe pussy for him to fuck and dump a load inside. There was no need for love, feelings, or politeness beyond hi, goodbye, and when are you next available to fuck?

“Looks like we’ve both been milked dry, Greg.”

“That was the sweetest cream I ever tasted, Ella.”

“There’s plenty more if you’re willing to share regularly with Simon.”

“You can bring him here next time. I like your husband.”

“Okay. I’ll let him know, but he won’t join in. Simon wants to be a cuckold… he says he needs it. That reminds me, I must leave because I promised my husband a dessert.”

“Oh, I see.”

Greg carried me through his house like a baby in his arms to avoid spillage of our precious load, handing me carefully over the garden fence to my husband. Simon kissed me, smiled, and nodded at my lover before cradling me through the house to our married bed.

“Did you have a great time, Ella?”

“I did. Can we…”

“Do it again?”

“Yes.”

“As often as you’d like.”

My husband lay me gently on our bed, staring at my creamy pussy lips when I spread my legs wide open. I saw the cuckold delight etched on his face and knew then that Greg would fuck me more often than my husband would.

Simon kneeled on the floor, inhaled deeply through flared nostrils, smiled, and bowed while I cupped the back of his head.

“One slice of warm creamy pie by special delivery for you, husband.”


I Watched

◆◆◆

Ella looked excited but terrified. I saw the dilemma raging like an inferno in her eyes and from the strained ripples of sexual tension and fear in her expression. She wanted his cock, but without the feeling she was cheating on me. Our bedroom was silent, the atmosphere had turned electric long ago, and pussy aroma pervaded everywhere.

It was time for my wife to fuck her bull.

Ella pulled on her bottom lip while eyeballing me, cringing and contorting her beautiful face into a lascivious mess, almost crying because she wanted her bull’s cock so badly, even knowing her marital vows were about to be crushed.

My heart pounded like a stag’s quickening as I prepared to lose something so precious to me that I tingled all over, then sivered, sharing Ella’s dilemma. I slid a finger under her chin and pulled her head around until we eyeballed each other.

“Do you want me to stop this, Ella?”

“Do you want Santiago to fuck me?”

“Yes, honey.”

“Then yes, please - let’s do it.”

I kneeled before Santiago, her bull, gripped the base of his shaft and admired the ten inches of solid, gnarly, thick-veined, stallion-like black cock about to slide balls deep inside my wife. He came to us via a Reddit board where cuckolds and their hotwives advertised to find capable fuck buddies.

We needed a bull to fuck Ella hard because my wife was off her birth control - I’ll let you figure out the rest, but please don’t judge us.

Santiago was the nicest guy we had met during the interview stage, and now, Ella would fuck him, her first lover, except for me. I took her virginity with far less cock length and girth than she deserved, and I couldn’t get her pregnant, but now, a week after our honeymoon, we would set everything straight.

Santiago’s circumcision was beautiful, a wrinkled pillow hugging the rim of a cock helmet so appetizing I desperately wanted to suck it. I hesitated, it being my first time taking cock, and I trembled, then shivered, marinating on the overwhelming aroma of sticky precum coating his glans.

When I clenched my lips around my wife’s bull’s cock and sucked hard, its salty flavor burned across my taste buds, and I realized what I had been missing for so long. My pussy lips quivered, and I dribbled sticky cream from the hole Santiago had already fucked and filled with baby-making seed while my wife watched.

My first real cock filled me with semen, and now, my wife was about to enjoy the same guilty pleasure. We had come off the pill together, with perfectly aligned menstrual cycles, two stunning lesbian women needing a fertilization and fuck buddy partner.

Enjoying a man’s cock for the first time was a massive bonus for both of us and something we felt the need to try once.

I drove my lips up and down Santiago’s cock, almost dislocating my jaw, enjoying what I had always denied myself. I couldn’t find love in a man, so I never fucked one, but now, with my Ella in bed, enjoying a threesome, I devoured my forbidden fruit.

When I pulled my wife’s bull’s cock closer, he took over and smiled at me when I released, taking himself in hand and sliding his glans up and down Ella’s slit while she moaned most unrestrainedly, finally at peace with our insemination plan and ready to take her first cock.

I went around to her front, wriggled onto the bed, and presented my well fucked, semen-filled pussy hole to be eaten. Ella was an experienced cunnilingus practitioner, but this was the first time she would eat a man’s semen from any girl’s fuck hole.

That the same guy who filled me would fuck my wife while Ella licked me out was another priceless bonus. It was a night of firsts. Our first cock, first creampie, and first attempt at a double pregnancy.

When Ella plowed her tongue up and down my semen-soaked slit, Santiago slid his cock deep inside her, stretching her fuck hole far wider than any of our dildos and strapon dicks could. My wife’s eyes bulged, and she gasped, gripping my thighs with talon-sharp fingers so tightly it hurt. Her face was contorted in ecstasy, and she blinked at me, then smiled appreciatively.

“Thank you, Samantha.”

“You are welcome, honey.”

I never forced Ella back down onto my pussy while she wriggled and shuddered with a hole full of real cock for the first time. She whimpered, moaned, and grunted while Santiago prised her ass cheeks wide apart with powerful, shovel-like hands before pounding his thick, long cock in and out of her tight hole.

He rode Ella hard but respectfully, knowing it was her first time and there might never be another cock inside her. I noticed his same eagerness to please when our bull fucked me, as though he needed to acquit his gender well, if only for one time inside each of us.

I watched her bull defile my wife’s pussy hole just as he had done mine an hour ago. She sounded slick against his solid, immense cock, like rubber racing tires licking freshly laid, silken asphalt. I knew she enjoyed taking Santiago’s cock when Ella desperately dove back into my messy pussy, devouring every drop of salty semen and the copious honeyed hormonal flow I leaked onto her tongue.

When Santiago rammed his cock balls deep inside her, and Ella screamed, they came together precisely the way we hoped. Our babies would be made from love and lust. They would also be siblings in a true sense, a testament to our loving lesbian marriage.

Ella lost control of herself, shuddering vigorously on the end of Santiago’s cock, orgasming so hard she bit my thigh, spitting and spluttering while speaking incoherently in passionate tongues. Santiago grinned, grunting in ecstasy, looking like the cat who got the cream when that was precisely what he squirted inside me and my wife.

He fell backward, Ella lurched forward into my arms, and two lovers were fully reunited. I rolled her onto her back and kissed my wife, reclaiming her from a proud, exemplary bull. When I stared into her eyes, they sparkled joyously, and I knew why - both of us had an excellent man’s potent seed swimming inside us.

“Was that nice, sweetheart?”

“Amazing, Samantha - thank you, honey.”

“Thank you, too.”

“Can we go again, please?”

“Of course, Ella - Santiago is staying right here until we both test positive.”


My Husband’s Creamy Treat

◆◆◆

When James slid his cock out of my drenched, well fucked pussy, we both stared down in awe and disbelief. I was still cumming when my ex-boyfriend’s cock withdrew, well lathered with my cream because I had crushed his shaft each time he sank it balls deep inside me.

I wriggled into more comfort, sat on our leather sofa, where a former lover had fucked me in multiple positions. My husband looked peaceful, calm, and happy, while my ex-boyfriend looked satisfied.

I saw a teardrop of glistening, brilliant white cum burgeoned at my hole, covering the bright pink, trembling flesh that my lover had fucked so exquisitely. I was amazed by the sight of all three of us; my husband David was transfixed by an oozing creamy treat as he watched another man’s seed marinating and dripping from my married pussy.

My orgasm still quivered in every body part, and a heaving breast evidenced how much I had exerted myself as I tried to control my breathing. My mind had calmed from a state of utter decadence, where I had drifted into a world of hedonism and sleaze.

I tickled deep inside where James’ semen had filled me with his love, and I twitched from an adrenaline overload in my calf muscles that had enthusiastically spurred both heels into James’ back while he fucked me.

James looked happy, but my husband was far more ecstatic.

“That was amazing, Alison.”

“Shhh. We’re just getting started, honey. Don’t spoil the moment.”

I eyeballed David, who licked his lips hungrily; he frequently glanced from my pussy to my face, checking one for his appetite to enjoy a creamy treat, the other for permission to eat it. My husband was on his knees, frowning with speckled scarlet cheeks that glowed from the candlelight.

David was excited, and that was what really mattered to me.

My ex-boyfriend stepped aside, smiling at my husband when he shuffled into the vacated space between my knees.

“Can you smell us, David?”

“James fucked you so well.”

“Not as good as you, honey.”

“Your pussy is so bright pink and gaping wide.”

“Your dinner is leaking out. It’s time to decide, tissue or tongue, David.”

I looked down again and saw James’ cum pooling like a significant deposit was about to be made on the carpet. My husband gazed lovingly at me, summoning the courage to enjoy the meal he begged me to feed him.

James was a more willing lover than I had expected and leaped in his car, coming right over when David called and explained we were entering the cuckold world. He took a pill, and my ex-boyfriend fucked me relentlessly for an hour, taking me missionary, kissing first, before rolling me over to fuck me like a dog, hauling me on and off his gnarly cock until he finally decanted his hot seed deep inside me.

I glanced again at James’s cock, noticing how rings and layers of my whipped hormone-packed cream had buried themselves in his wiry black pubic bush. I had enjoyed my ex-lover, feeling that immense excitement and enthusiasm for sex that one gets on a first fuck or when cheating, as I technically had.

I looked back to my husband with urgency in my expression because James’ semen was about to teardrop, drool, and fall to the carpet.

“It’s time to decid-.”

I never got my sentence finished because my husband wrapped both my thighs in powerful arms, dragged my gaping wide fuck hole to the edge of the sofa, and dove in, puckered lips first, sucking the enormous teardrop of his best friend’s cum that was about to drip out of my pussy.

My body trembled all over as David instantly extended my orgasm with his lips and tongue, and waves of pleasure that a lover began, my husband amplified. This was precisely what he said would happen when pleading with me to cuckold him, and I now saw how right he had been.

My husband slurped me, adding a sleazy sound to the exquisite feel of a flattened tongue plowing up my creamy groove, tickling every part of my body. James helped, leaning in, firmly palming my knees wider so my husband, his best friend, could enjoy our lovemaking.

When my husband swallowed our cum, I orgasmed hard. When he clenched his lips tightly around my sticky clitoris, I shuddered like someone pulled a railway carriage emergency brake. David pulled gently on my swollen clitoris, brushing his tongue across the hard tip, dragging it from side to side. I lifted my ass cheeks, moaned with joy, and reached down, rifling my fingers through my husband’s thick blonde hair, tugging as I came in his mouth.

David thumbed aside my red raw pussy lips opening my creamy slit wider. He plowed his tongue up and down the sticky, pink furrow filled with James’ semen. When my husband gulped, I stared at my lover, who grinned, enjoying helping out a needy married couple.

When a final, overwhelming orgasm wreaked chaos through my body, bringing my ultimate pleasure, every muscle tensed almost until cramping, fluttering wildly as I screamed and stretched to the point of overload.

My husband stood up, leaving me a quivering, giggling, moaning wreck, and I watched his magnificent body prepare itself to fuck me. I’d already been fucked into oblivion by my lover, then licked by David, and now, with his ten-inch veiny cock, I was about to enjoy the man I married.

When he slid his enormous cock balls deep inside my fuck hole, I stretched wide, as always when my husband fucked me. I stared at him, saw the love of a million lives lived, and grinned back, further extending the best orgasm I’d ever had.

“I told you this would work, Alison.”

“You did, honey; with a cock your size, a warm-up with James is so fucking nice.”

“Shall we become regulars?”

“Yeah, honey. You’d better ask the Fuck Buddy Chapel for membership forms.”


Jessica Fucks

◆◆◆

His stiff trembling cock was vertical, gripped tightly in my fist, poised to slide deep inside me. My pussy lips trembled with excitement as sticky hormones pooled and leaked from my fuck hole onto his shining glans. Duncan had a big cock, but more than that, he was a beautiful bodybuilder who fucked other men’s wives while their husbands watched.

And I wanted Duncan’s cock inside me so badly that my cervix ached at the thought of being squashed.

From his wing-back leather reading chair in our bedroom, Keith, my husband, stared at me with passion firing up his eyes. I hadn’t seen him so turned on in years, and it was all because I straddled my bull on our marital bed, squatting over his big, veiny, throbbing cock with swollen pussy lips draping like a protective hood about to shroud his precum-coated glans.

I nodded at my husband, barely able to breathe; such was my excitement to fuck Duncan.

“Are you sure about this, Keith?”

“I’m positive, sweetheart.”

“It’s been ten years since anyone put any part of their body inside mine.”

“I need you to do this, Jessica.”

“Duncan is going to fill me with his semen, honey. Tonight, you’ll sleep cuddling me, but he will be inside me - for days.”

“We’ve been through it all. I want you to cuckold me.”

“I know.”

As I parted my pussy lips and slid my tight hole down Duncan’s cock, I stared at my husband, who sighed, releasing an immense sexual tension while I did the same, gasping and moaning noisily with bloated eyes, flared nostrils, and a stretching pussy.

“Oh fuck, Keith!”

“How does he feel?”

“Oh, my - this feels amazing.”

“Is he filling you with his cock?”

“I am so fucking full right now, honey - thank you so much.”

“You’re welcome, Jessica.”

I didn’t care that my husband was wanking himself off because Duncan’s cock stretched my pussy so wide it ached delightfully, occupying my inner slut. I faced Keith, riding my bull cowboy style, grinding a rock-solid, sticky clitoris into my lover’s pubic bone. I was engorged and able to get massive friction onto my sensitive nub while my lover filled me.

I never averted my eyes from Keith, studying the desperate cuckold that was cooped up for years, now released. He needed to see me being fucked by other men because somewhere deep in his kinky psychology, my husband had to sexualize humiliation.

I was happy to help because I needed more cock. My inner slut controlled me, and I placed my palms on Duncan’s raised knees, using them and my toned quadriceps to power my slick, tight hole up and down his gnarly shaft. My husband gasped, jerked the base of his cock hard and fast with a mixture of love and relief rippling through his expression like wind sheer on a lake changing direction.

At the top of my fuck stroke, with Duncan’s bulging urethra pressing against my hole, stretching me wide open, I stared at my husband and smiled.

“Are you still sure about this, Keith?”

“Yes, honey. Please - fuck Duncan hard.”

“I will.”

“And take all of his semen.”

“Oh, I definitely will.”

Duncan smiled up at me, glad when he became the focus of my attention. My husband was content, and I knew he wanted me to finish what he had started as a plea for me to acquire bulls to play with. My lover gripped my waist and thrust his hips up while I controlled my pussy’s slide down his creamy pole.

“You have such a magnificent cock.”

“You have a very tight pussy.”

“It hasn’t been filled like this for a long time, honey.”

I shot a glance at my husband, making sure he wasn’t hurt by my comment - au contraire; Keith loved it, wanking harder and faster.

Duncan gripped my waist tightly and helped me slide up and down his cock like I was a well-lubricated wanking sheath. I saw his desire for me in passionate, fiery eyes that widened when I was impaled balls deep on his solid cock, squeezing his flesh hard, milking him.

Grinding my solid clitoris against his pubic bone and the subsequent back-and-forth rocking motion thrilled both of us.

I buried my fingers deep in my hair, rifling loose the long knotted curls while tossing my head and moaning like a whoreish beast from hell. My heart was on fire, its beat elevated to match a rave soundtrack while my senses were overcome, intoxicated by a sluttiness I never knew existed.

When I glanced up, I saw Keith in a more sexually satisfied state than I had seen him in years, with semen dripping from the fingers of a fist that still gripped his cock tightly, wanking every drop of seed out.

“Good boy, Keith. Was that good?”

“Amazing, Jessica, thank you. Shall I leave?”

“Please stay and enjoy the show, honey.”

I sped up, riding Duncan’s cock hard, taking every millimeter of his thick, long, solid meat on a downward stroke that stretched my pussy wide, eliciting my screams of joy. I tingled all over as the walls of my pussy squeezed back against his meat while intense flutters rose from my womb, and I ascended to a massive orgasm.

Wave after wave of climactic, ecstatic pleasure wreaked havoc in my tensed, almost cramped muscles as Duncan slid my cunt up and down his cock, using me like he did so many other wives. I shuddered in a hedonistic rapture so immense I lost control and squirted my unicorn pee, glancing from my lover to my husband as both men enjoyed me in very different ways.

When Duncan slammed my fuck hole down hard on his twitching cock, I knew it was time, and I stared at my husband.

“Duncan is filling my pussy with his seed right now, husband.”

“Can you feel it inside you, Jessica?”

“Like a hot ocean of loving semen. It’s amazing.”

“Is he better than me?”

“Immeasurably.” 


My Inaugural Cuckqueaning

◆◆◆

Where are you, sweetheart?

Five minutes away.

Good… I am ready for you.

Good girl.

I felt relieved because my husband, Jake, had been out of cell signal range for several hours, during which time my tension rose massively. I was also heavily aroused with solid nipples, a wet pussy, and constant sexually charged shivering.

This was my first cuckquean event, and my husband hadn’t been in contact after leaving Jess’s bar.

Jake’s new girlfriend, Sarah, I think her name was, lived in the woods near Silverado Lake. After months of begging my husband to cheat on me, he finally did it and went to Jess’s Bar, where he met a beautiful woman he sent pictures of to me.

They met twice for drinks, and now this was the third time, and a charm at that. Tonight my husband would fuck Sarah.

After I saw her photos and Jake regaled me the details of their date, It was a home run. Sarah was perfect to fuck my husband, inaugurating me into the cuckold clan - as a cuckquean. My sister was solidly against it, but I dismissed her advice and proceeded anyway.

I wanted so badly to watch my husband fuck another girl that it became an undying itch under my skin.

In our discussions, we agreed that my husband could fuck his dates as much as he and she wanted, but I’d suck her pussy juice off his messy cock, reclaiming what was mine when he got home. I desperately wanted the taste of pussy to complement his salty, sticky cum when I got him off down my throat.

Jake had a short refractory period, and the drive home from Sarah’s was an hour, so we were confident I would get a full load of his seed down my throat with a delicious side helping of her pussy.

I heard our car pull into the driveway, undressed, and lay back on our bed until the door opened a crack, letting in bright light from the hallway. Jack slipped in and said hi, and I sat up, swinging out and placing both feet on the floor.

Jake looked weird.

“There has been a change of plan, Faye.”

“What do you mean, honey?”

“I fucked Sarah so much, my cock is sore, and I can’t get hard again.”

“Oh christ - so, I get nothing?”

“Not exactly.”

“What do you mean?”

“I brought you take-out.”

I was stunned when Sarah peeped out from behind my husband, smiling broadly and excitedly. She seemed shy, which was not at all what I had expected. Her lithe figure resembled mine, but her jet-black bob hairstyle contrasted my long blonde cascading curls.

She waved at me in the cutest manner, swaying from side to side in a lovely cocktail-style dress that billowed slightly from the waist, cutting off mid-thigh. Sarah was a perfect alternate lover for my husband and a possible new best friend for me.

Sarah smiled so cutely at me that my body trembled while goosebumps rose on my arms and legs.

“Your husband means me, Faye. I am your takeout.”

“You’re Sarah?”

“Yes… I’m… umm-.”

“You’re my husband’s new girlfriend?”

“Yes, I am. It’s weird, right?”

“Only if you want it to be.”

“I’d rather it wasn’t awkward between us.”

“Do you want to keep seeing my husband?”

“Yes, please.”

“Then it won’t get weird.”

Sarah frowned and looked super apologetic, but I had already recovered from my initial shock and was eyeing her up and down, admiring her figure and beauty. I couldn’t help staring at her crotch, wondering how I would eat my takeout.

I clicked the fingers of both hands, grinned, and raised my eyebrows questioningly.

“How will my takeout be served up, Sarah?”

Her nostrils flared as she caught a deep breath, steeling herself for a conversation I guessed neither of us ever anticipated. Sarah licked her lips, then pulled lightly on the bottom one, sending me a heavily sexualized wink and flirty body language I understood very well. Sarah’s slight glance down at her belly confirmed that we were on the same page. She wondered how a transfer of my sweet and salty delight would be made, too.

“Jake’s creamy treat is inside me right now, and there is lots of it too - your husband… umm-.”

“Did he fuck you a lot?”

“More than I ever have been in one evening.”

“Will you feed me my husband’s seed, Sarah?”

“Okay, yes - I’d love to do that too, but how would you prefer I give it to you?”

I lay back on my bed and beckoned her to me. She looked relieved because we definitely wanted the same thing. Sarah was pleased with my choice of feeding position. 

“Will you sit on my face, please?”

“Yes - Yes, I would love to, Faye.”

I always love the delicate and sexy way a woman stoops down to reach up inside her skirt and thumb her panties slowly across her thighs and past her knees as she steps out of them. Sarah was an expert tantalizer, tossing me her soaking wet underwear to sniff while she leaped onto the bed, planting a foot on either side of my midriff.

I inhaled deeply, enjoying the essence of their lovemaking. My husband’s semen and Sarah’s hormones had concocted a sticky layer in her gusset that I would enjoy later.

“Jake said you wanted a trophy, Faye.”

“Yes, these will do nicely.”

I placed her panties on my nightstand and enjoyed how gently Sarah shuffled her knees up either side of my body until I smelled the delicious aroma of her well fucked pussy. When her swollen, cum soaked pussy lips came within range of my tongue, Sarah reached down and spread them wide open, squeezing her pelvic floor, tensing a lovely six-pack.

Sarah knew exactly what she was doing because a large, glistening, creamy white teardrop of my husband’s semen seeped out of her tiny, pink hole. I was about to be fed Jake’s cum after it had baked inside his lover’s womb and pussy.

I couldn’t be happier feeling a warm tingling all over, clenching one of her hands and one of my husband’s while she lowered onto me. Sarah rocked her creamy, aromatic pussy slightly forward, depositing her lips gently on mine, where I felt Jake’s semen flow onto my tongue.

“Do I taste nice, Faye?”

“Hmm, mmm.”

“Sorry, silly me. You have a full mouth.” 

A searing flavor explosion ran rampant across my tongue, igniting every taste bud like honeydew. My mind raced as the raging psychological and sexual cuckquean fire inside me was quenched. I made sure her sweet, salty feed coated all my mouth’s soft tissues before I swallowed carefully, making sure my tonsils were coated before I allowed my throat to take her cream.

“It’s all yours, babe.”

She tasted slightly metallic, so I figured Sarah was coming off her period by at least half a day, maybe a little more. I had no problems with eating Jake out of her pussy; in fact, the act of doing so and the delicious flavor sent me wild. I was stunned when Sarah rocked her ass back and forth, riding my face, squashing her sticky pink pearl into my nose while leaking my husband’s and her cum from her well fucked, gaping, wide hole.

Sarah reached back, slid a finger into my slit, and dragged my rock-hard clitoris in a circle, wanking me while I licked her pussy. My ass rose and fell at her command, and I trembled all over while she fed me, staring down lovingly, blowing tiny kisses, smiling cutely, and winking.

I clenched my lips around her clitoris and sucked it out from a tight, swollen hood, brushing my tongue across the tip. She trembled, then shuddered, dropping her knees wider to envelop my face more entirely into her crotch.

When Sarah came inside my mouth, the honied nectar that flushed across my tongue gagged my throat until I allowed my cheeks to fill before swallowing. She screamed in ecstasy, kneading her breasts and tweaking both nipples while my husband assumed fingering duties, rapidly sliding his digits up and down my soaking wet slit.

Sarah dismounted my face and leaned in immediately, kissing me deeply, like she appreciated my choices. I guessed depositing my husband’s semen from her reproductive organs into my mouth was as much a sexual adventure for Sarah’s dominant personality as it was for my submissive one.

As she cuddled close to me, Jake threw the duvet over us.    

“Was Sarah good, honey?”

“Very tasty. I told you this would work out fine, Jake.”

“We weren’t sure while talking it through at Jess’s. After I explained your needs to Sarah, she suggested you might be better surprised and satisfied if I brought her home where she could feed you both our cum.”

“She was right, honey.”

“Can she stay with us for the weekend, Faye?’

“Yes, please.”

Jake stood beside the bed with his solid cock very evident. Blue veins striated and pulsated the length of his gnarly, circumcised shaft. I pulled him closer and sucked the creamy cock head, enjoying its flavor.

“You lied.”

“I know, honey - I just wanted you to enjoy my load directly from Sarah’s oven.”

“You did good, husband.”

I crammed Jake’s cock deep inside my throat, enjoying how my gag response closed my muscles tightly around his shaft, milking him hard. Sarah cupped the back of my head, helping me take all my husband’s cock, holding and pressing me down while my lips rasped against his wiry pubic hairs.

When Sarah let me up for air, she kissed me deeply, eyeing me with brimming, hazel-colored fiery eyes that dilated with love and lust.

“Shall we go again, Faye?”

“Yes, please.”

“I want you to watch every stroke of your husband’s cock sliding deep inside my hole. Shall we roll into a 69 position?”

“With you on top of me?”

“Is there any other way?”


Our Sexual Liberation

◆◆◆

I have always been sexually liberated, but when my husband took me to Taboo, a cinema club in our City, I had no idea what to expect. The filthy hookers lining corridors with more hanging around outside the toilets were bad enough, but the seedy, grubby guys wearing long coats scared the shit out of me.

I turned around before the windowed reception booth and stared at my husband, terrified.

“It’s fucking grubby in here, Daniel. I don’t like it.”

“I wasn’t expecting it to be quite so rough, to be honest, honey - we can’t stay here.”

“What about Jess’s bar? I heard good things.”

“There are no movies there, Chloe.”

“I know.”

“It’s for swingers, cuckolds, cuckqueans, and hookups.”

“Yeah.”

“You said we would try a movie lounge first.”

“I know, Daniel. Sorry, but…”

I pointed at the shabby corridor leading to Studio One and cringed.

I felt ashamed because being in the seedy joint had forced me to turn a corner - I was no longer restrained. I wasn’t sure when Daniel suggested swinging, so we decided to ramp up to it. My husband, also my best friend, was a great lover, but he felt something exciting had been lost when we married.

In time, I agreed to try swapping partners. Our love was overpowering, but I missed flirting, a first kiss, and the reveal of a stranger’s naked body on a night with a new lover. We decided to use a sex cinema first, fucking each other while a porno movie played, seeing how different people reacted.

We anticipated rich calf leather sofas with cleaning stations and a massive screen. What we got was trashy, almost unhealthy.

My husband stared at me, waiting for my lead.

“Let’s go to Jess’s, Daniel.”

“And do what?”

“Swing.”

My husband’s eyes widened, and I saw signs of his sexual arousal, flushed cheeks, and a glint in his eye. I glanced down at his cock and saw it firmly tented in his pants. We turned, held hands, and strolled out of the shitty club amid a heady, sexually ambiguous atmosphere. A decision point was reached and crossed far earlier than I had expected.

I shivered with excitement and trepidation because tonight, for the first time in a little over five years, a stranger’s cock was going to slide deep inside my pussy. We had agreed on no condoms, so I knew when my husband and I reached home, my pussy, womb, and reproductive system would marinate in the primal seed of a stranger.

Jess’s bar was half full, so we quickly found a booth, and I sat there while Daniel brought our drinks from the bar. A hand gently tapped my shoulder, and I jerked around on the bench.

“Hi.”

“Oh, hello.”

“I’m Rachel.”

“Chloe.”

Rachel looked super cute with long, mousy blonde hair, distinctive high cheekbones, and adorable cheek and chin dimples. She was my age and had what looked like a gorgeous husband in tow. My eyes were glued to him, and I checked myself, scared because I had already stepped out of my marriage.

My panties were soaking wet, mainly because the months of discussions with my husband about how to work consensual nonmonogamy into our marriage had all distilled into this moment.

Rachel saw me eyeing her husband with clear, amorous intent.

“My husband is Craig - do you like him?”

“Yes.”

Fuck, did I just say that?

“I saw your man at the bar - Daniel, right?”

“Yes.”

“Very cute.”

“Would you like to join us?”

“We’d love to.”

Rachel slid onto the bench seat opposite while her husband sat beside me. He immediately slipped his hand into mine and squeezed it reassuringly. When Daniel returned with our drinks, he naturally sat with his new date, who immediately kissed him, watching my reaction to her longingly tonguing the man I loved.

Craig squeezed my hand again and nodded at the couple.

“Would you like to follow their example?”

“And kiss you?”

“Yes.”

“I really would.”

The sticky lady juices layering my gusset had no place other than on my thighs to go. When my lips brushed like silk against my lover’s, I felt something changed, and a door to a new, glamorous world opened up. I rifled my fingers through Craig’s hair, pulling him in and kissing him far more eagerly than I had my husband of late.

I felt more excited, too, and I couldn’t help but slip my hand into his lap, find his cock, and rub it hard, enjoying the length and girth, which seemed more generous than my husband was able to give me.

When our kiss ended, I glanced at my husband, feeling guilty, but he looked thrilled.

Daniel was helping Rachel slip out of her panties while lifting her dress for access. My husband was about to fuck his lover from behind, in our booth, across the table from me. I looked at Craig, who smiled suggestively.

“These booths are deliberately dimly lit, and the tables are wide enough for both ladies to eyeball one another while they swap husbands.”

“Fuck me, please, Craig.”

“With the greatest of pleasure.”

I stood up as best I could and wriggled out of my panties while Rachel was already laid on the table with my husband kneeling on the bench seat behind, ready to fuck her.

“Please wait, honey - you should both slide your cocks inside us together.”

I couldn’t believe I had said it - my inner slut was fully unleashed. Rachel smiled at me while her husband dropped his pants and boxer shorts, kneeling behind me, ready to mount my creamy slit and fuck me.

I stared into Rachel’s eyes, my face inches away from hers. She looked excited and winked at me.

“Shall we go on an adventure together, Chloe?”

“Oh yes, please.”

I stared deep into Rachel’s eyes when her husband’s swollen cock head parted my pussy lips. The sparkle in her eyes told me my husband was fucking her too. I was getting the bigger cock, but nothing would cause me to tell my husband that - she knew it, though, smiling knowingly.

Craig shoehorned half his cock gently inside my pussy, filling me up. My husband was already balls deep inside Rachel when my lover had only reached halfway inside me. I gripped the other woman’s hands and squeezed, moaning in a way my husband had to know I was being filled by a longer, thicker cock.

When Daniel unleashed his whole strength and control, he fucked Rachel so hard she grinned at me, frowned, then cried out with a look of surprise that I absolutely loved and felt proud about. 

She inched closer and whispered.

“I’ve never been fucked so hard, Chloe.”

“I know, right? I’ve never been fucked by anyone bigger.”

“I’m glad we did this.”

“Me too.”

When Craig slid his cock balls deep inside me, my entire reproductive system trembled while my pussy ignited in an immense orgasm, crushing the solid mass that filled it. I gasped and squeezed Rachel’s fingers even harder, ascending to a new plain of deep satisfaction together.

We orgasmed together, and from the look in her eyes, my husband filled Rachel’s pussy with hot semen at the same time her husband decanted his load inside me. It was the best orgasm I’d enjoyed in years, and what pleased me most was that while I liked Craig, I loved my husband even more after I was filled up with seed by a stranger.

Walking home, it felt deeply satisfying to hold my husband’s hand while another man’s seed swam freely inside me, exploring as it would for days to come.

“Does it bother you, Daniel?”

“What? You having Craig’s semen inside you?”

“Yeah.”

“No, it doesn’t - but I want to reclaim you, please.”

“Let’s hurry home then, honey.”


Will He Share Me?

◆◆◆

I studied at my husband, who desperately squirmed on our bed. He was caught in a sliver of kinkiness where the idea and reality of me fucking a stranger collided. Part of him was deeply aroused, perhaps to a greater extent than I had managed even in my wildest sexual moments.

But he was conflicted, too. The man who loved me deeply was about to share me. I painted my lips deep, lovers red while observing him through my dressing table mirror.  

“I’ll back out of this whole thing if you’d like, Stuart. I’ve no desire to hurt you.”

“I’m fucking terrified.”

“What’s spooked you at this late stage, honey?”

“I can’t lose you, Emily.”

“You won’t… well, technically, you are losing me for the night but only sexually speaking, never my heart and I’ll still be wearing your rings.”

“That makes it sound and feel so fucking tawdry.”

“Isn’t that what you wanted to feel?”

“Yes… It is.”

I sat beside Stuart and gripped his hand, feeling pleased he was having second thoughts about me cuckolding him. I was to be sexually unleashed, with some doubts remaining between us about what that meant. As much as I wanted to be married, I knew that reverting to the slutty nature that was my norm before we met, there might be no way back. 

“Sharing me was your idea, husband.”

“I know.”

“So? Are you getting what you wanted from this cuckolding so far?”

“Yes.”

His answers were almost a whisper, laced with love, regret, and a kinky desire. The dilemma he felt was etched deeply in his expression, and I knew my husband’s torture was also a guilty pleasure he deeply yearned for.

Taking a lover was the last thing on my mind when we discussed it shortly after our last wedding anniversary, but the intensity of my husband’s need to be cuckolded grew obsessively. I finally agreed, but even now, dressed to thrill, beautifully made up, and with a bull waiting to fuck me through the night, I was prepared to cancel everything for the sake of love and my husband.

I squeezed my husband’s fingers tightly, and he groaned, rocking back and forth. My pussy trembled, leaking more sticky hormones than my skimpy panties could handle.

“You must decide now, but choose carefully, please, Stuart.”

“Why are you saying that?”

“Because once the spare room door closes behind me, I belong to Gary until we’re done fucking.”

“I know.”

“He has a bigger cock than you do, Stuart.”

“I know that as well. Why are you reminding me, though?”

“I want this to happen, but only if you make an informed choice. Asking me to fuck Gary is one thing; his semen filling my womb is quite another.”

“You’ve had boyfriends before me.”

“Yeah, but I only ever fucked with condoms. Only you ever came inside me.”

“You never mentioned that before.”

“I’m telling you now. Do you still want this cuckolding?”

My husband stood up quickly, mumbling under his breath, pacing the room, staring out of our window to the driveway below.

“Gary’s car is parked outside.”

“Of course it is. We just had dinner with him.”

“I know… I am just living through the reality of another man inside our nest. Did you see how much attention he paid you at dinner?”

“Gary wants to be my bull.”

“He wants to fuck you, Emily.”

“It’s the same thing. He’s in our living room waiting for your decision, sweetheart.”

“And what if I say it’s all off?”

“Then it’s off, Stuart. You can make love to me instead of Gary.”

“I don’t know what the fuck to do.”

Stuart groaned loudly, and his head dropped. He shook it, so I paused, rifling my fingers gently through his hair, letting my husband consider his choices momentarily. Me stepping out on my marriage vows wasn’t something either of us took lightly.  He sat down again, and I shuffled closer so my husband could feel my warmth. When I held his hand, his fingers trembled, and his eyes darted in all directions, a sure sign he was terrified.

“You are feeling the cuckold dilemma, darling. This moment was a long time coming, but it is what you wanted.”

“Do you think we're doing the right thing, Emily?”

“What you believe is more important than how I feel.”

“It’s right for me because I feel exhilarated, but there is also a sense of shame nagging at me.”

“You’re offering me for another man to fuck, allowing him to seed my womb no less. There can be nothing more humiliating for you.”

“Should I feel shame, Emily?”

“I think we both should. It’s whether that shame is part of your sexual experience or not that means something.”

“Do you feel it?”

“Yes. I’m a fucking slut who is stepping out on her marriage vows. I feel deliciously ashamed. It wasn’t clear to me until I got dressed and watched you squirming, but I like the feeling of empowerment I have right now.”

“I’ve never felt more alive, Emily.”

“Then what is there to worry about?”

“I’m just caught up in the moment, imagining when Gary empties his seed deep inside you. It’s the most personal thing any man could do to a woman.”

“We agreed he could cum inside me, Stuart.”

“I know, and I’m not reneging on that. I’m just shaking like a leaf, thinking about the moment his sperm reaches your egg.”

“I’m taking birth control. Gary can’t get me pregnant, and we agreed that responsibility would forever be yours.”

“It’s not about that. The moment his semen floods you, Gary is inside you for days to come, reminding both of us of the moment he had you and I didn’t. That’s so deeply personal.”

“It’s the main event, sweetheart, and the essence of cuckolding because there must be a sense of loss felt for you while my bull and I gain. Look, Stuart, shall we cancel this? I don’t mind. I love you too much to endure your suffering.”

“But that’s the enjoyable factor for me, right?”

“Humiliation to a point, Stuart, yes, but right now, you’re shaking like a leaf.”

“I’m still sure that I want you to fuck Gary.”

My husband leaned in, and I cuddled him, stroking my fingers up and down his back, hoping that would reassure him. On balance, I wanted to fuck Gary, a man I didn’t care about now. I was afraid of what the aftermath of a lover fucking me might be, but I was as caught up in a sexually charged tsunami as my husband, wanting to try a man who I believed might be better in bed.

I panted, and my heart quickened with sexual tension corkscrewing through my soul. Stuart quivered, with those ripples coming in waves while muscle spasms twitched in his arms and legs, wreaking havoc with his body. To my shame, his nervousness heightened my arousal because, somehow, it spoke to how much my husband valued me.

My pussy had been damp all day, a factor of discomfort that became worse at dinner when my pussy leaked like a broken faucet as we dined with my prospective bull.

I cradled Stuart’s head to my breasts, tenderly rifling my fingers through his hair.

“Do you want me to go into the spare bedroom and fuck your best friend or not, honey?”

“Yes, Emily, I do want this.”

“And I can fuck him all night?”

“Yes, please. Will you come to me when you’re done with him?”

“I’m not sure, Stuart. I’ve always enjoyed drifting off to sleep in the arms of the man who fucked me.”

I’d struck his taboo full on. Stuart’s expression contorted into a tawdry mess as the cuckold dilemma cleaved its way through his soul.

“Emily.”

“Yes, hun?”

“Are you turned on right now?”

“My panties stopped trying to contain the dampness ten minutes ago.”

“Go and fuck Gary, please. Be his woman all night, and I’ll see you at breakfast.”

“Thank you, darling husband. I will leave you now, but please go downstairs and bring Gary to me.”


My Cypriot Cuckolding Creampie

◆◆◆

My heart fluttered, and I felt weak. I’d gone along with my husband’s fantasy, never thinking it would become real.

It was fucking real now. He smiled, looking nervous, desperate, and completely distraught. I held his hand, eyeing him carefully, reading Jason’s body language that terrified me. If we did it, there was no turning back; we would either be happy and go forward, or this moment of sexual madness might destroy us.

“I don’t know if this is a good idea, Jason.”

“Just think about doing it, sweetheart. Tonight is the perfect opportunity for you to cuckold me. We are away from home and among strangers. No cameras, phones, or busybodies watching.”

“But it’s our wedding anniversary, Jason.”

“I know, and what better day to cuckold me and become a hotwife? We’ve agreed on everything, so now it’s time to put theory into practice, but it’s up to you, Emma.”

“I just imagined we’d try doing this soon, but not tonight, it being so special to us.”

My heart ached, weighed down by a severe dilemma. Jason reached a hand across the table, entwining his fingers with mine and squeezing tightly. It was our anniversary holiday, and my husband had booked a hotel in Cyprus.

We arrived a few days earlier, enjoying the sun and sand, lazing around an almost empty hotel pool. During those days, I noticed strange, furtive comings and goings of men, women, and couples visiting some of the bungalow accommodations.

Jason explained the odd atmosphere around our hotel was related to dating and hookup app activities, but it seemed more than that. I couldn’t understand why the few couples arriving visited a room for several hours and then left.

I considered our hotel might be an upmarket brothel or a place favored by casual hookers and clients they picked up in a bar, supermarket, or on the streets. I sighed, sipped a dirty margarita, and stared at my husband, judging his mood and determination to go through with our planned cuckolding.

I wanted to be fucked by other men, although it took Jason a year to convince me that he could survive a cuckolding from its psychological perspective. I had consulted with girlfriends, many of whom cuckolded their guy, and it seemed their consensus to achieve safe cheating outcomes centered around good communication and stringent agreed-upon rules.

“Are you sure you want me to fuck another guy tonight, Jason?”

“More than one if you’d like to.”

“A threesome, perhaps? Or are you suggesting I am gang-banged on our wedding anniversary night?”

“It’s up to you, Emma. I just want to watch you being fucked by a guy with a bigger cock than mine.”

“And you’re certain that my infidelity won’t become a problem in our marriage?”

“Nope. Unless you catch feelings for the bull fucking you.”

I shook my head, reassuring Jason while reaffirming my internal commitment to protect our marriage as far as possible, given another man would fill my pussy with his seed while my beloved watched.

“I’m certain that won’t happen, but -.”

“What are you worried about, then, Emma?”

I mulled over my response carefully. There was a single issue I hadn’t yet revealed and one that went to the core of my cuckold dilemma. There were some conversations a girlfriend never has that only a wife can have, and even then, the words used must be carefully chosen.

“I’ve had bigger cocks than yours before we met, Jason.”

“And?”

“I enjoyed being fucked by guys with bigger cocks, who were far better lovers than you. I’ve forsaken all others for five years to enjoy only you. I am satisfied and happy. What you want me to do may open Pandora’s box.”

Jason’s nostrils flared, and his eyes widened. I saw mild jealousy rampant in his expression, but not to an extreme. If anything would stop our madness, the thoughts that I might enjoy a bull more than my husband should do it.

But it didn’t stop him - in fact, I think I galvanized my husband’s opinion that cuckolding was right for him.

“I can live with that risk, Emma. I want to see you being properly satisfied by a lover far better than me because I love you with all my heart.”

“Okay, but I may end up being fucked better and more frequently than when we have sex. What if I like this too much?”

“Will you bar my access to your pussy?”

“Never, but if I’m fucked plenty by other guys, I may not feel you inside my pussy for a few hours. Also, some men might insist I abstain for a few days from fucking you to raise my libido and tighten things up down below. I’ll do kegel exercises, too, and need new, sexy clothes, fragrances, and much more to become a seductress.”

“Like going back to dating, Emma?’

“Yes, exactly like that.”

“I have thought of all these things and want to give this a go.”

“I’m wearing my wedding lingerie right now, honey.”

His eyes widened, and I noticed my husband was intensely aroused. He grinned and slid his chair around the table until he sat beside me. Jason kissed me gently, tonguing my lips before tweaking a solid nipple hidden by the sheer silk of my slutty, figure-hugging cocktail dress. I tasted the champagne from my husband’s lips while slipping my hand into his lap.

“You’ve got a very solid hard-on.”

“The idea of watching you being fucked by a well-hung bull drives me nuts.”

“Are you certain it won’t be a problem, Jason?”

“Can I still fuck you as well later on, please?”

“I promise never to deny you, but it may be messy and sloppy inside my pussy after a bull finishes working me over. I can’t do condoms, honey.”

“Then you’ll do this?”

“Yes, but it’s late already, and we don’t have anyone available.”

“Does anyone in this restaurant appeal to you?”

I scanned the room of couples dining at tables and a smattering of single men and women congregating at the bar. Plenty of handsome people piqued my attention, but my choice was limited because the couples would be a harder nut to crack than singles since my husband didn’t want to swing.

“Pretty much everyone appeals, but how do you start a conversation with them about fucking me.”

“Leave that to me.”

I was horrified and consumed by a heart-stopping moment when my husband stood up and repeatedly struck his champagne flute with a small spoon, garnering everyone’s attention. He looked smug and happier than I’d seen him in ages, determined to shame himself and expose me as a slut.

I tugged his sleeve hard, desperately dragging my husband back into his seat.

“What the fuck are you doing, Jason?”

He ignored me and stepped out from our table into an open space, determined to secure our shame in front of a room filled with strangers. Jason cleared his throat and waited for complete silence until all eyes were on him before he addressed an expectant audience.

“As you all know, my wife and I are celebrating our wedding anniversary. I’d like her to select whomever she desires from everyone here to fuck her. Is that agreeable to you all?”

I was stunned when everyone in the restaurant—girls, boys, guests, and staff—nodded, smiling as though they won the lottery. I am considered beautiful and very trim, and I never had a problem hooking up before I married Jason, but this attention coming from strangers was weird.

All eyes were on me, studying every inch of my body. I crossed my legs, squeezing hard to release sexual tension that boiled inside my womb, leaking molten lava into my gusset.

Why does everyone here want to fuck me?

“What the fuck is going on, Jason?”

He smiled down at me, and I knew from his excited expression that Jason had held something back from his description of our hotel and this night. My husband planned his cuckolding, and I was trapped. My heart pumped like a cheetah chasing down its prey, and I trembled all over while my pink cathedral fluttered, consumed by a wave of hormones, warming the blood that flooded through me, engorging everything.

My pussy quivered like when I pressed a tiny handbag vibrator on a sticky clitoris while sitting on a toilet at work during lunch hour. My gusset felt warm and creamy, tightly hugging a wet pussy, ready for Jason to lick clean, as he often did when we visited restaurants. I would peel off my soiled panties at the table, hand them to him; then my husband would retire to the gentlemen’s toilets to feast.

Jason grinned, then proudly pointed to the assembled crowd.

“This is a fuck buddy hotel, sweetheart. Everyone here tonight came either to fuck you or watch me being cuckolded. I didn’t even know that watching me humiliated was a thing.”

“Fucking what now? You staged this whole thing?”

“Yes. It’s your hotwife and my cuckold inauguration. If you want it, that is.”

Feeling terrified, I gawked at everyone around the restaurant, with my mouth gaping wide, opening and closing like a goldfish. My confused, sexually intoxicated brain wouldn’t engage my lips to form words because denial, ambiguity, and the cuckoldress dilemma wreaked havoc in my soul, engaging a battle between my body which wanted to be fucked by strangers, and a reluctant heart that only desired my husband.

My body trembled amid a rippling of goosebumps that peaked sharply on both arms, so I rubbed them, praying nobody could tell how much I wanted to break my marriage vows.

I’m fucking turned on.

“Jason, do you mean everyone here is available to me?”

“Some came to watch, but it’s not just tonight. Most of our fellow diners live nearby, stay in the hotel, or work here. We have another two week's vacation, and you can book fuck sessions with anyone you’d like to - all day long if you wish.”

“Fucking hell, Jason.”

“With or without me watching. Our cuckolding style is as per your wishes, dearest wife. Please, don’t forget me completely, though.”

“I never will.”

I felt more confident about cuckolding my husband. If he didn’t want me to be fucked by other men, he would not have gone to such extremes to make it happen. Jason held out a hand for me, and I took it, stood up, and strolled with him in a trance-like state toward a small stage. The other diners looked excited and expectant, lifting my self-esteem and sending my body into a frisson.

I noticed a few guys had already broken the sexual ice and were already having their cocks wanked under the table by a female partner, whom I assumed was a wife or girlfriend.

I pointed to a couple in their early thirties, slightly older than us. They were beautiful, tall, and had excellent physiques. I gasped when both rose from their chairs, grinning broadly and applauding, seemingly pleased they’d been selected for my pleasure.

The wife approached, eagerly leading her husband by the hand through the haphazard table maze separating us. She reached me, nodded, and stared into my eyes before kissing my lips softly, warmly.

“This is my husband, Graham. I’m Claire.”

“Umm, I-”

“We know who you are, Emma. The advertising call to be the first to fuck you went out weeks ago. It’s all Graham and I have talked about. Have you made love to a girl before?”

“No, never, but I’d like to try.”

“I won’t let you down, sweetie. I’ll lick your pussy real good, and Graham will be the best fuck ever, I’m sure of it.”

“Are you okay with your husband… umm, fucking me, Claire?”

“I can’t wait. I haven’t touched his cock all week.”

“What about you?”

“I haven’t been touched either. We are both ready to cum hard.”

Amid my ascending excitement, confusion reigned around me as people hurried here and there, facilitating my gang-bang. I watched the hotel staff carry out a rich red, deep leather sofa with soft pillows. They set my fuck platform on the stage front and center with a separate chair close by. I felt intimidated when Jason sat in it, leaving me alone with Graham and Claire.

Claire stepped in close to me, moving stray hair from around my face, curling each lock carefully around my ears. Her affectionate expression relaxed me, and I felt a churning warmth inside my pussy as a yearning to have the couple drove away all inhibitions.

Another glance at Jason revealed his cuckold glory and comfort as his eyes sparkled, and his expression conveyed a deep desire for my sexual pleasure to become paramount in our marriage, whether delivered by him or not.

My heart would always be Jason’s, but when the time came to free the taboos we restrained for the sake of societal convention, my body would belong to a much better lover - a bull brought in to satisfy a burning itch we shared. 

Claire kissed me more gently than any man had ever done, exploring my mouth with her soft, electrifying tongue that met mine, sizzling in a million cosmic explosions. My thoughts drifted wildly, and two tantalized lips followed, quivering amid waves of pleasure rolling from somewhere deep inside me as she hunted for my soul using her tongue.

A tiny bead of my tawdry shame leaked through my underwear, licking slowly down my silken thigh, tickling, sending a signal to my brain of how disgraced I was about to be.

Swaying in a heady trance, I was led by the hand to the sofa that would become the scene of my infidelity. My husband had his average-sized cock out and was slowly wanking it, grinning with extreme joy. Claire glanced at Jason’s shaft, chuckling, but not in a way that ridiculed him.

I had to ask what she found funny, so I took her hand and leaned close, whispering.

“What is it, Claire? Why are you laughing at my husband’s cock?”

“I’m just thinking about what you’ll get inside your pussy in a few minutes. Graham’s cock is ten inches long and as thick as a soda can. Jason won’t feel you later if you even want to fuck him.”

“I will still want to fuck my husband, though.”

“You should. It isn’t good to neglect your cuckold.”

“I never shall.”

“But this is biology and genes, Emma. My husband has a much bigger cock than yours, and I would bet my life on him being a much better lover than yours.”

“It sounds so cruel when you say it that way.”

“Jason seems to want you to be happy, so I suggest you go with that and forget everything else. Your satisfaction is his - it’s Graham’s and mine too.”

I shot my husband an encouraging look because I loved him dearly, only him, and would want his tongue cleaning my cum soaked pussy lips later before he fucked me. The thought of taking a ten-inch cock inside my tiny fuck hole caused me a problem. My gusset filled, and another rivulet of shame escaped and trickled down my thigh.

Fuck me!

No, literally. Fuck me, please!

Claire had unzipped her dress, which floated gently to the floor, forming a seductive puddle of silk. It excited me that she wore nothing underneath. An alabaster smooth pussy looked good enough to eat, and I fully intended to taste it soon.

While Claire lay on the sofa, her husband helped me undress. I knelt before him, desperate to examine the enormous cock that would soon plunder my cunt. I unzipped his jeans, approved of his lack of underwear, and gasped at the surprisingly thick, long monster that slapped me in the face.

Graham’s cock was all his wife claimed it would be and beautifully cut, too, with a soft pillow of skin circling a precum-soaked, glistening glans that smelled divine. When I gently stroked my bull’s shaft, bloated veins and gnarls slipped through my fist, and I was captivated by a man who was solid, bigger, and more bountiful than the one I had married.

I was unable to close my fingers around Graham’s girth fully, but I wanked him well enough that a large teardrop of pre cum oozed from the tiny slit on top of his cock head.

I bobbed my head forward, sighed in deep satisfaction, took a deep breath, and glanced sidelong at my husband, smiling. He smiled back, and we exchanged an understanding that there would be more room in our marriage for men wishing to fuck me. I clenched my lips around Graham’s cock head and slid my tongue underneath, stroking from side to side across a taut banjo string.

My bull shivered as his body tensed, and he moaned, gripping my head between both palms when I feasted on his salty, creamy load. Graham’s flavor hit the back of my throat like an eruption, more tasty and desirable than my husband’s load.

Graham’s smooth cock head barely squeezed inside my mouth, and my jaw extended beyond anything else that I’d sucked. My husband was no match in the cock or man department, and Claire was proven correct; her husband was a far more exciting sexual experience than mine.

I would bet my life on Jason being a kinder, more loving man than Graham. That I could have both in perfect proportion made my heart soar.

The salty tang of my lover’s cock head’s veneer seared across my tongue, hitting the back of my throat and coating my tonsils in a flavor explosion. To my utter shame, I realized at that moment my husband had lost me for the foreseeable future. Enjoying a lover, a supreme bull of a man no less, felt amazing. I bobbed my head rhythmically like a submissive slut chasing her engagement ring, driving my lips up and down Graham’s veiny shaft, wanking its base with one fist, entwining my spare fingers with Claire’s in sisterhood solidarity when it was offered.

My tightly clenched lips reached further down Graham’s shaft each time I took him in my mouth, intoxicated, lost to the world, and in a meditative place where the only thing I cared about was the giant cock I sucked and the man attached to it. With two-thirds of his enormous cock crammed deep inside my throat, a few admiring gasps from my spectators lifted me.

“It’ll come out the back of her head if she’s not careful.”

I snickered, choked a bit, and removed Graham’s cock from my mouth, turning my attention to Claire, who lay on the sofa with her legs splayed wide apart. She pointed at her glistening, creamy pussy, then beckoned me to eat it, so I clawed my way over her, careful not to hurt my lover as I dragged him with me.

My head nestled naturally into Claire’s crotch, and I smelled the heady aroma of a female in heat and fully turned on. Our classic 69 position with me on top was perfect to allow Claire’s hands complete control over my pleasure, whether dispensed by her tongue or husband’s cock.

Claire could also watch her beloved bury his cock balls deep inside another wife.

Her fingers clawed my ass cheeks wide open, pulling my pussy onto her face. Claire’s tongue felt excellent when it touched me, dipping between two creamy, swollen labia, foraging my juices from in between every fold of skin.

She spread my ass cheeks wide with talons that raked deep welts into my sensitive skin. Claire focused on sucking my clitoris as Graham’s glans parted my pussy lips before its first two inches of thick meat stretched me wide, forcing me to gasp aloud. I stared sideways at my husband, frowning lasciviously and smiling lovingly, desperate to ensure he didn’t object because I was in sexual heaven.

“Fucking hell, Jason. He’s going to fill me up.”

“I know, babe, and you deserve that. I’m so happy for you right now.”

“Oh god, oh my! I am, too. This was such a fucking good idea. Well done, sweetheart.”

“You have escaped our marriage, Emma.”

“Only until Graham fills me with semen.”

Claire clenched her lips around its base and sucked my clitoris gently, raising the small, hard, pink pearl from where heavy folds of skin protected it. My sticky nub was engorged, throbbing, and felt solid when she dragged her tongue across its sensitive tip, eliciting a raging storm of pleasure from deep inside my pussy.

I buried my face in Claire’s pussy, enjoying the creamy sticky hormones that leaked from inside her. I sucked, then chewed her pussy lips, swallowing hard after swilling the heady cream around my mouth, savoring her essence.

I screamed loudly and to rapturous applause from my audience while jerking wildly when Graham sank his cock balls deep inside me. My cervix was crushed hard, taking my breath away, and the tight pink cathedral that was previously home to a much smaller cock, rearranged itself.

“She’s fucking tight.”

“I told you in the advertisement that Emma would be.”

“What a wonderful pussy.”

My husband sang my praises while another man owned and fucked me. Claire’s mouthful of my creamy clitoris mumbled something in agreement, but I couldn’t hear because my head was swimming while my cunt was so full of cock. I reached around and looked for my husband’s hand, gripping it tightly. Our fingers entwined, and I glanced at him briefly, smiling, while my face contorted in ecstasy.

“Cuckolding you was such a good idea. My god, Jason, he’s got an enormous cock.”

“You deserve a better filling than I can provide.”

“I know - this is so fucking great - thank you.”

I ducked my head back into Claire’s pussy, licking and sucking her swollen, sweet, creamy lips, desperate to avoid saying too much to my husband. This being our inaugural cuckolding experience made for powerful emotions, especially breaking the taboo of my previously inviolate wedding vows on our anniversary.

I squeezed Jason’s hand tightly while Claire sucked my clitoris, applying ever-increasing vacuum pressure. She was experienced in giving cunnilingus, but I wanted more. Her husband began fucking me properly, first entirely withdrawing his monstrous cock, before slowly reaching deep inside me, stretching the soft tissue walls of my pussy wide while I screamed.

My husband was wanking furiously, with two women watching, whispering to him, one on each shoulder. They were teasing Jason, pointing out how full of cock I was, estimating how deep inside my body Graham’s tool impaled me compared with him.

As I thought my husband’s humiliation could get no worse, Graham pointed to where his cock was buried deep inside me.

“Would you like to come closer, Jason?”

“Yes, please.”

That was when I understood my husband’s sexual humiliation was his kink and that he needed to watch a finer lover fuck his wife, getting off on observing and feeling my pleasure. I gasped loudly, enjoying a balls-deep stroke from my lover’s cock while shooting my husband a look of utter devotion and joy.

The conversation between my fuck buddy and husband started my first orgasm, and I squirted involuntarily. With no cock filling me, Claire pulled me down again, sucking and swallowing my jets of unicorn pee, determined not to spill a drop.

I glanced up and saw my husband kneeling beside and behind me, with his eyes inches from Graham’s colossal cock and swollen balls. When my lover placed one hand on the small of my back and the other on my husband’s head, another round of applause and a few cheers of encouragement lifted the roof.

Graham sank his cock deep inside me, pressing his glans against my cervix, squeezing the final few inches of his shaft back and forth, rocking gently while leaning his weight on my husband’s head. I was being reamed like a drilling rig sinks a giant tool into the seabed, slowly, carefully, but very deep. Claire had reverted to sucking my clitoris again, curling her tongue around the engorged, quivering pink pearl.

She dragged my heady bean from side to side when I stiffened, driving my body to a new ecstatic high.

I floated away in a constant state of orgasm, feeling my body rise and fall to the tune of Claire’s tongue and her husband’s giant cock fucking me. His moans confirmed the joy he felt from pounding my cunt, which was sure to be tighter than his wife’s, given that she would be fucked daily by the monster.

I know I would.

An extra hard forward thrust of his hips sent Graham’s cock deep inside my sticky, trembling hole while a pair of heavy ball sacks slapped against my thighs. My bull spasmed, groaned joyously, stiffened every muscle, and leaned over me. Claire guessed her husband was emptying his seed inside me and flattened her tongue before pressing it hard against my clitoris, wringing out every ripple of heady pleasure from me that she could.

I pushed my creamy slit back onto the enormous cock that was filling me with its seed, wishing Graham could make me pregnant. I glanced at Jason, who knew I loved him, but he also realized I wasn’t his exclusive property, nor would I ever be. Flickering humiliation, wrapped in forbidden ecstasy, trembled across his expression, delighting me because I saw he was getting off on our cuckolding.

My husband wanked his cock while my lover held his head in a vice-like grip.

When one cock splashed its seed uselessly on the carpet, the other had already filled me up with what I desired. I knew which one I preferred but would not say until asked by my husband, and even then, I would reveal the truth carefully.

With a huge groan and a final twitch of his cock, Graham slid out of my pussy, and Claire moved in, forcing a palm against my washboard stomach to make me sit upright. I beckoned Jason to kiss me while my lover swallowed every drop of her husband’s seed that sluiced freely from my gaping, well fucked hole.

While I soared to a new level of sexual contentment, I glanced around the room and saw hands raised in the crowd. People were desperate to fuck me next, and Jason looked at me inquiringly, the cuckold dilemma emblazoned across his face.

“Was he better than me, Emma?”

“Yes honey, a much better lover, but I love you more. Graham filled my pussy with his seed because you allowed it, and now, I feel complete.”

My husband’s expression was pure love, and I knew that our future was secure regardless of the number of other cocks I enjoyed. He held my hand and was denied a first cleanup that Claire slurped from my dripping pussy, but we both knew there would be others.

Amid raucous competition to fuck me, my husband held me tightly while Graham’s seed explored my tunnels of love, tracking down the egg deep inside my ovaries. 

“Do you want more lovers, Em?”

“Do you mean tonight or in the future, sweetheart?”

“Tonight honey… the future goes without saying.”

“Yes, please, Jason.”

“How many?”

“You choose how many men can fuck me, husband.”
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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.

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.

A Burning Desire

Every night after Scarlett enjoys a night out with friends, husband Frank inspects her panty gusset lining for evidence of her infidelity, his deepest desire.

She goes along with her husband’s surreptitious, tawdry inspection, knowing he will find nothing. Despite Frank’s pleas to become a cuckold, Scarlett isn’t convinced it is the right thing to do.

Can Frank handle watching his wife being fucked by other men?

Will Scarlett be protected in a divorce if she steps out of their marriage to give her husband what he wants?

What if Frank wants his wife to stop midway?

There must be rules and a serious discussion. Find out how Scarlett and Frank discuss and solve their cuckold dilemma.
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