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Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 1

Five days ago my wife Piper got on a plane and flew to California. She’s going to spend the bulk of the next four months living and working in San Francisco while I’m back home in New Hampshire (at the southern tip, so sometimes it feels like we live in Massachussetts).

If you’re wondering, she’s a corporate consultant. And no, I couldn’t really tell you what that means or what exactly she does. I’m not sure Piper could really explain it, but I’m pretty sure that’s kind of the point of that whole field of work. If it’s all a little vague and difficult to understand that makes it easy to work more hours and charge more to your clients.

Piper’s part of a team working with a large-but-struggling company that’s looking to revamp their business. They bring in the consultants, they get recommendations, and then they put some or all of those recommendations into action. If things go wrong, the consultants get blamed and the CEO might get to keep his job. If things go well, the CEO takes all the credit. Either way, the consulting firm gets paid a whole lot of money.

Piper isn’t yet at a place where she gets a big chunk of the money her team earns for the company. She’s only been there a few years. That’s why she took the gig in San Francisco, though. She wants to show that she’s the kind of team member that’s worth promoting. That’s why we’re going to spend the next four months apart from each other - outside of the occasional weekend visit - which is basically four months longer than we’ve spent apart since we first met a little over seven years ago during our senior year at Boston College.

I’m not trying to bore you, though. I mention all of that as a bit of background before I delve into the real reason I’m writing. You see, Piper’s four month job assignment on the West Coast offers a unique opportunity for us to explore something I’ve long fantasized about.

It’s a long shot as Piper has never expressed any real interest in it, but I think there’s a chance she’ll use her time away to cuckold me. It’s entirely possible that I’m delusional, that when I say there’s a chance what I really mean is that I’m lost in my fantasy and I’m just hoping against hope that she’ll cuckold me.

I don’t think it’s entirely a fantasy, though, and I’ll tell you why. We have to rewind to the night before she left, though. So, six days ago at this point. Before I get into the details of that night, though, it’s important to know that Piper is well-aware of my cuckold fantasy. We’ve talked about it countless times and on a handful of occasions she’s indulged in a bit of dirty talk and/or mild roleplay about it. She’s never come close to hooking up with another guy, though. The closest she ever got was a few minutes of dancing with someone else while we were on vacation. It’s never gone further than that, though.

I understand why, too. We live in a fairly small town and Piper fears the repercussions of someone discovering that we’re into hotwife/cuckold play. She’s probably not wrong, either. People in small towns tend to be way more sexually conservative than you might think. It’s also possible she just uses that as an excuse because she has no actual interest in cuckolding me. Who knows?

Back to four days ago. The night before she left. We’d spent the whole day together and we’d tried to make it special. It was basically a daylong date. We went to the beach during the day, had incredible lobster rolls for lunch, had way more fun than you might imagine at a mini golf and go-karts place and then came back home and went to dinner at our favorite restaurant. None of that is particularly important for this story, though. What matters is what happened once we got home.

First, I poured us two big glasses of wine and we cuddled up on the couch. Piper had changed out of her dress and into a pair of leggings and a sweater, which is a combination I happen to love.

We sipped our wine, talked, and touched and kissed each other in that gentle, deeply intimate way that really only happens with couples that have been together for a while. It felt like a long preamble to the sex we were undoubtedly going to have once we took things to the bedroom and it succeeded in keeping me in a low level state of desire for the entire time we were on the couch.

It was that desire - and the gentle sense of drunkenness the wine provided - that led me down a particular conversational path, though it started innocently enough.

“So, what will you do on the weekends?” I asked.

“People go out,” Piper replied.

It was a vague answer, though I couldn’t tell if that was purposeful. “Go out?”

She looked up at me and smiled and I marveled at how beautiful she was. “Yeah. To restaurants. Clubs. Bars. That sort of stuff. I mean, just about everyone on the team is under thirty and most of them are single, actually, so they tend to go out to places where other single people gather.”

I got excited. I couldn’t help it. I’m sure just about any other would-be cuckold would get excited too. I mean, I couldn’t help but imagine her going to the sorts of places where single people go and getting hit on by all kinds of guys, which in my mind would inevitably lead to her cuckolding me. Yeah, it was pure fantasy stuff, but my mind was in a place where the fantasy felt so good.

“So, you said that people go out, but will you go out with them?” I asked.

Piper sipped her wine, smiled, and nodded. “I think four months might be kind of unbearable if I’m not having some fun on the weekends, you know? I like everyone on the team and we do actually have fun together, so yeah, I’ll go out with them.”

“To bars, and restaurants, and clubs?” I asked.

Piper nodded again.

“The kinds of places where single people go.”

She nodded once more, but this time there was a smile to go along with it.

“Where single people go because they’re looking to meet someone. To hook up,” I said.

“Yes, but I’m not single,” Piper replied, cutting me off at the pass.

“No, but you’re married to a man that wouldn’t mind if you acted like you were single while you were away,” I said without a moment’s hesitation.

She studied my face for what felt like ages - though it was probably just a few seconds - and then asked, “Have you been thinking about that? About your fantasy?”

I nodded. It felt a little embarrassing to admit it, like I was somehow letting her down by being so predictable, but there was little point in lying. “Sorry, I can’t help it.”

For a moment I thought I’d ruined the night, but then Piper leaned in and kissed my neck. “It’s okay,” she said. “There’s nothing wrong with having a fantasy and to be honest, I like that your fantasy involves me. I’m not sure that’s all that common, as I think most men tend to fantasize about other women.”

She cuddled up next to me and I pulled her close as a comfortable silence settled over the room. I wanted to push the conversation. I was turned on and a little bit drunk and the notion of Piper acting like she was single for the next four months was a huge turn on. It felt risky, though, so I stayed silent as I attempted to find the perfect way to bring it up again.

“So, if I went out to a club and I ended up dancing with a guy, that really wouldn’t bother you?” she asked.

She was thinking about it. She was considering it. That’s all I could think about in that moment and it was so fucking exciting. I tried my best to contain that excitement, but I damn sure felt it.

“I’d be the opposite of bothered,” I answered. “I know that seems kind of crazy and hard to believe, but it’s true. I’d be genuinely thrilled if we talked on a Saturday morning and you told me that you’d gone to a club the night before and danced with a guy. I’d be even more excited if you told me he touched you - even in a really subtle way - and even more excited if you told me you couldn’t help but let him kiss you.”

For a few seconds, Piper didn’t say a word. I couldn’t see her face - she was leaning against my body - and I felt my heart pounding as my mind ran through various panicked scenarios. See, despite knowing about my fantasy I’d never really gotten the impression that Piper understood it. In fact, I think she thought it was strange - at best - and perhaps a little bit screwed up at worst.

“What if I met a guy and he asked me on a date?” she asked. “Not necessarily in a club or anything. Just, you know, if I met someone while in San Francisco.”

The question was related to what we were talking about, but it felt like a sudden change of subject. It was still exciting, though. I mean, how could it not be?

“You mean, how would I feel about you being asked out? Or how would I feel about you going on a date with a guy?”

“Both,” she answered.

“Both would excite me,” I replied. “Actually, I think the idea of you dating someone out there would be…I don’t know, I think that would be really, really exciting. I guess I never really thought about it that way - about you actually dating a guy or having a boyfriend out there - but there’s something really pretty hot about that.”

She pulled away a little to turn and look at me.

“I mean, my heart’s actually kind of pounding just thinking about it,” I said.

Piper reached up and rested her hand on my chest. A moment later she leaned in and pressed her ear where her hand had been. “It is pounding,” she said with a gentle sense of wonder in her voice. “I guess you’re not lying.”

“No, I’m not,” I replied.

She lifted her head, smiled, and looked away before cuddling up against me once more. I put my arm around her, pulled her close, and kissed the top of her head as my fingers moved over the impossible softness of her sweater.

“It would be strange to date someone else,” she said. “To have a…well, a boyfriend I guess.”

I was thinking the opposite. In the moment, I couldn’t imagine anything hotter than my wife dating another man for four months and doing so while we were 3,000 miles away from each other.

“It probably would have to be that, though,” Piper said. “I mean, I could hook up with a guy at a club, but then everyone else on the team would think I was cheating on you and I don’t really want that to be what they know me for.”

Was she actually considering it? Was she just a little drunk and rambling? Was she initiating a roleplay? I had no idea. I was so turned on, though.

“That makes sense,” I said as I let my fingers wander just a little, brushing against the side of her breast for a moment before I moved back to gently caressing her arm. “You could be a little more discrete if you had a boyfriend. You could go to his place to…well, to have fun instead of the corporate apartment complex where you’re all staying. Plus, the sex would probably be better.”

“You’re probably right,” Piper replied, filling me with lust. “For me, at least, sex is always better in a relationship.”

Again a comfortable silence fell over the room. I sipped my wine and Piper did the same. She was still cuddled up next to me and I let my hand wander as far as it could in that position, though I tried to be subtle about it.

“It’s been a long time since I dated someone,” she said.

I still couldn’t tell if she was genuinely considering it, if she was trying to turn me on, or if she was just rambling a bit because she’d had a few glasses of wine that night. No matter the reason, I was turned on.

“It’s exciting though, isn’t it? Dating someone new. I mean, if it’s good,” I said.

Piper looked up at me, smiled, and kissed my neck softly. “It is. It can be really exciting, in fact. Trying to find something to wear that he’ll like. Deciding whether he might see my underwear and then figuring out how hot I want to look if that happens. Trying to get my hair and makeup just right so I look good for him without looking slutty. Deciding on how high a heel I should wear. Feeling that thrill of seeing him as I arrive at the restaurant. Feeling that excitement when he takes me in his arms and kisses me before we go inside. Feeling that even greater excitement of going home with him.”

It really seemed like she was thinking about it, like she was truly and genuinely considering the notion of dating someone else while she was in San Francisco. I was astounded and cautiously optimistic about it actually happening.

“Did you pack the sort of heels you’d wear on a date? Or the sort of clothes you’d wear to look good for your boyfriend?” I asked, figuring I might as well push it a little. I mean, why not, right?

Piper sat up, drank the rest of her wine, and set the glass on the table. She looked at me, offered a smile that looked just a little bit naughty, and said, “No, I didn’t. Maybe I should, though.”

She didn’t seem to be joking. “I think you should,” I replied. “I mean, it would be nice to have options just in case, right?”

Piper stood, plucked my wine glass from my hand, and drank the rest of it. She set the glass on the coffee table, took my hand, and helped me to my feet. “Come on. You can help me.”

We were playing. We were definitely playing. She was just trying to create a memory for me. She just wanted to leave me with a feeling of deep satisfaction before she left for four months. That was all that was happening. Nothing else made sense.

“Get in the bed,” she said. “I’ll model some clothes for you.”

Piper pushed me into the bed with a smile and headed for closet. I piled up a few pillows and leaned against them with a smile on my face and a sense of giddiness coursing through me. Part of me wanted to believe that there was actually a chance she was going to pack as if she intended on dating another man while in San Francisco. I mean, what would be hotter than that?

She emerged from the closet in a red and white sundress with spaghetti straps. It was short, too, reaching the middle of her thighs and leaving plenty of skin exposed. She’d taken off her bra and I could see her nipples poking through the thin material of the dress, which she hadn’t worn in years.

“Wow,” I said.

Piper spun around and the bottom of the dress floated up, revealing her black lace panties. “Do you like it?”

I nodded and stared dumbly. She looked so beautiful and there was a genuine sense of joy emanating from her that I found irresistible.

“Will he like it?” Piper asked.

It was so hot to hear her say that. So hot that my cock instantly started tingling as I imagined my wife wearing that dress for another man, for a boyfriend. “The guy you’ll be dating, you mean?”

Piper nodded.

“Yes, he’ll like it. In fact, when he sees you in it he’ll think he’s the luckiest man in the world to have met a woman so beautiful,” I said.

She smiled, spun around, and looked over her shoulder in a flirty, irresistible way. “Is that how you feel?”

“Yes, that’s absolutely how I feel,” I replied. “You’re stunning, Piper.”

She flipped up the back of the dress and then pulled it over her head, folded it neatly, and set it at the foot of the bed. I thought for sure she was going to climb on top of me and we’d begin the sexual portion of the evening, but instead she said, “I’m going to need a bigger suitcase if I’m going to pack extra clothes and shoes. The bigger one is in the spare bedroom closet. Will you grab it for me?”

I was stunned. Was she actually going to pack an entirely different suitcase? Was she going to fill it with outfits she’d really only wear on dates? I didn’t matter if it was true or if she was just playing with me. I was turned on and Piper was absolutely into it, so I hurried to the guest bedroom and found the bigger suitcase.

When I returned, Piper was wearing a classic little black dress - this one was cut down to her navel and showed off her breasts in a hugely enticing manner - and a pair of strappy three inch heels. I stopped in the doorway and stared as she turned from side to side, showing off how good her body looked in the dress.

“He’ll love that,” I said. “It’s classy but sexy and your legs look amazing in those heels.”

“Thank you,” Piper replied. “And I think you’re right. This dress is perfect for a date at a nice restaurant, or perhaps at some sort of corporate event. His job, not mine.”

It’s a small thing, but the fact that she was thinking about perhaps attending a work event with her fake boyfriend was such a turn on. It made me feel like she was actually considering the notion of dating someone, even though I had no idea of knowing if that was true.

“Here, bring me the suitcase,” she said.

I wheeled the suitcase over and Piper set it on the ground and opened it up. She reached for the much smaller suitcase she’d already packed and I said, “I can do that. Transfer your stuff, I mean.”

She smiled. “Yeah?”

I nodded. “I’ll do that while you try on something else.”

She gave me a kiss - a long, lingering, hugely arousing kiss that brought my cock to a half-erect state - and then headed for the closet as I grabbed her suitcase, laid it down, and opened it up to begin transferring her clothes. She’d packed smartly and sparingly with a mixture of skirts, pants, blouses and jackets that could be combined to form dozens of different looks without needing to bring dozens of different outfits. I transferred everything to the bigger suitcase and looked up to see Piper emerge from the closet in a stunningly sexy, dark blue floor length gown with a slit up one of her thighs.

“Holy shit,” I said from my knees.

“A girl needs at least one total knockout of a dress,” she said with a smile. “The kinds of dress that makes everyone else jealous of my boyfriend. The kind of dress that makes him want to skip whatever event we’re going to do so he can take me back to his place.

To fuck you, I thought. So he can take you back to his place, pull up the bottom of that dress, and fuck you with wild abandon until you both cum.

“I love that dress,” I said. “I remember when you wore it to that party your company had a few years back. You looked incredible that night. You had everyone’s attention, too.”

Piper stepped closer and I craned my neck to look up at her. “I certainly had your attention,” she said. “If I remember correctly, you couldn’t keep your hands off of me. You were especially fond of how good my ass felt in the dress.”

I nodded, reached out, and ran my fingers up her exposed leg. Piper smiled and I kept going until I reached her crotch. I figured I’d find her panties, but instead I felt her labia. I felt her wetness. She moaned and closed her eyes as I slipped a finger inside her. I couldn’t believe how hot and wet her pussy felt.

“I fucked you in this dress,” I said as the memory of that night filled my head. “Or, I suppose, you fucked me. We didn’t even get past the kitchen. I sat in one of the chairs, you straddled me, and we had incredible sex, if I remember correctly.”

“You have a good memory,” Piper replied with a smile. A moment later she unleashed another moan, this one deeper and longer as I rubbed her clit faster. “I came especially hard that night.”

“You know, if you had a boyfriend in San Francisco and you wore this dress for him, he’d definitely want to fuck you,” I said.

She looked down at me. “You think so?”

I nodded and desperately hoped Piper was actually entertaining the idea of wearing the dress for another man, for a boyfriend.

“How do you think he’d fuck me?” she asked.

She was building a fantasy for me. She had to have been. It was the only thing that made any sense. It was insanely generous of her and there was no question she’d leave me feeling a deep sense of lust and love before departing for nearly a month before we were scheduled to see each other for a weekend visit.

“I think…I think he’d want you the moment you walked into his apartment. I think he’d pick you up and put you on his kitchen counter…I think he’d pull the dress up and spread your legs. I think he’d take you right then and there,” I said as my cock reached a state of such hardness that it actually hurt a little.

I slipped a second finger inside Piper and reached for her g-spot, offering gentle stimulation while rubbing her clit. I saw her thighs tremble as she closed her eyes and I couldn’t help but hope that she was picturing herself sitting on another man’s kitchen counter while he fucked her with his huge cock.

Then she stepped back, opened her eyes, and looked down at me. “I think you’re right,” she said with a smile. “Though I think he might also want to bend me over his kitchen counter and take me from behind.”

The image filled my head and for it struck me as astoundingly hot. The fact that Piper had said it - that she’d put the idea in my head - made it so much hotter, too. “Is that something you’d enjoy?” I asked.

Again she smiled, but instead of answering Piper pushed the straps of the dress from her shoulders and let it fall to the floor, leaving her naked except for her heels. I stared at her pussy - she was really wet - and then turned my attention to her perky tits and rock hard nipples. She turned and walked into the closet, giving me a great view of her ass, which looked even hotter thanks to the heels.

I picked up her dress, folded it neatly, and set it in the suitcase as I waited to see what else Piper thought another man might enjoy seeing her in. She emerged from the closet in a short leather skirt - one I hadn’t seen on her in half a decade - and a semi-sheer long sleeve top that clearly showed the bra she’d put on. It was the kind of outfit a woman wore when she absolutely, positively wanted to be noticed, when she wanted everyone to look at her.

“Wow,” was all I could manage to say. “Piper…you look…you look so fucking hot.”

“I know,” she replied with a smile. “This one’s probably not for going out in, mostly because I don’t think we’d make it out of his apartment if I showed up in this. He’d definitely have to have me, don’t you think?”

I nodded.

“Then I should probably bring it, shouldn’t I? I mean, every girl needs to have a few outfits that will turn her boyfriend on so much that he absolutely, positively has to have her the moment he sees her, right?” she asked.

I nodded again. “Yes, you should bring that. You should definitely bring that.”

She unzipped the skirt, took off the top, and handed them both to me along with her bra. Then she smiled, blew me a kiss, and headed right back into the closet as I set her clothes in the suitcase and adjusted my boner so it wasn’t causing me so much pain.

Piper stepped out of the closet in a tight black lace bodysuit with a plunging neckline. She’d paired it with black lace top stockings and the same strappy heels and my jaw dropped as she put her hands on her hips and smiled.

“Guys like it when their girlfriends wear lingerie for them, don’t they?” she asked.

I hadn’t even considered lingerie. I really hadn’t. I was so caught up in the dresses and sexy outfits that I didn’t even think about lingerie, but of course it made sense. Was it possible that Piper was really thinking about it? That she was at least going to open herself to the possibility of dating someone else while in San Francisco? It felt impossible that it could be true, and yet I couldn’t help but hope for it.

“Guys love it when their girlfriends wear lingerie, especially lingerie like that,” I said.

“I have lots of lingerie,” Piper replied. “And it doesn’t really take up any space in a suitcase, so I should probably pack lots of it, shouldn’t I? That way, I can have always something new and naughty to wear for my boyfriend.”

I stood. I reached out and Piper offered her hand. I pulled her close. We kissed as I moved my hands down her back and grabbed her ass. She moaned and parted her lips so our tongues could dance.

“I have to have you, Piper,” I whispered.

She smiled and helped me out of my pants as I took off my shirt. She yanked my underwear down and pushed me towards the bed until I was on my back with the soft comforter beneath me. Piper crawled on top and straddled me with my stiff cock pressed against the thin fabric of her bodysuit. She leaned down and kissed me as I ran my hands over every part of her body I could reach while gently thrusting my hips and generating a touch of blissful friction.

“It really turns you on to think about me dating another guy, doesn’t it?” she asked.

It should have been obvious - and I’m sure it was - but I could understand her asking. She still didn’t understand the fantasy - how could she, really - so she wanted further confirmation.

“It really does,” I replied. “More than just about anything…so thank you, Piper, for indulging the fantasy a little bit tonight.”

She sat up, pulled aside the lace covering her pussy, and took me inside her. “Who says I’m indulging a fantasy?” she asked. “Who says I’m not going to date someone else while I’m in San Francisco? Who says I’m not going to spend the next four months being another man’s girlfriend and indulging in all kinds of incredibly hot sex?”

She rested her hands on my chest and rode me, alternating between bouncing on my cock and grinding back and forth over my crotch. She was wet and her pussy was incredibly hot, all of which spoke to genuine arousal. I wanted to believe it was more than a fantasy, that she really was going to bring all those extra clothes and lingerie and find herself a boyfriend while she was away for work.

“I want you to,” I said. “I want you to find a boyfriend, to go on great dates, to kiss him, to think about him constantly, to text with him, to talk to him all the time, to have lots of great sex.”

She leaned down, kissed my neck, and moaned while riding me faster. “I know you do, baby. And I think that having a boyfriend in San Francisco would make the next four months so much more exciting. I think it would be incredible. I think I’d love to find someone that I wanted to spend lots of time with, that I thought about all the time, that made my pussy as wet as it is right now, that I wanted to fuck all the time.”

She bounced faster and harder on my dick and I got perilously close to a climax.

“Piper, I’m almost there. I’m close,” I said.

She leaned back, put her hands on my chest, and rolled her hips back and forth, grinding her clit into my pelvic bone and bathing my cock in her intense heat and wetness.

“Maybe another man will utter those same words to me, Joel. Maybe my boyfriend will tell me he’s close to cumming. Maybe I really will date someone else while I’m in San Francisco, hopefully a guy with a really big cock…” she said.

That was it for me. I came and I came hard. Before I closed my eyes to let loose, I saw a smile on Piper’s face. A look of total delight. She liked that she was making me cum so hard, that playing into my fantasy had gotten me off.

She came too. A split second after I did, which honestly made my orgasm better. A lot better, even. Knowing that it wasn’t just for me, that the sex was good for her too, made it so hot.

She collapsed on top of me after we’d both cum. I wrapped my arms around her and listened to her heavy breathing alongside mine. I kissed her neck and cheek and she did the same to me.

After a few minutes she sat up, looked down at me, and said, “I don’t think I could never date another man.”

“I know,” I replied, though I did feel just a touch of disappointment. I knew it wasn’t likely she would actually pursue a relationship while in San Francisco, but the fantasy sure was exciting.

That being said, it was the big suitcase I loaded into the car the next morning, and it was full. I didn’t see everything she packed, but I checked her closet after dropping her off at the airport and the stuff she’d tried on for me wasn’t there and it looked like there was quite a bit of other stuff missing, too, including most of her lingerie.

Maybe Piper was being truthful and would never date another man. Maybe, though, she took all those extra clothes because she wanted to be prepared just in case she decided to change her mind.

I’ll be sure to update you if it turns out that Piper does, in fact, change her mind. We’ll talk soon :)

Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 2 (Patreon)

Last night, Piper texted to tell me that she was going out to a club with some of her work friends. She sent a picture along, too. It was her outfit for the night. She had on a short leather skirt and a halter top. I couldn’t see her feet, but I’m pretty sure she was in a pair of heels.

I let her know that she looked insanely hot. Because she did. She absolutely did. It wasn’t just the outfit, though. She’d also clearly spent time on her hair and makeup and she’d worked to look good. To look sexy. Really fucking sexy.

I assumed that she sent the picture to tease me a little, especially given what we’d talked about before she left. I mean, why else would she send a picture? So, I made sure to tell her to have fun and that she shouldn’t feel bad if she ended up dancing with a guy at the club, that she should feel free to have some fun while she was in San Francisco.

She texted back, “Thanks,” and I didn’t hear from her again. It’s a little embarrassing, but I’ll admit that I masturbated while looking at the picture and thinking about Piper dancing with a guy at the club. I mean, in my fantasy it went further than that, of course. She danced with him. He touched her. They kissed. They kissed deeply. They went back to his place. They fucked, all while she kept that incredible leather skirt on.

It was fantasy. I knew it was fantasy. But damn did it feel good to indulge in that fantasy. Really fucking good.

I still had that fantasy on my mind when Piper called early this afternoon. I was certain she hadn’t done anything of the sort the night before, and yet I couldn’t help but hope that something had happened.

“Hey there, beautiful,” I said as a giddy feeling came over me upon answering.

“Hey,” she replied. It was obvious - even though she’d only spoken one word - that Piper was hungover. I took that as a good sign because it meant that she’d cut loose the night before, which meant - in my fantasy-addled mind, at least - that there was a much better chance she’d indulged even a little in her freedom to have fun with another guy.

“How was last night?” I asked. I didn’t want to come across as too eager, but I really was overwhelmingly eager so there wasn’t much I could do to suppress that.

“Fun. A lot of fun, actually,” Piper answered. “I definitely had too much to drink, but it was fun.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, I feel like I can hear the hangover.”

“If you were here you’d definitely be able to see it, too,” she replied. “It’s been a long time since I had that much to drink. I mean, I didn’t black out or anything, but that’s as drunk as I’ve been in years.”

I honestly felt a little said that I hadn’t been there. I’m obviously really turned on by the idea of Piper doing something with another guy, but I’m also turned on by the idea of being the one to do something with her, and she looked so fucking hot in that skirt that I absolutely would have loved to fuck her last night.

“It’s a shame I wasn’t there,” I said. “You looked really good in that picture you sent.”

“Oh yeah?” she asked. “What would you have done if you were here?”

“Well, I would have fucked you, of course,” I said. “Though not before we spent a few hours dancing, kissing, and fooling around at the club.”

“Mmm,” she said softly. “I would have enjoyed that.”

“But you had fun without me?”

“I hope that’s okay,” Piper answered.

I don’t know why, but I felt a hint of excitement. Maybe it was something about her voice or maybe I was just lost in a fantasy. “Of course that’s okay. It’s better than okay. I want you to have fun while you’re there. I can’t think of anything worse than spending four months focused on nothing but work just because I’m not there.”

There was a pause and I heard Piper take a deep breath.

“So, how many of you went? To the club, I mean,” I asked.

“Six of us,” she answered. “The two people in charge - our bosses, really - seemingly know better than to go clubbing with us. Plus, they’re both old enough that it would be pretty weird if they came.”

“And it was in the city?”

“Yeah. We did a round of shots here at the apartments and then we all piled into a car - a massive SUV, actually - and drove into the city. We all agreed that everyone would cover a round of drinks, the first of which we got as soon as we arrived,” Piper explained.

“What was the club like?”

“Honestly, it was…well, this might be weird to say, but it was kind of sexy. Dark but not creepy. Well-designed. Lots of seating but also plenty of space to dance. They also seemed pretty strict about who they let in,” she said.

“I’ll bet you had no trouble getting in, looking the way you looked,” I observed.

I could hear what sounded like a bit of pride in her voice as Piper said, “That’s true.”

“And I’ll bet you got more than a few appreciative stares,” I added. “I mean, what man - straight man, I guess - wouldn’t have stared given how good you looked in that skirt and halter top, Piper.”

She was silent for a few seconds before saying, “And you’re really okay with that? With guys looking at me?”

“I’m more than okay with it. I like it,” I said. I could have been obtuse about it. I could have tried to approach it in a more roundabout way, but I figured there was little harm in being as honest as possible.

“Well, a lot of guys stared,” she said. “And I got a few compliments, too.”

I got excited. I wasn’t sporting a boner or anything, but I got excited. The very idea of my wife dressing in a suggestive manner and garnering the attention of men was fucking exciting to me.

“How did it feel?” I asked. “To have guys staring at you, to get those compliments, to know that they wanted you?”

Yes, I was being a bit bold. Maybe too bold. But I wanted to know and I wanted Piper to know that I was genuinely excited.

“Is it okay if it felt good?” she asked.

I laughed. “Yes. It’s okay. It’s more than okay. It really is. Honestly, Piper, I love, love, love that it felt good to you. I just…I mean, it turns me on that it felt good to you and that you looked so good that guys stared, that they wanted you.”

“So…you want other men to want me?” she asked.

I couldn’t tell if it was a test that I could fail - if she would upset with me if I admitted that’s precisely what I wanted - or if she was interested in the same thing and wanted to make sure I was too.

“Yes, I want other men to want you,” I admitted. “I…thinking about that turns me on.”

“Which is why you told me to have fun last night,” she said.

“Yes,” I answered. I very nearly added that it’s also why I told her that she should go on dates with other guys - or find a boyfriend - while in San Francisco, but it seemed like the wrong time to push that particular part of my fantasy since I’m pretty sure Piper was well aware of my feelings on that.

“Well…I had fun,” Piper said softly. “A lot of fun.”

It felt like Piper was holding something back, though I couldn’t tell for sure.

“So, everyone had to cover a round of drinks,” I said, figuring Piper maybe needed to loosen up a little before sharing everything with me. “Did you guys make it all the way to round six, or did some of you bail before that?”

She laughed. “Oh, we made it to round six. We were there for three hours, I think, which was long enough to prevent anyone from getting really sloppy. The alcohol probably hit me the hardest and even I wasn’t irresponsible, though I obviously drank enough for a hangover.”

“Did anyone cheap out and buy a round of shots when their turn came up?” I asked.

“Abso-fucking-lutely. Danny did. Such a cheapskate. It wasn’t even good stuff. It was bottom shelf whiskey. It tasted horrible. He played it off like he did it for the fun of it, but he’s so fucking tight-fisted that he just didn’t want to spend the money to get us all decent drinks,” she explained.

“And how about you? When it was your turn, did you spring for the good stuff?” I asked.

“Of course I did,” she shot back with faux indignation. “I’m smart enough to know that it’s always a good idea to try and impress your coworkers, so I took drink orders from everyone and made sure to get the bartender to use actual good-tasting alcohol. It was expensive, but we’re going to be here a long time and I don’t want to be known as the cheapskate. That kind of label sticks with you for a long time.”

She was right about that. If you’re the cheapskate at work you eventually end up off the invitation list for certain events because everyone knows you’re going to be a pain in the ass about the bill.

“Was it the kind of club where people dance?” I asked. It was a stupid question, of course, but sometimes it’s just fine to ask a stupid question to get the ball rolling.

“It was,” Piper replied.

I felt that excitement again. There was no reason for it, and yet I couldn’t help but imagine my wife dancing with another man and doing so while wearing that incredible leather skirt and halter top.

“And did you dance?” I asked.

“I did,” she said. “The DJ was incredible, actually. Every song was amazing. It was impossible not to dance, honestly. I just couldn’t help myself, though it was a lot easier to get out there when everyone else in our group was dancing too.”

“So…you said that everyone else was single. Of the young people on the team, at least. Was anyone there looking to…well, I guess have the kind of fun that single people have?” I asked.

Piper paused for a few seconds and said, “They were. They all were, actually. Maybe not at first, but you know, sometimes alcohol has a way of opening you up, of making you a little flirtier, or making your true desires come out.”

I felt like she was talking about herself, but it was hard to tell if that’s just what I wanted or if that’s what was actually happening.

“You know, one of the things I was nervous about last night was that it had been a really long time since I’d been to a club. I mean, you don’t really have a reason to go when you’re married. I’ve been invited, but I always just wanted to go home to you,” Piper said. “I was worried I’d…I don’t know, that I wouldn’t know what to do, or that it would feel really awkward.”

“Did it?” I asked.

“At first,” she admitted.

I jumped in with, “But then you had a few drinks, and you got into the music, and you started dancing…”

“And it wasn’t awkward at all. I just had fun. I got into it. I danced with my friends. I danced with…well…”

It felt like the moment I’d been waiting for and I couldn’t help but get excited. I held my breath for a few seconds waiting for Piper to finish her thought. When she didn’t, I finished it for her. “You danced with…with a guy?”

“Well, we were there for three hours, maybe a little longer,” she replied. “So I ended up dancing with…with a few guys over the course of the night.”

I was so excited. I mean, I’m sure you can imagine how I felt. That kind of arousal that feels so deep. The kind that starts in your brain, that spreads to the rest of your body, that encompasses you entirely. The kind that - for me, at least - only ever seemed to happen when I fantasized about my wife being with another man.

“You’re not saying anything,” she said. “Are you okay? Is it okay that I danced with someone?”

“Yes, Piper, yes, it’s absolutely okay,” I replied. “Sorry I didn’t say anything. I just…it’s just so exciting to me that I kind of got lost in thought, you know?”

There was genuine curiosity - and perhaps a bit of excitement - in her voice as Piper asked, “What kind of thoughts?”

An image of my wife dancing with a good-looking guy popped into my head. I saw his hands on her waist. I saw her spin around and lean back. I saw her press her ass into his crotch. I saw his hands move to her waist and over her stomach.

“Well, thoughts about how you might have danced with someone. Were you close to the guys you danced with? Did they touch you? Did they say anything while you danced? Did any of them tell you that you were beautiful? If they touched you, did it feel good? Did you touch them? Did any of it…I don’t know, excite you?” I rambled.

“They touched me,” she said. “No one was rude or inappropriate, but there was touching. An incidental brush of a finger against my arm. A hand on my waist.”

“Did you…did you like it?” I asked.

“Being touched?”

I nodded before remembering that I was on the phone. “Yes. Yeah. Did you like being touched?”

“I did,” Piper admitted.

Fuck. It was so fucking hot. Hot enough that I started to stroke my cock through my jeans. My breathing got heavier, too. The way it does when you’re turned on and you can’t help but breathe heavier.

“There was one guy…one that I danced with longer than the others,” she continued.

“Really?” I asked as excitement surged through my body.

“His name was Calvin, or Cal as he told me to call him,” she said. “He was the last guy I danced with. He…he was very good looking. A few years younger than me. Tall, too, and he had a really great smile.”

She sounded like a girl with a crush. It was incredible. My dick was hard as a rock. “And did Calvin, or Cal, did he touch you?”

“He did,” Piper said softly. “More than the other guys. At first he was very polite. We danced together. We talked a little - though it was really loud, so only a little - though it didn’t take much for me to feel like I knew him. I don’t really know why. There’s just something about him, I guess.”

I was tempted to unzip my pants and pull my cock out, but I resisted as I didn’t want to ruin the mood and possibly interrupt Piper’s story.

“It was during the third or fourth song when he pulled me closer,” she said. “He took my hand and pulled me towards him until my body was nearly pressed against his. I looked up at him and smiled and he put his hand on my lower back and pulled me even closer. We moved together to the music, to the beat.”

It sounded like Piper was getting turned on, or at least she was talking like she was turned on.

“Then he…he spun me around,” she continued. “He put his hands on my waist and pulled me close. He left his hands there, too, though he moved them over my stomach and my hips and a little bit down my thighs.”

“Were you…were you pressed against him as he did that? Was your ass…was your ass against him as you danced like that?” I asked.

“It was,” Piper admitted.

The image looked so clear in my mind. My beautiful wife dancing like that with a tall, good looking guy. Her ass pressed against his crotch. His hands moving over her stomach, waist, and thighs. It was so fucking hot.

“Then he…well, he brushed my hair away from my neck,” she said softly. “He ran his fingers over my skin and then…and then he leaned down and kissed me. He kissed my neck.”

I unbuttoned my jeans and yanked them off. My underwear followed. I wrapped my fingers around my cock and stroked. I did so slowly so as not to make too much noise, but I was so fucking turned on.

“Did it feel good?” I asked.

“It did,” Piper replied. “I shouldn’t have let him kiss me, though. I shouldn’t have done that, Joel.”

She felt guilty. I could hear it in her voice.

“I’m so hard right now, Piper,” I said. “I’m so turned on. Thinking about you dancing with someone. Thinking about his hands on you. Thinking about him kissing your neck. Thinking about you…about you enjoying it, about you letting him kiss your neck because it felt so good.”

She didn’t say anything for a few seconds and I thought I’d made a huge mistake. Then, finally, she said, “Really?”

“Yes. I could send you a picture if you need proof, but yes, I’m turned on. Hugely turned on. I’m…I actually took my pants off so I could…so I could stroke myself. I just couldn’t help it. I had to. I’ve never…I mean, I feel like I’ve never heard anything so hot, so arousing,” I explained.

“You’re really not mad?” Piper asked.

I laughed. “I’m really not mad. I’m not. I’m the opposite of mad. I’m excited. I’m thrilled. I’m happy. I’m turned on.”

She let out a deep breath. “Oh, thank god. Joel, I was so nervous. I really was. I was so nervous you’d be mad. I know you said all that stuff before I left, but…I don’t know, I thought it was just play, just fun, you know?”

“It wasn’t,” I replied. “You can absolutely date someone while you’re in San Francisco. Or just hook up. And you can absolutely, positively dance with a guy and have some fun while out with your coworkers.”

“Even if that guy kisses my neck?” she asked.

“Yes, even if he kisses your neck. I mean, I find it especially enjoyable that he kissed your neck, that he touched you,” I answered. “Did you…if you don’t mind me asking, did you enjoy it when he kissed your neck?”

She was silent again, this time for even longer. Eventually, though, she answered. “I mean, I’d had quite a few drinks by that point. And I was dancing. And having fun. And I was pretty loosened up. And his touch…it felt good. I was lost in the whole thing. So…so yeah, I liked it. I might have even liked it a lot.”

“Was that it? Just a kiss on the neck?” I asked.

“It might not have been,” Piper answered.

My heart pounded.

“There might have been another kiss,” she continued. “If it was more than just a kiss on the neck, would you be mad?”

“No,” I answered. “I’d be turned on.”

“So, if I turned my head after he kissed me on the neck, if I turned my head and looked back at him while we danced. If I looked back at him while his hands were on my hips and we were dancing…if he leaned in and kissed me, if his lips met mine, if he kissed me like that, you wouldn’t be mad?” she asked.

Holy fuck was my cock hard in that moment. Insanely hard. Stroking it felt so good, too. So fucking good.

“I’m so turned on right now, Piper,” I said. “You wouldn’t believe how hard my dick is, how good it feels to stroke it as I imagine you kissing him. So no, I wouldn’t be mad.”

“And what if he used his tongue?” she asked.

“That would turn me on even more,” I answered.

I thought I heard her moan. It was really soft, but I’m almost certain I heard it. “And what if…what if he touched me…what if his hands moved up…what if they cupped my breasts for just a moment…what if he touched me in that way while his tongue…while his tongue was in my mouth. What if I could feel his hard cock against me? What if I could tell he was really big, so much bigger than you?”

“Piper…I want to cum,” I said. “That turns me on so much that I want to cum.”

I did. I was really close, actually. I was so turned on that it took almost nothing to get me really close to cumming.

“Cum for me, Joel, cum for me knowing he has a bigger cock…” she said.

It was a gift. And I took it. I came. I came so fucking hard while I thought about my wife kissing another man as her ass was pressed into his crotch and his hands were on her breasts. I came so hard my body shook. It fucking shook. I made a mess, too, but that doesn’t matter.

“Holy shit,” I said while coming down from the climax. “Holy shit, Piper. Holy shit that felt good. Wow. Wow.”

“I’m glad I can make you cum so hard even though I’m all the way across the country,” she said.

For some reason I had this feeling that she’d made the story up just to make me cum. “Was that just a story to make me cum?”

She was silent in a way that made me think she had made it up. Then she said, “No. It happened. All of it happened.”

“That makes me so happy,” I replied. “Happier than I can explain, even though that’s probably a little weird.”

Neither of us said anything for a few seconds, and then a thought popped into my head.

“What about you? I mean, orgasm wise. Did the kissing and dancing turn you on? I can’t go down on you from across the country, but I absolutely would if I was there,” I said.

Silence again. Then, “Oh, I already took care of myself, actually. Last night. And…well, and again this morning.”

“That’s so hot,” I said.

“You really think so?” she asked.

“Yes. Absolutely. That is so hot. Were you…what were you thinking about while you did it?” I said.

I heard her take a deep breath before she paused for a few seconds and answered, “I was thinking about how I felt last night. How it felt to have his hands on me. How it felt when he brushed my hair aside. How it felt when his lips found my neck, when I kissed him, when his tongue moved into my mouth, when his hands were on my breasts. It wasn’t like I was thinking about him, exactly, but instead it was just how turned on, how sexy, how beautiful, how desirable I felt in those moments.”

“And you came?” I asked.

“I did,” Piper answered. “Twice. So far, at least. His cock was so big, baby. I just couldn’t handle it. I came thinking about how he’d stretch me…”

It’s so hot knowing that your wife has masturbated to thoughts of another man and that she probably plans on doing it again. I promise you, it’s so hot.

“I love that you’re masturbating to those thoughts, to those feelings,” I said. “Are you…I mean, are going to try and experience those feelings again?”

“Well…Cal gave me his number,” she answered. “Or, well, I asked for his number.”

“Have you texted him yet?”

“Not yet, no,” Piper said. “I know you meant what you said before I left - at least now I know - but I just…I don’t know, it just seems so strange to go on a date with another man while you’re 3,000 miles away. You know?”

“Yeah, of course. But, you have my full support if you want to. And, not for nothing, it seems like you’d enjoy it. I mean, you enjoyed yourself last night. You enjoyed how he made you feel. Two orgasms…you know, that’s pretty good, which means those feelings must have been pretty good, pretty potent.”

“They were,” she said softly. “And if I texted him…if I arranged a date, you really wouldn’t be mad at me?”

I smiled. “Not in the slightest. Truly. I’d be more excited than I can possibly explain.”

“Okay, well, maybe I’ll do that, then,” she said.

I have no idea if Piper is going to arrange a date with Cal - or another guy, I suppose - but as soon as something happens in that arena, I’ll update you.

As I’m sure you can imagine, I really, really hope she texts him. I can’t imagine anything hotter than knowing that she’s got a date with another guy.

Hopefully I’ll have something to write about soon.

Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 3 (Patreon)

It’s a strange thing to spend most of your day hoping that your wife will call or text and let you know that she’s going on a date with another man. Really strange.

That’s how I spent this past week, though. Piper and I text every day - usually multiple times a day - and every time my phone dinged I felt this little rush of excitement - the kind where your heart skips a beat and your dick tingles a little - because I so desperately wanted her to have gotten in touch with Calvin to pursue a relationship with him.

Imagine my delight, then, when Piper sent a simple text message on Thursday: “I have a date on Saturday.”

I was at work when I received it. There were a few hours left in the day. I stared at the message and read it over and over and I swear my dick got hard. No touching. No stimulation other than reading those six words and thinking about what might happen on that date.

“With Calvin?” I texted back.

“Yeah.”

I was excited, but I didn’t want to come off as too excited, you know? I didn’t want to seem weird, to put her off the whole thing, so I didn’t pester her with all the questions that immediately jumped to mind.

“That’s really exciting,” I texted in lieu of those questions.

It took a few minutes, but Piper replied. “I know. We’ll talk tomorrow night. Maybe you can help me pick an outfit.”

I was surprised - and delighted - at her willingness to play into my fantasy. “I’d love that.”

Yesterday, she texted again, this time roughly an hour before I was due to leave for work. “Which one do you like best?” she asked.

Four pictures followed, each one of Piper standing in front of the mirror in a different outfit. The first was the red and white sundress she’d modeled for me the night before she left. She wore a pair of chunky heels with it and she managed to look both sexy and cute.

The second outfit was a pair of jeans with a soft-looking white turtleneck sweater. It looked suitable for cool weather and there was something about it that I found exceptionally sexy, perhaps in part because she’d paired it with knee high black leather boots with a three inch heel.

The third outfit consisted of a strapless top and a pair of shorts. Short shorts, really, as they exposed most of her thighs. She wore the chunky heels with that outfit, as well, and the view of her legs was stunning.

In the fourth picture Piper wore a semi-sheer light pink blouse with a white camisole underneath it and a pleated white skirt that I’d never seen before. She paired it with strappy high heels and it looked astoundingly good.

Every single outfit was incredible, which I found thrilling because it meant that Piper was putting real effort into looking good for her date. Her date with another man. Her date that night lead to a relationship while she was in San Francisco. Her date that might very well lead to my cuckold fantasy becoming a genuine reality.

“They’re all amazing, Piper,” I texted. “You honestly couldn’t go wrong and any man would be thrilled to be on a date with a woman wearing any of those outfits. If I had to choose, though, I’d go with the sundress.”

“I thought you might,” she replied. “Call me when you get home from work.”

I called Piper the moment I got home. The moment I pulled into the garage, actually.

“Hey there,” she said.

“Hey.”

I unlocked the door and stepped inside. I wasn’t quite sure what to say - again, I didn’t want to freak her out with my excitement - so I waited to see where Piper wanted to take the conversation.

“So…I just wanted to make sure that you’re really okay with this,” she said.

I smiled. “Yes, Piper, I’m more than okay with it. I really am. I’m excited. It’s…I don’t know, it’s just really exciting to me. I can’t explain why. I just know it’s exciting.”

I tossed my bag on the kitchen table and stood there waiting for her to say something. Every second that passed in silence felt like a minute.

Her voice was soft as she said, “I’m excited too.”

I felt that tingly kind of arousal. “Really?”

“Mmm hmm. I’ve actually been texting with Cal for most of the week. I didn’t say anything because I didn’t know if anything would come of it…but I…I like him, Joel. I mean, I feel like there’s a real connection.”

My heart was beating so hard. I opened the fridge, grabbed a beer, and popped the top before heading to the living room and sinking into the couch. My dick wasn’t hard, but I was so turned on it felt like I should have been hard.

“What do you text about?” I asked.

“A little bit of everything, honestly,” she replied. “Last night we were texting about True Detective, believe it or not. We’re both watching the most recent season and we were sharing theories about it. The day before that he was telling me a little bit about his job at a startup out here. Mostly about what he does on a day to day basis.”

It struck me that they were texting very much like boyfriend and girlfriend. I suppose, though, that I was really just letting my fantasy take over because that’s what I wanted Piper and Cal to be.

I also experienced genuine jealousy about the True Detective stuff. That was a show we’d watched the first few episodes of together before she left and here she was chatting about it with another guy. To my surprise, though, there was something kind of exciting about the jealousy.

“We’ve talked a few times, too,” Piper added. “There’s something…easy about it. Things just flow. We get along, you know? That’s why I agreed to the date.”

“He asked you?”

“He did. Yesterday, actually. He asked if he could take me out on Saturday afternoon,” she replied. “I told him it would make me very happy if he did.”

Again I felt that excitement, this time with a dash of jealousy. “Does he know you’re married?” I asked. “Not that you need to tell him.”

“He knows,” she said. “I explained everything, actually. After he asked me on a date. I told him I’d love to go, but that he should know that I was married and that my husband was okay with me dating someone else while I was in San Francisco.”

“And he had no problem with that?” I asked.

“Not at all, actually. He told me he found me irresistible, that he hadn’t been able to keep his eyes off me in the club and that he hadn’t stopped thinking about me since that night,” Piper said. “He said you were a lucky man, too.”

I smiled. “I am. A very lucky man.”

I heard her breathing for a few seconds before Piper asked, “Yeah? Do you really feel that way?”

“I do. I know it seem a little crazy or hard to understand, but I feel genuinely lucky that you’re going on a date with another man tomorrow. I mean, I barely understand why it’s so exciting to me, but it is,” I answered.

“So, like, does it turn you on?” she asked.

“It does. It’s the weirdest thing, but it turns me on to think about you going on a date with him. I got so excited when I saw the text,” I said. “The more I think about it, the more it turns me on.”

“What do you think about?” Piper asked softly.

A dozen thoughts ran through my head at the same time. I picked out a few to share. “I think about you in that incredible sundress. I think about you holding hands with him while walking through the park. I think about him stopping to kiss you, about his hands on your hips or your lower back or your ass while you press your body into his and lose yourself in the kiss. I think about you feeling desire for him and about him feeling the same thing for you. I think about you finding a quiet little spot in the park and him pulling up the back of the dress to play with your ass or…or…”

“Or my pussy?” Piper asked.

“Fuck…yes,” I replied.

“So…Cal kissed me and touched me a little in the club and obviously you didn’t have a problem with that. If things went a little further tomorrow, if I wanted to do a little more with him…if the chemistry in person is really good, you’d be okay with that?” she asked.

It wasn’t entirely clear what she was getting at, but I took her question to be asking if I was okay with her having sex with Cal even if that seemed unlikely for a first date. My feelings were unequivocal. “Yes, I’d be okay with that. With whatever going a little further means, I’d be okay with it.”

“I feel…I feel desire for him,” she said.

What an incredible thing to hear your wife say. Just fucking incredible. “I like that,” I replied.

“Yeah? You really don’t mind that I have…I don’t know, a thing for another guy?” she asked.

“I love that, Piper. I really do,” I answered.

“So, should I call you after my date is over?”

“Yes. Please. No matter how it goes, please call,” I said.

“I will. I love you, Joel. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

“I love you too,” I replied.

The call ended. I set my phone down, took a long sip of my beer, and contemplated masturbating. Ultimately I decided against it, preferring instead to assume the date would go well and I’d be armed with far more masturbatory fuel after the call.

That takes us to today. To the date. To the call afterwards.

It was a little after 7 p.m. my time when Piper called and she’d left for the date four hours earlier, so right away I assumed things had gone well.

“Hey,” I said. “How did it go?” I couldn’t really contain my excitement. I was desperate to hear how the date had gone.

“It went really well,” Piper replied. “Really, really well. Better than I expected, honestly.”

This incredible sensation worked its way through me. Excitement, arousal, happiness. They were all in there and it was potent. Really potent.

“So…you went to the park. How was that?”

“Actually, we had a picnic in the botanical garden at the park,” Piper said. “Cal told me to meet him there and the picnic was a surprise. He went all out, too. He had a basket and a blanket for us to sit on. He made all the food and he managed to sneak some wine into the basket - despite it being against park rules - and he’d already picked out the most beautiful spot with an incredible view and these gorgeous flowers all around us.”

She seemed smitten. Completely and utterly smitten. It was so exciting.

“He laid out the blanket in the grass and we sat on it. He didn’t open the basket right away, though. We talked a little and he told me - a few times, actually - how beautiful I was and how good I looked in the dress.”

“Did that make you feel good?” I asked.

“Better than I would have thought, actually,” Piper replied as my excitement built. “I wanted him to think I looked good, to be attracted to me, Joel. I wanted it even more than I’d thought, honestly, so when he said it - when he kept saying it - it felt so good.”

I know it’s unusual to get excited as your wife describes her date with another man, but I don’t give a damn. I was so fucking excited.

“He kissed me,” she said. “After telling me how beautiful I was. He reached up, gently brushed my hair behind my ear, and kissed me. It was so much better than the kiss in the club, Joel. It was soft and slow and sensual. I…well, I hope it’s okay to say that it really turned me on.”

“Yes, that’s okay. That’s definitely okay,” I replied, eliciting a laugh.

“He pulled out all the picnic stuff after the kiss. He’d made a few salads, pita breads stuffed with chicken and a really delicious mushroom and olive spread, a dip with fresh vegetables, and then strawberries and homemade whipped cream for dessert,” Piper explained. “And wine, of course.”

“It sounds delicious.”

“It was. I was impressed, honestly. There’s something nice about a man that knows how to cook,” she said.

That prompted a wave of jealousy, in no small part because I could hear the genuine appreciation in Piper’s voice. Again, she was clearly smitten after her first date with Cal.

“So you ate and talked, I assume?” I asked.

“We did. We talked about a little of everything, honestly. Growing up. College experiences. Our first jobs. Our favorite jobs. He told me about the girl he fell in love with freshman year at college. I told him about the guy I was head over heels for during my freshman year,” she said. “In a lot of ways it was an ideal first date, at least as far as getting to know each other goes. It was only a few hours, but I already feel like I know a ton about Cal…and I like all of it.”

It’s hard to fully explain how strange and thrilling it is to hear your wife offer the details of her first date with another man, but suffice to say that I just…felt more during that conversation than I had in years. I was excited. I was nervous. I was angsty. I was jealous. I was turned on. At certain points I felt everything at the same time. It was stunning and so fucking incredible.

“He asked about you, about us,” Piper said.

“Yeah?”

“I think he wanted to make sure that I was being truthful, that I wasn’t just cheating on my husband. I explained everything. About your fantasy. About what we’d talked about before I left. About how I’d told you about last weekend at the club and how we’d talked and texted about my date with Cal this week. I showed him some of the texts, actually, just to make sure he knew I wasn’t lying, that going on a date with him was actually my way of fulfilling my husband’s fantasy,” Piper explained.

“It is, you know. It really is,” I said.

“Yeah? You don’t mind listening to me talk about my date with Cal? You don’t mind hearing the excitement in my voice?” she asked.

“I love it, Piper,” I answered. “I do. I’m so…excited. Turned on, for sure, but it’s more than that. It’s deeper than that. It’s…I don’t really know how to explain it, but it’s just this deep level of excitement.”

She paused for a moment before replying, “I wonder if it’s the same kind of thing I feel. The excitement of a really good first date. The excitement of thinking about how good it felt when he kissed me, when he touched me.”

“How…how did he touch you?” I asked.

“We kissed throughout the picnic, actually. He’d lean over and kiss me every so often and I couldn’t help but do the same. It wasn’t until later - until after we’d packed up the food and finished the wine - that he touched me. I guess you could say we were making out, because it wasn’t just one little kiss. It was lots of kissing. It was…well, there was tongue involved.”

I had to stroke my cock. I did it through my pants, but I had to stroke it. “Were you turned on?”

“Really turned on. Like, head to toe turned on.”

“And that’s when…when he touched you?” I asked.

“Well, he’d touched me a little during the picnic. A hand on my waist. A hand on my arm. Brushing a hair away from eyes. That sort of thing. But when we were making out he let his hands wander a little. The first time he touched my breasts it was…it was thrilling, Joel. I actually moaned. That seemed to encourage him and he squeezed them a little, though only over my dress. That’s when I felt the most like I was back in college, you know? Like I was still exploring what felt good with guys, what I wanted them to do, what I wanted to do to them,” she said.

I had my eyes closed. I pictured Piper on a picnic blanket in her sundress. I pictured her kissing a guy while he played with her tits in the dress and my dick was so fucking hard.

“As we kept kissing one of his hands moved to my legs,” she continued. “They were closed, but the moment he touched me I spread them a little. It was instinctual, actually. I didn’t even think about it.”

“Did he take the hint?” I asked while rubbing my dick vigorously.

“He did,” Piper said. “His fingers moved up my thigh. His touch…Joel…it was incredible. It was like he’d found a direct connection to my…well, to my pussy. It tingled as he touched me and there was a point where it felt like it was screaming at me, at him. Like it was demanding pleasure.”

“Did he…did he make it to your pussy?” I asked.

She didn’t say anything and I worried I’d gone a step too far. Then she said, “He did. He took his time - maybe he was just trying to be sure that I wanted to be touched there on our first date - but eventually he found my panties and rubbed my pussy through them.”

Holy shit. What a fucking thing to hear from your wife. What a turn on.

“Did it feel good?” I asked.

“It felt incredible, Joel,” she answered. “I don’t know if he could feel how wet I was, but I was soaked. Completely soaked. I moaned when he rubbed my pussy. I moaned loudly, too. It felt so good that I couldn’t help it. I really couldn’t.”

“Can I…can I masturbate, Piper?” I asked.

She didn’t answer right away and I panicked. I didn’t have to, though. There was genuine joy in her voice when she asked, “Does this really turn you on that much?”

“Absolutely. It really does,” I said.

“Then yeah, you can masturbate,” she replied.

I pulled my pants off and took my stiff cock in my hand. There was more than enough precum to lube my shaft and it felt so fucking good that I moaned.

“That sounds kind of like the way I moaned,” she said. “Only I did it with Cal’s tongue in my mouth, which somehow made it hotter for me.”

“The whole thing sounds so hot. So fucking hot.”

“It was, and I was so turned on. I honestly hoped that he’d pulled my panties aside and finger me. I wanted it so badly and I was certain I would have cum in an instant. I think he would have done it, too, but we heard people talking. We’d been alone to that point, so he pulled his hand from between my legs and we stopped kissing right as a group of four people came over the hill and walked past us,” she said.

The fact that they’d stopped meant they were unquestionably getting hot and heavy.

“We both laughed and I happened to look down and see that he was hard. Or that there was a bulge that looked an awful lot like he was hard,” Piper said.

“Did you like that you’d made him hard?” I asked.

“I did. There was something about it…about seeing it…it turned me on even more, Joel. Like, I actually felt my desire get to this place where it seemed a little out of control, or like it might get out of control,” she explained.

My dick felt harder than it ever had at that point, which I imagine was entirely because I’d never been so turned on. It was honestly the most incredible sensation.

“What did you do?” I asked.

“After the group walked by us, after they were well out of sight, I straddled Cal,” she answered. “I got on top and kissed him. I felt his cock pressing into me. I started to…well, I guess you could say I dry humped him. I was grinding all over him and again it was like I was back in college. I can’t even explain how good it felt. I mean, fuck.”

“Do you want to masturbate with me?” I asked.

“Yes.”

I heard Piper strip and then a moan filled my ears. A moment later I heard the distinct sound of wetness as she pleasured her pussy.

“When you were on top, did you think about having him inside you?” I asked.

“Yes,” she admitted. “I…I want that, Joel. I want him in that way.”

“You want to have sex with him?” I asked as my pulse raced and my dick throbbed.

“Yes, I want Cal to fuck me,” she said. “Today was so perfect. It felt so good. And I…well, I actually came while we were dry humping in the park.”

“Holy shit, really?” I asked.

“Yes,” Piper answered before moaning. “I couldn’t believe it. I was so turned on and the grinding felt so good that I came.”

Another man had given her an orgasm. My wife had cum with another man. Holy fuck. I was so turned on. So fucking turned on.

“I don’t know if it matters, but I’d love it if you fucked him,” I said. “You’re free to do whatever you want, whenever you want, but just know that I’d be really turned on if you called me and told me that you and Cal had fucked.”

She moaned. Loudly. “Mmm, thank you baby. I love knowing that you’re okay with this. That you’re on board with this. That you want me to…to explore with Cal. To have fun with him. To…oh god…to fuck him.”

“Did you schedule another date?” I asked.

“Yes,” she answered. “He’s taking me to dinner on Wednesday. I imagine he’ll invite me back to his place afterwards. We’ll have a drink. We’ll fool around. I imagine he’ll want to take me to his bedroom.”

“Will you want to go to his bedroom?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” Piper answered. “It feels like it’s moving so fast, like it’s a little crazy to let it move so fast.” She moaned. “But…god, Joel, I’m so turned on. He turns me on so much. I like him so much. I want him. I do. I want him. I want to…I want him to fuck me, Joel. I do.”

“Piper, I’m close,” I replied.

“Because I want Cal to fuck me? Is that why you’re close? Because you’re thinking about me and my boyfriend fucking in his bed?” she asked.

It was using the word ‘boyfriend’ that put me over the top. Everything about it was hot, of course, but it was that particular word and everything it implied that had me crying out in pleasure.

“Yes! Fuck, that’s so hot, Piper,” I said before quickly adding, “Oh, shit, I’m cumming!”

I had an orgasm for the ages. The kind of orgasm that makes people want to write poetry about its pleasures. The kind of orgasm that made it impossible to utter a single word or think about anything other than the overwhelming pleasure coursing through my body.

Piper came too. She said something but I couldn’t really hear it. I was just so caught up in my orgasm. I loved that she came too, though. I loved the whole thing.

Afterwards I listened to her breathing and looked down to watch my chest rise and fall as my breaths were just as deep as hers. I imagined being there with her, having her cuddled up next to me. It was quite pleasing.

“So…you know that Wednesday is Valentine’s Day, right?” she asked.

I hadn’t thought about it. It put a smile on my face. “I do now.”

“And you’re okay with me going on a date with Cal on Valentine’s Day?” she asked.

“I am, actually. I mean, I know you’ve only been on one date, but if this ends up being a relationship then it would probably be really nice that you guys went out for Valentine’s Day, and maybe it would be really nice if the first time you had sex was on Valentine’s Day,” I said.

She moaned softly. “I agree. But, I’m honestly not sure if I’m ready for that, so don’t count on it happening on Wednesday, okay?”

“You move at whatever pace you’re comfortable with, Piper. I promise, no matter what happens, I love you,” I said.

“I love you too, Joel,” she replied.

“And thank you for the orgasm. That was incredible.”

She laughed softly. “It really was. Let’s talk again tomorrow, okay?”

“Okay, we’ll talk then.”

I set my phone aside, took a deep breath, and then smiled as brightly as I’ve ever smiled. I was so fucking happy.

I really hope things work out with Cal. It would be amazing if they had sex on Wednesday, but there’s no guarantee of that and I’m just fine with that. I mean, with any luck, this thing will go on for the entire four months she’s in San Francisco. That would be amazing.

I’ll update you after their date. See you then.

Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 4 (Patreon)

What a week. What an exciting week.

Let’s start on Tuesday. It was a little after 9 p.m. here when I got a message from Piper. She’d sent a picture of her in a red dress. She seemed to be in a fitting room.

The dress was short, tight and strapless. The fabric was ruched, which gave it the illusion of being a little looser while it actually clung to her body like a second skin. It was spectacularly hot and I said so when I replied to her text.

“Yeah, you like it?” she texted back.

“I love it. Cal will love it too,” I replied. She hadn’t explicitly said it was for her Valentine’s Day date, but why else would she be trying on a dress.

Another picture came through. The dress was hanging behind her and Piper was wearing a red lace bra and panty set. I’d never seen it before. She was clearly doing some shopping for Valentine’s Day. She looked stunningly sexy. The red was really a good color on her.

“Incredible,” I texted. “Is that for Cal too?”

“If things go well, yes,” Piper replied.

That’s all it took to get me hard. It was no guarantee of anything happening, of course, but I couldn’t help but imagine Piper standing in front of another man in that bra and panty set - and looking so fucking hot - and of course I got hard.

“Is it okay with you if I buy the lingerie and the dress for my date?” she asked.

“Yes,” I texted. “I love that you want to look good for your date. For Cal. I love that you want him to…well, to want you.”

A few minutes passed without a response and I got a little worried that I’d somehow offended her. The longer she went without responding, the more worried I got.

“I hope it’s okay that I want that,” she finally texted. “It still feels a little weird to want that, but I do.”

All the worry washed away and in its place was arousal. “It’s so much more than okay that you want him to want you, that you want to look good for him, that you want to buy that new dress and that incredible lingerie for him. It’s so, so, so fucking hot, Piper.”

“Thank you, Joel,” she texted. “I’ll call you after my date tomorrow, okay?”

“I can’t wait,” I replied.

I got another picture the next night. It was of Piper in her Valentine’s outfit. The dress looked stunning with a pair of heels to make her legs and ass even hotter. She put a great deal of effort into her hair and makeup, too, which I noted as I stared at the picture while imagining Piper out with Cal.

She didn’t call that night. Instead, I got a text: “The date was amazing. I can’t wait to tell you all about it. We’re heading back to his place now and I have a feeling that I’m going to spend the night. Are you okay with me sleeping with him?”

I loved that she was asking. My heart pounded as I read her message and thought of my wife going to another man’s apartment to have sex with him. My mouth actually hung open for a short spell as I read the message a second, third, and fourth times.

“Yes, I’m okay with it,” I replied. “I love that it’s happening on Valentine’s Day, honestly. I hope it’s not too weird to say that you sleeping with him - if it happens - would be the best Valentine’s gift I’ve ever gotten.”

A few minutes passed before Piper texted again. “We’re in an Uber driving back to his place. His hand is on my leg. His fingers are moving just a little over my thigh. It feels so good, Joel. Unless something goes really wrong at his place, I’m going to sleep with him tonight and I’ll probably spend the night so we won’t be able to talk until tomorrow. I hope that’s okay.”

“That’s amazing,” I wrote back. “Have a great night, Piper. And happy Valentine’s Day.”

She sent back a smiling emoji and that was it. I set my phone down and closed my eyes. I thought of my wife and her date in the backseat of an Uber. I thought of him caressing her inner thigh. I thought of her getting turned on and thinking about sleeping with Cal. I thought about them kissing in the car. I thought about them having sex in every imaginable way. In my mind, they fucked in his living room, on his kitchen table, in his shower, in his bedroom, on his washing machine. It was all so beautiful and my dick was hard as a rock, too.

I contemplated masturbating. I would have cum in an instant. I probably would have done so while staring at the lingerie picture Piper had sent the day before and imagining her posing in that bra and panties for Cal. I held off, though. I liked the idea of denying myself and of making my orgasm the next day even hotter.

I went to bed without hearing from Piper again. I’m three hours ahead of her, though, and I couldn’t stay up all night or I’d be useless at work on Thursday.

She texted, though. It was a little after 2 a.m. my time. The ding woke me up. Usually I put my phone on silence but I was honestly hoping she’d text so I didn’t mind interrupting my sleep.

“We had sex. It was great. I can’t wait to tell you all about it. I’m sorry you’ll have to wait until after I get off work. I think we might have sex again before we go to sleep. Happy Valentine’s Day, Joel. I love you,” she texted.

“I love you too, Piper,” I replied. “I can’t wait to talk to you tomorrow. Happy Valentine’s Day.”

It took an hour before I feel asleep again. Of course it did. I was hugely aroused and a little bit anxious - my wife was going to spend the night in another man’s bed, after all - and I had a million thoughts running through my head. I really was excited to talk to her, though.

I heard from Piper - via text - while I was on my lunch break. “Thank you for encouraging me to find someone while I’m here in San Francisco, Joel. Last night was amazing. Cal’s an incredible guy. I really like him. He already asked me out on another date, too, so I think he feels the same way about me. I love you and I’ll talk to you tonight.”

The anxiety was potent as I read her text. I mean, she’d actually found someone she liked. She’d found a boyfriend, assuming things continue to go well. I was a little surprised at how anxious I felt, though I probably shouldn’t have been. I mean, Piper was dating another man while we were 3,000 miles apart.

“I love you too,” I texted back. “And I’m so glad things are working out with Cal and that you had such a good time.”

“Oh, I forgot to tell you that we had sex again this morning,” she replied. “It was a quickie, really, but it was good. Really good.”

You know the sex is good when it carries over to the next morning. I’m sure you can also imagine that getting anything done for the rest of the day proved damn near impossible for me.

I slogged through the day, headed home, had dinner, and then waited. Again, I’m three hours ahead of Piper so I had to wait for her to get off work, which is why it was nearly 9 p.m. before she called.

My heart started pounding the moment my phone rang. I popped in my ear buds - I wanted to be able to talk hands free - and answered. “Hey,” was all I could manage to say.

“Hey,” she replied. “How are you?”

A dozen thoughts ran through my head before I said, “I’ve been thinking about you all day. It was hard to concentrate at work. In a good way, of course, but it was hard. Especially after that text you sent.”

She laughed softly. “I have to say, I kind of like that it was hard for you to concentrate, that you were so excited thinking about me. In a way it feels like when we were first together, you know? When I was on your mind all the time. When you were calling and texting and desperate to see me.”

She was right. It was a little different, of course, but in many ways it was exactly the same. The excitement level was certainly the same and that felt like half the fun.

“I think I might be even more excited now, to be honest, which is kind of amazing,” I said. “I mean, it took me an hour to fall back asleep after your text last night because I was just so excited and turned on as I thought about you and Cal having sex.”

I could hear the amusement in her voice as Piper asked, “Really? Did you…you know, take care of yourself?”

“Masturbate? No, I didn’t. I thought about it, but I decided it would be more fun to wait,” I answered.

“That makes me happy.”

I smiled brightly. I’d made the right decision. Plus, I’d learned that Piper preferred that I refrain from masturbating without her. “So, where did Cal take you?”

“It was beautiful, Joel. Beautiful and romantic. It was a restaurant in Sausalito, which is just on the other side of the Golden Gate Bridge. It had the most incredible, expansive view of the bay and even a little bit of the sunset. We sat on the outdoor patio and there were lights strung overhead and flowers on every table. It was just…honestly, it was perfect.”

She sounded giddy, like her body and mind were still humming with excitement from an exceptional date with her boyfriend. I was excited, but there was a potent undercurrent of anxiety in there, too, as I’m sure you can understand.

“It was a square table, but it was small so we were basically seated next to each other so we were both looking out at the water. Joel ordered a bottle of wine, we picked out appetizers, and then we talked,” she continued.

“And the conversation was good?” I asked.

“It was. It really was. The chemistry on our first date wasn’t a fluke, as it turns out. I really like talking to him. He’s interesting and smart and funny and as far as I can tell, he really likes talking to me. I mean, we were at the restaurant for nearly three hours and we didn’t stay that long because the meal took forever. We stayed because it was just really nice to talk to each other,” she said.

It’s really strange to be turned on and anxious at the same time. Really, really strange. I was fully enmeshed in those feelings as Piper talked about her night out, though. It was a full body experience, too. I mean, I felt things from head to toe.

“It wasn’t all talk, though,” Piper said.

“Really?” I asked as my pulse quickened.

“Like I said, the restaurant was romantic and we were sitting close enough to touch…and to kiss.”

“So you kissed?” I asked.

She laughed softly. “We kissed a lot, actually. I think I forgot what it’s like when you’re first with someone. When you’re so full of…well, desire that you just want to touch them and kiss them and be near them. Honestly, we probably got a little carried away a few times, but no one at the restaurant said anything, probably because it was Valentine’s Day.”

“Carried away?” I asked.

She paused. “A few of the kisses were really…lustful, I guess. There was quite a lot of tongue.”

I imagined my wife in that red dress, sitting at a romantic restaurant with her date and leaning over to kiss him with such passion that she thought they might get in a bit of trouble. Unsurprisingly, excitement followed in the form of a fairly intense erection.

“It felt so good, Joel. To kiss him. To touch him. To feel him touch me. To feel all that desire building as we sat at the restaurant,” Piper continued.

“Was it the long dinner, the wine, and the kissing and touching that made you want to sleep with him?” I asked.

“It certainly helped,” she said. “When he asked me back to his place for a drink I agreed without a moment’s hesitation. Honestly, I would have been disappointed if he hadn’t asked. He did, though. I tried not to seem giddy when he asked, but I’m pretty sure I failed. The fact that I kissed him deeply right after he asked probably told him all he needed to know about whether or not he was getting laid.”

It was the craziest conversation in the history of our marriage. I mean, it’s truly insane to be talking to your wife about her Valentine’s Day date with another man, about how she let him know with a kiss that he’d get to have sex with her that night.

“Were you certain of it at that point? Certain that you wanted to have sex with him, I mean?” I asked.

“I was,” Piper answered. “I was certain of it halfway through dinner, to be honest. The connection between us, it’s so strong, Joel. It’s real. My body wanted him, which is why I texted you to let you know.”

“I appreciated that,” I said. “It wasn’t necessary - you don’t need my permission for anything you want to do while you’re in San Francisco - but I did enjoy you letting me know.”

“Yeah?”

I smiled. “I got to spend the rest of my night thinking about you having sex with someone else. About the kissing, the touching, about you stripping out of that dress and showing him the lingerie, about…well, about the other stuff people do when they’re about to have sex.”

Piper said nothing for a few seconds. Then, she thrilled me. “Other stuff like…like how I took Cal’s cock in my mouth last night?”

Fuck. What a thing to hear from the woman you love, and with a hint of lust in her voice to make it even more arousing for me, which I assumed was purposeful. “Is that…did you have him in your mouth?”

“I did,” she said. “I’m getting ahead of myself, though.”

I could hear a hint of delight in Piper’s voice. She was having fun telling me about her night.

“First, we had a drink. At his place, I mean. He has an apartment in the city. It’s not big, but it’s in a fairly new building and it’s really nice. He has a small balcony with a view, a cute little kitchen, and it’s actually furnished way nicer than I would have thought. Usually a single guy in a city just buys whatever crappy couch looks comfortable, but Cal’s put some real effort into making his apartment feel like a home,” she said.

I don’t know why, but I felt intensely jealous in that moment. It’s such a stupid thing, but the fact that Piper had taken notice of that sort of thing and had been impressed by it set off a bit of insecurity.

“He opened a bottle of wine, poured us both a glass, and then we went out on the balcony. It was a little chilly so he brought a blanket and we cuddled up under it and sat on the little outdoor couch he has. It felt like the perfect way to cap off the date, or at least the part of the date that didn’t involve us taking each other’s clothes off,” she said.

“I hope it’s not weird to say that I find it really arousing to think of you cuddled up under a blanket with your date,” I replied. “Being so close to him. Drinking wine with him. Doing…I don’t know, boyfriend and girlfriend stuff, I guess. It’s actually more arousing than I expected it would be, but I really like it.”

“It’s not weird,” Piper assured me. “In fact, it’s good, because I really like all that stuff too. I mean, like I said, it’s too early to really know, but I think there’s real potential with Cal. I really think he could be what you wanted me to have…a boyfriend for my time out here. It’s…I mean, it’s more than sexual. The chemistry is more than that. I really like him.”

I had to take my pants off. In part because I really wanted to masturbate and in part because my dick was so hard that it was starting to hurt in the confines of my underwear.

“But the sexual stuff is good too, yeah?” I asked.

She laughed. “It is. It’s really good. And last night it actually got started on the balcony. We’d finished our wine and Cal had set the glasses on the ground. We started kissing. Making out, really. His hands started moving over my body. Mine started moving over his body.”

I started stroking my cock a little faster Piper talked.

“His fingers moved between my legs and up under my dress. He rubbed my pussy and I stroked his cock through his pants,” she said.

I wanted to ask if he was big. The thought just popped into my head. I resisted, though.

“I got so worked up. I know he could feel how wet I was. I’m certain of it because I was absolutely soaked, Joel. I’d spent the previous three hours soaked. I wanted him…well, I wanted him badly. Joel. I needed him, actually,” she explained.

“Did you have him on the balcony?” I asked.

“No. That would be fun, actually, and we might do that at some point, but not last night. No, I stood, took his hand, and told him to take me to his bedroom,” she said.

What an incredibly hot thing to hear from your wife. Or my wife, actually, since maybe you wouldn’t want to hear that from your wife. I fucking loved it, though. “Did he take you?”

She laughed. “Of course he did. You wouldn’t have turned me down, right?”

“Not in a million years.”

“Cal didn’t either. He led me to his bedroom. We kissed as he unzipped the dress and pushed it to the floor. We kissed as ran his hands over my back and ass while I helped him out of his pants. We kissed as I pushed his underwear down and then he moaned into my mouth as I took hold of his cock and stroked him,” she said.

“Holy shit, Piper,” I replied.

“I unbuttoned his shirt with…I don’t know, hunger,” she continued. “Like, I needed him to be naked. I practically tore it off of him and tossed it to the floor. Then he stepped back and for a second I was worried as he didn’t say anything. I didn’t need to be, though. He just wanted to look at me, to take me in. His eyes wandered over my body for a few moments and then he told me I looked hot. ‘So fucking hot’ were his words, actually.”

“So he liked the lingerie,” I said.

She chuckled. “He really did. He picked me up and put me in his bed. He kissed me while I unhooked my bra. He took my breasts in his hands and he played with them in a way that felt so fucking good. I swear, my pussy got even wetter. He kissed my neck and chest and then he took one of my nipples in his mouth and he did something wondrous with his tongue that felt like it sent electric shocks between my legs.”

“I’m so turned on, Piper.”

“Me too,” she replied. “Do you wanna masturbate together?”

“More than anything.”

I heard what sounded like the hasty removal of clothes and a bit of heavy breathing. “He kissed his way down my body - playing with my breasts the whole time - and then pulled my panties aside and pushed his tongue inside me. I moaned, ran my fingers through his hair, and looked down to see wild lust in his eyes before his tongue found my clit.”

More jealousy. Lots of jealousy, actually. I don’t know why, but I never thought about Cal going down on Piper. It’s not like I think of oral sex as my purview or something I should only do, but it seems like it’s the unexpected parts of this journey that make me feel the most jealousy.

“It felt so good, Joel. He’s so, so, so good with his tongue. He had two fingers inside me, too, and they made it feel even better. I could hear how wet I was, too. How desperate I was for him. He couldn’t have been down there long, though, as I basically demanded that he put his cock inside me before long,” she said.

“Really?”

“I told him I needed him inside me, actually,” she said.

I felt arousal surge through my dick. Like, the stroking actually felt better in the moments after she uttered that sentence. I could hear it playing over and over in my head. My wife telling another man that she needed him inside her. Fuck, what a thing it is to have this fantasy.

“Did he…did you get what you needed?” I asked.

Piper moaned. “I did, baby. He got a condom, put it on quicker than I’ve ever seen a man put on a condom, and got between my legs. I guided him into my pussy and wrapped my legs around him. He filled me slowly as we kissed. I held him tight as he bottomed out inside me. I felt his pelvis rubbing against my clit. I whispered to him to fuck me.”

My wife has urged another man to fuck her. Another man had been inside her and she’d told him to fuck her and she’d done so on Valentine’s Day. Holy shit.

“Did he fuck you?” I asked. “Did Cal fuck you?”

She moaned again. “He did.” I heard her masturbating. I heard how wet she was. “He fucked me so good, Joel. I was so turned on. I felt it in my whole body. I don’t know…I can’t explain it. I just felt it everywhere.”

She didn’t need to explain it. It was the exact same thing I felt in that moment as I listened to my wife detail her first time having sex with her boyfriend.

“Every thrust was…electric. He was so deep inside me and he…I don’t know, it’s like he knew the perfect pace to maximize my pleasure. He was so attentive, too. We kissed. His hands moved all over my body. He kissed my neck. He played with my breasts. He ran his fingers through my hair. I touched him, too. I wanted to be as deeply connected with him as possible. I wanted to touch him all over, for our bodies to…I don’t know, to meld, to connect,” she explained.

I actually had to stroke myself slowly for fear of cumming almost instantly. I’ve never been so turned on. Maybe that’s a bad thing - maybe fucking my wife should have been more arousing than hearing about her fucking someone else - but I really felt in the moment like I’d never been so aroused.

“We came together, Joel. It was quick, actually. But of course it was quick. We were both so excited. So turned on. So overwhelmed with desire for each other. And I came so hard. So hard it made my toes curl. So hard I might have screamed loud enough for his neighbors to hear,” she said.

I was close. Really close. I hadn’t heard the whole story, but I was too close. I had to cum.

“Piper, I’m close. Are you close?” I asked.

“Yes!”

I stroked my cock furiously as my orgasm neared. I grabbed my underwear to catch my load. “Think about him,” I said. “Think about Cal while you cum. Think about him fucking you, about how deep he was inside you, about how hard he made you cum.”

“The sex was incredible, Joel! He fucked me so good! He fucked your wife so good!”

I came. I came so fucking hard. My body shuddered. Every inch of my cock felt alive with pleasure. Every inch of my body felt alive with pleasure. I grunted and groaned and the orgasm seemed to go on forever.

From what I could hear, Piper had a damn good climax too.

“Thank you, Piper,” I said.

“No, thank you, Joel. Really. I can’t believe how right you were about me finding a boyfriend. I can’t believe how good it is. I can’t believe how much better it is knowing that it all excites you, too,” she said. “I thought about you last night, you know. I thought about how much you were going to enjoy hearing about my date, about the sex. It made it better for me.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Honestly. It did. I don’t know why, but it did. And the orgasm I just had was incredible, which makes me a very lucky woman,” she said.

“You really feel that way?”

“I do,” Piper said. “I got to have sex with my boyfriend this morning - really good sex that made me cum really hard - and tonight I got to have phone sex with my husband and I got to cum really hard for a second time today. I feel like the luckiest woman in the world right now.”

“Do you think we could talk again tomorrow? Maybe you could tell me about the sex this morning? Or the blowjob, what about the blowjob?” I asked.

She laughed. “I’d be happy to tell you all of that. As a little preview, I’ll say that the blowjob happened last night as a prelude to the second time we had sex. It happened in Cal’s living room. I’ll share the details with you tomorrow, though.”

“I can’t wait,” I said. “I’d love to hear about work and all the other stuff, too. Actually, if you have time I’d love to talk more right now.”

“I do have time, and I want to hear everything that’s been going on with you.”

We spent another hour talking. We caught up on everything not related to her and Cal and then we went off on a dozen different topics, just like we do when she’s at home. It was a really great phone date.

Of course, more has happened since then. She’s been on another date with Cal. She’s had more sex with him. She called today to give me the details on the second date.

I’ll be back soon to share those details with you.

Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 5 (Patreon)

It was Sunday afternoon. Piper had been on a date the night before and outside of a text to say goodnight and another that morning to let me know she was on her way home, I hadn’t heard from her.

I wasn’t worried, though. That was the plan. She’d told me beforehand that she’d call me on Sunday and catch me up on everything. She called a little after 3 p.m. my time.

As I’m sure you know by now, I felt an intense kind of excitement the moment the phone rang. She’d spent the night at Cal’s so it was safe to assume I was about to get the details on the sex my wife and her boyfriend had enjoyed the night before.

“Hey,” I said as my heart pounded.

“Hey there,” she replied. I swear I could hear her smiling.

“You sound happy.”

She laughed softly. “I am. Very happy, in fact.”

“Yeah? What’s got you so happy?”

I heard what sounded like Piper collapsing onto her couch before she said, “Well, let’s see. I’m married to an amazing, supportive, gorgeous, loving man. I’m also dating an amazing and gorgeous man. I spent the night with the man I’m dating and he made me breakfast this morning before fucking me to an astonishing orgasm. Now I’m on the phone with the man I love and that man is probably already hard because he loves that someone else was inside me an hour ago. I mean, what more could a woman want?”

She’s amazing. Truly amazing.

“I love you, Piper,” I said. “And yes, I’m already hard.”

She laughed in the most joyful manner. “I love that. I wish you were here, though. I wish you were right next to me. I wish I could stroke your cock and kiss your neck as I told you about my date. I wish I could straddle you and take you inside me. I wish I could kiss you while telling you about how much fun I had last night.”

“And about how good the sex was this morning?” I asked.

“Mmm hmm,” she replied. “It was good, baby. It was really good. It was good last night, too.”

“Tell me about the date.”

“He took me to a Warriors game,” she said.

“Really?” I was genuinely surprised, mostly because those are not cheap tickets.

“Yeah. We had good seats, too. We were probably…I don’t know, twenty rows from the court. Pretty close to the center, too.”

I was jealous and turned on, as has become a common sensation during the short time my wife has been dating another man. Cal was putting in genuine effort to impress Piper. He was actually dating her. They could have gone to a restaurant or some cheap mini golf place or something, but he was pulling out all the stops, which almost certainly meant that he really liked her, which in turn made me jealous and made my dick throb.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked.

“I’m not the hugest basketball fan, as you know, but I actually had a really good time,” Piper answered. “I…well, it’s a little embarrassing, but I did that girl thing where I kept asking Cal to explain stuff to me. Some of it I didn’t know, but I could tell he actually enjoyed sharing his love of basketball with me and I don’t know, I kind of liked asking him and watching him light up as he explained the rules or certain plays to me.”

Is it weird that I get so turned on when Piper talks about boyfriend/girlfriend stuff with Cal? Like, honestly, my dick was hard as a rock as I listened to her talk about doing the sort of thing a girlfriend does when she really likes a guy. I guess that’s the thing that turned me on, though. It was just a representation of how much she liked Cal, which really got me worked up. What a crazy fucking fantasy this is.

“What did you wear?” I asked.

“Tight jeans, high heeled boots, and a sweater. A turtleneck. It was tight, or tight enough to…you know, look good,” she answered. “Cal seemed to like it.”

“Yeah?”

“Mmm hmm. He told me I looked good like half a dozen times and he kept touching me. It made me feel sexy, to be honest. I’d look over at him and see him staring and he’d smile and then lean over and kiss me even while a big play was happening. I don’t know, I felt like I was the center of his world, you know?” she said.

Again it was that amazing boyfriend/girlfriend stuff. They were two people connecting on more than a physical level. I was jealous. I was a little bit anxious about it, too, though not in a way I really recognized in the moment.

“That sounds amazing,” I said.

“It was amazing. It really was,” she replied. “After the game we went for a late dinner. We didn’t eat much. We got drinks, had an appetizer, and then shared a dessert before going back to his place.”

“Was the food good?”

“It was. The dessert was incredible. It was this puff pastry kind of thing with the lightest, most delicious cream in the middle and a chocolate sauce drizzled over the top. Cal actually…well, he fed me a few bites of it. It was…it was really romantic, actually. I know it sounds kind of corny, but it wasn’t,” she said.

The anxiety grew a little as it became perfectly clear that Piper’s relationship with Cal was moving quickly, or at least a lot quicker than I expected it would.

“And then you went back to his place?” I asked.

“We did. We went right to the bedroom,” she said. “We did a little kissing and touching in his bed before I told him to get naked as I headed for the bathroom. I was wearing a bra and panty set - the black lace one - and I’d packed a pair of stockings in my purse. I stripped in the bathroom, changed into the stockings, and stepped out into the bedroom.”

“Did he like the lingerie?” I asked.

“He did. He said I looked so fucking hot. He was hard, too. I think he’d been playing with himself while I changed,” Piper answered.

“And what did you do?”

“I walked to the foot of the bed and crawled between his legs. I looked at him, smiled, and then leaned down and kissed his thighs. I took his cock in my hand and I stroked him,” she explained.

I was stroking slowly as she showered me with the intensely arousing details of her night.

“I kissed my way up his thighs and then…well, then I took him in my mouth,” Piper said.

“Oh, fuck,” I replied.

Her voice was dripping with lust as she asked, “You really like that, don’t you? That I take Cal in my mouth?”

“Yes, I really do.”

I heard the distinct sound of masturbation. Piper was wet and she was absolutely playing with herself. “I like it too. I like it a lot, actually. There’s something…I don’t know, there’s just something sexy about it. About having him in my mouth and looking up and seeing the pleasure on his face. How much he’s enjoying it. How good it makes him feel.”

Piper is not averse to giving me blowjobs, but it doesn’t happen all that often. I’m pretty sure that’s common in a marriage, but it makes it so much hotter that she’s taken Cal in her mouth on each of their last two dates.

“Do you think you’ll ever finish him with your mouth?” I asked.

She was still masturbating, but Piper didn’t answer for a few seconds. “Would you like that? If I let Cal cum in my mouth?”

“Yes,” I answered. The thought was incredibly hot, if I’m being honest.

“I could see doing that,” Piper said. “I know he’d enjoy it, and I’m sure if I really wanted to cum that he’d happily go down on me, so it’s not like I’d be frustrated or anything. You’d enjoy hearing that I’d given Cal a blowjob? That I’d let him cum in my mouth?”

“Fuck…yes,” I said.

I heard her moan and it sounded like she was masturbating a little faster. “And I suppose that I should swallow for him, shouldn’t I?”

I think she was trying to excite me, or at least exploring my fantasy a little to see what turned me on. “I’d find that hot. To hear that you did that, I mean.”

“A good girlfriend swallows for her man, doesn’t she?”

That one really got me. Enough that I nearly came, in fact. Instead of offering a response I just moaned and then pulled my hand from my cock so I wouldn’t blow my load.

Piper laughed softly. “My baby liked that, didn’t he?”

“I did.”

“Well then, perhaps I’ll do that at some point. After all, it would be something nice for both of my men, which feels like a win-win,” she said.

I loved that she was already referring to Cal as her boyfriend and/or her man. It was so fucking hot.

“I didn’t finish him last night, though. Instead, I put a condom on his cock, crawled forward, and took him inside me. I put my hands on his chest and I rode him really slowly. I loved watching him as I rode him, Joel. The look on his face…it was just incredible. It was like he was in Heaven, like being inside me was the single most pleasurable thing he’s ever experienced. He couldn’t stop moaning. His head was rolling around on the pillow. He’d close his eyes and then open them again and then he’d smile in the most incredible way.”

I swear, there’s nothing in the world like hearing your wife describe all the little details of having sex with her boyfriend. It might be even hotter than watching in person, though at this point I have no idea if that’s true or if I’m just talking out of my ass. I just know that it’s insanely hot to hear her talk like that, to be so descriptive, and to be so obvious about how much she enjoyed herself.

“I was so turned on that I knew I’d cum really quickly, so I actually rode him in a way that didn’t stimulate my clit too much,” she continued. “I worked on making him feel good at first, though I just got more turned on as I did it.”

“Because you really like making him feel good?” I asked.

“Yes, baby. I love making him feel good,” Piper replied. “I mean, I really love it when I feel good too, but in the moment I felt like I could have ridden Cal’s cock all night long.”

“That’s so fucking hot.”

She laughed. “I know, right? That wasn’t really possible, though, because I had to cum, and after a few minutes of working his cock I decided to go to work on my orgasm. I leaned down and kissed him. I ground my pussy back and forth, rubbing my clit into his pelvis. I bounced hard on him, too, slamming my clit down into him over and over.”

I pictured Piper in a bra, panties, and stockings. I pictured her on top of another man. I pictured her taking him for a wild, wondrous ride while they kissed. It was so fucking hot and in my imagination it was incredibly lurid.

“Did you cum while you were riding him?”

“I did,” Piper answered. “I came really hard, too. It was the kind of orgasm where I felt like I’d lost control of my body for a few seconds. I just collapsed on top of Cal and he wrapped his arms around me and held me tight while I moaned and groaned and my thighs trembled.”

I get so hard when Piper tells me about sex with her boyfriend. So much harder than when I’m fantasizing about it on my own. It’s the most incredible thing.

“It actually took a few minutes for me to recover,” she said. “We kissed. I told him how hard he’d made me cum, how good his cock felt inside me. I rode him a tiny little bit, mostly because I wanted to keep making him feel good.”

It sounded intimate and beautiful and it was such a fucking turn on.

“Then I told him I wanted to make him cum,” Piper continued. “I asked him how he wanted me.”

What an insanely hot think to hear your wife say. “How did he want you?”

“He wanted me from behind,” she said. “Though not like, traditional doggystyle where I’m on my hands and knees and he’s just pounding the hell out of me from behind. Instead, he was bent over and kissing my neck and shoulder and cheeks as he fucked me. He played with my breasts a little bit, too. Honestly, it was really hot.”

I closed my eyes and imagined Piper getting fucked like that. It had been months - maybe longer - since we’d last used that position. I loved that she’d done it like that with Cal. I loved that she’d done something with him that we don’t normally do. My dick was so fucking hard and every stroke felt so fucking good.

“Right at the end - right when he was about to cum - he leaned back, grabbed my hips, and fucked me hard,” she said. “Hard and fast. I couldn’t take a ton of that kind of sex, but it actually felt good. I think I just liked that fucking me like that was going to make him cum.”

I liked that too.

“When he came he leaned forward and we both sort of collapsed onto the bed with him on top of me and his cock still inside me,” she said. “He was breathing so heavily - it was like he was panting - and something about it felt so good. Comforting, almost. I liked that he was still inside me, too. I would have let him stay that way until he went soft, but he pulled out and rolled onto his back.”

“What did you do?” I asked.

“I rolled over and cuddled with him,” she answered. “I rested my head on his chest and ran my fingers over his stomach and down his legs. I caressed his balls a little and even stroked his cock - which was still hard - a little as I thought about it moving in and out of me.”

“You sound like an amazing girlfriend.”

Piper chuckled. “Thank you. I’m certainly trying to be. Just like he’s being a good boyfriend. I mean, I don’t even know if he considers himself my boyfriend at this point, but I think he does and he’s certainly acting like it.”

“Yeah?”

“Well, he made me breakfast this morning. He made an omelette, actually. It was really good, too,” she said. “He made this kinda fancy pour over coffee. He even had fresh-squeezed orange juice. I mean, I think he was trying to impress me.”

“It sounds like it worked.”

She was quiet for a moment. “It did. So much so that I wanted to fuck him again before I left.”

My cock throbbed. “Yeah? And he wanted to fuck you, I assume?”

“He did. The fact that I got on my knees in his kitchen and sucked his cock probably helped,” she said.

It was astounding to hear my wife talk like that. I couldn’t tell if she was turned on and that’s what loosened her tongue a little or if she was just warming up to talking like that as she got more comfortable with cuckolding me, but it was really fucking hot.

“Holy shit, you really did that?” I asked.

She laughed. “I did. I knew he wasn’t going to turn it down - what guy turns down a blowjob in his kitchen - but I actually felt kind of nervous before doing it. I don’t really know why. Maybe because it was morning. Maybe because it felt like the kind of thing I don’t normally do. I enjoyed it, though. I enjoyed the look of surprise and then the pleasure on his face. I enjoyed the way he moaned as I blew him. I enjoyed the way his cock got hard in my mouth and then how I could taste his precum as he got more excited.”

I felt the jealousy again, mostly because it had been a long, long time since Piper had given me that kind of blowjob. I know that’s what tends to happen in a long term marriage, but still, how could I not feel jealous that she was doing it for another man and enjoying it? Of course, with that jealousy came intense arousal.

“He got really hard for me. Really, really hard,” she continued. “I told him I wanted him to fuck me. I told him to go grab a condom. I stripped when he left and when he came back I was sitting naked on his kitchen counter. I spread my legs, he put on the condom, and a moment later he was inside me.”

My wife got fucked on her boyfriend’s kitchen counter. He made her breakfast, she sucked his cock, and then she spread her legs and invited him into her pussy right there on the kitchen counter. Holy fuck!

“Was it good?” I asked.

“It was great,” she said. “There’s something…something so hot about that kind of wild, spontaneous-feeling sex. The kind you tend to have when you’re first with someone. The kind you have because you’re overcome with this feeling of absolutely needing to have him inside you, of needing to satisfy that overwhelming desire.”

She felt that desire for Cal. She was overwhelmed with desire for him.

“Are you thinking about it?” I asked. “About him fucking you on his kitchen counter?”

“Yes,” she replied with a moan. She was masturbating with greater speed. I could hear it. “I’m thinking about his cock thrusting so deep inside me. I’m thinking about him kissing me, about his tongue in my mouth. I’m thinking about him playing with my tits as he fucks me. I’m thinking about him moaning into my mouth. I’m thinking about how good it felt to get fucked like that.”

“I’m gonna cum, Piper,” I said.

“Cum for me, Joel,” she replied. “Cum for me while you think about it too. Think about Cal fucking me. Think about me on his kitchen counter with my legs spread. Think about my boyfriend fucking me! Think about him making me cum! Think about him cumming while he was so fucking deep inside me!”

Piper came. I came too. I came so fucking hard and I did it while picturing everything she talked about. Absolutely everything. It was so goddamn hot.

“Holy shit,” I said afterwards. It was all I could think to say because my brain was so awash in pleasure that those were the only words it could manage to spit out.

“Yeah, I know,” she replied.

“That was so hot. This is all so hot.”

“It is,” Piper agreed.

“When’s your next date?”

“Not until next Friday. My week is really busy.” She paused before adding, “It feels like such a long time, though.”

“I’m up for more of this anytime you want,” I said. “I know it’s not the same as being with your boyfriend, but you know, maybe it’s a close second. Though I bet Cal would be happy to have phone sex.”

She laughed. “I’m sure he would. I think, though, that I prefer phone sex with you. It’s really hot.”

“I know, right?”

“So, do you have any plans for the rest of your Sunday?” Piper asked.


I told her about my plans and she shared hers with me - she was going out to dinner with a few coworkers - before we spent nearly an hour talking about anything and everything that came to mind before ending the call.

I love my wife. I love that she has a boyfriend. I love that she likes him, that she likes being with him, that she likes being his girlfriend.

Oh, and she didn’t wait a week before seeing him again. She saw him yesterday, actually.

I’ll give you the update on that in a day or two :)

Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 6 (Patreon)

Okay, so, last time I mentioned that Piper couldn’t wait a week to see Cal again. That she’d seen him on Wednesday.

I heard about it - at first, at least - with a text: “I just gave a blowjob.”

That was it. Five words. I took it to mean that she’d given a complete blowjob. That she’d made Cal cum. That she’d probably swallowed his cum like she’d talked about after her date last weekend.

It was almost midnight when I got the text. I was in bed. I was winding down and getting ready for sleep. I was, of course, immediately filled with desire. I wasn’t sure if Piper planned on giving me anything more than a text, but I couldn’t help but masturbate a little as I thought of her giving her boyfriend a blowjob.

“Can you call?” I asked.

“I can,” she texted back. “I’m on my way back to my apartment right now. I’ll call when I get there. Thirty minutes or so.”

“I can’t wait,” I replied.

There was nothing for a few minutes and I figured that I wouldn’t hear from her until she got back to her apartment. Then Piper texted, “I can still taste his cum.”

Holy fuck. She’d made him cum. She’d probably swallowed. My wife had given her boyfriend a blowjob, made him cum in her mouth, and swallowed his cum and she’d done all of that on a night when she wasn’t even scheduled to see him. All those thoughts ran through my head as I sat in bed and slowly stroked my incredibly stiff cock.

Piper called almost exactly thirty minutes later. “Hey, baby,” she said.

“Hey. Those texts. That was really hot,” I replied. “Really fucking hot. How did it happen?”

She laughed softly. “Well, we all went out to dinner after work. To a steakhouse, actually. With a really nice view of the bay. Really expensive place. I don’t know if they were rewarding us - things are going well so far - or if they were just giving us something of a treat to keep morale high, but it was fantastic.”

I was jealous. I’d eaten at home that night with a movie on. Pizza. It was good, but it wasn’t quite like eating at an expensive steakhouse.

“Lucky you,” I said.

“I know,” she replied with another laugh. “Anyway, Cal texted me while I was at dinner. He told me he’d been thinking about me all day. He asked if I could send him a picture of me in my underwear.”

“Really?” I asked as my dick throbbed. “Have you sent him pictures before?” I honestly hadn’t considered that Piper would do that sort of thing, but of course it was possible. She and Cal were basically dating - I don’t know if they’d made anything official at that point - and it made perfect sense that she’d send him a naughty pic or two.

“I have,” Piper said. “Not a lot and I don’t ever include my face - you can never been too careful - but I’ve sent him pictures. Some lingerie pics. A few naked pics. I don’t know, I like the idea that he wants to see me even when he can’t see me and I really like the idea that he masturbates to the pictures I send him.”

I liked that idea too.

“I was going to tell him that I couldn’t send him anything because I was at dinner, but I thought better of it. Instead, I excused myself and went to the bathroom. I locked the door, unbuttoned my blouse, and lifted my skirt. I stepped in front of the bathroom mirror, put a hand in my panties, and took a picture with the phone in front of my face,” she said.

I couldn’t remember if I’d ever received a picture like that from Piper, but I was pretty sure I hadn’t, a notion that turned me on. Maybe it’s weird, but I thought it was so fucking hot that she was eager to send Cal a picture like that.

“While I was taking the picture I felt how wet I was, how wet I’d gotten at the idea of taking a picture for Cal. So I masturbated a little. I took more pictures. Then I took a video of me masturbating in the restaurant bathroom as I thought about Cal,” she continued.

“That’s so hot,” I said.

“I know, right? Would you like to see the video?” she asked.

“Hell yes.”

“Give me a second,” she said.

Piper sent the video and I played it. She was standing in a fancy-looking bathroom. She had the camera pointed at the mirror and was holding it in front of her face. Her blouse was open and her skirt was pulled up around her waist. She had on a dark red bra and panty set and she was masturbating just like she’d described.

“I want you, Cal,” she said in the video. “I’m wet for you.” She masturbated a little faster. “I want your cock in my mouth.”

Honestly, I almost fucking came at that. So fucking hot. The video ended soon after.

“Piper, holy shit, that video is so hot,” I said.

“Cal thought so too. So much so that he sent a video of him stroking his cock in response. It came in while I was buttoning up my blouse,” she explained.

“Did it turn you on? To see him stroking his cock for you like that?”

“It did,” Piper admitted. “I liked that he was so excited. I…well, I really like his cock, I like how it looks. So I really did get turned on watching him masturbate for me.”

I kinda wanted to see the video, mostly to see what Cal’s cock looks like – to see if he’s bigger than I am, if I’m being honest - but I didn’t ask. I thought it would be too weird.

“I texted him and told him that his cock looked so good,” she said. “I told him that I really did want it in my mouth. I told him that if he could hold off on cumming that I’d stop by his apartment before going home. I told him that I wanted to suck him off.”

“You wanted to make him feel good,” I said.

“I did. I wanted to make him cum in my mouth, Joel.”

“And you did,” I said.

“I did. I had to get through dinner first, though. I was a little impatient by the time it was over, but the food was so good that it was worth it. I passed on joining everyone else for a drink after dinner, grabbed an Uber to Cal’s apartment, and texted to let him know I was on my way over,” Piper explained.

“Were you excited?”

“I really was. If I’m being honest, I was surprised at how excited I was. I think I’d forgotten just how different it is when you’re first with someone that you really like, that you really connect with on…well, on every level,” she explained. “So yeah, I was excited to see Cal again. I was excited to kiss him and touch him. And I was actually really excited to give him a blowjob.”

The unspoken thing there - and the thing that really turned me on - was that we were no longer in the part of our relationship where Piper gets excited about giving me head. She still does it from time to time and I think she enjoys it, but it’s not the sort of thing where she’s genuinely excited about going down on me, where it actually turns her on.

“We barely spoke to each other when he let me in. I was all over him and he was all over me. We kissed and stripped each other naked. We moved into his living room and onto his couch. He played with my tits and fingered my pussy as I stroked his cock and played with his balls, all while kissing in that intense, desperate kind of way you do when you’re out of your mind with desire for someone.”

That’s what I wanted. That’s what I’d fantasized about for so long. My wife feeling that kind of desire for someone else. It seemed that her feelings were more potent that I’d ever dreamed they’d be, but that only made the whole thing even hotter.

“My pussy was so wet, Joel,” Piper said. “I’d been wet since I took that video in the bathroom, but I was soaked by that point. It felt so good to be naked with him. To be kissing him. To feel him touching me. To be touching him.”

“Did you think about fucking him?” I asked.

“I did. I would have enjoyed that. I know he would have enjoyed that. I don’t know why, but I really wanted to go down on him. I wanted to give him pleasure, you know?”

My dick was hard as a rock. How could it not be? My wife was telling me about her desire to pleasure her boyfriend. It was a cuckold’s ideal fantasy come to life.

“I love that you wanted that, Piper,” I said.

“Yeah?”

“Yes. It’s hotter to me than I can possibly explain,” I said.

“Are you masturbating?” she asked.

“I am.”

“Well, I guess I should masturbate too,” Piper said. “Give me a minute.”

It sounded like she was stripping and I closed my eyes and imagined her naked in her bed. It was a lovely sight and one that I’d felt an increasing ache to experience in person.

“Can you hear that?” Piper asked as the sound of her masturbation - really the sound of how wet her pussy was - reached my ears.

“Yes. You sound wet. Soaking wet.”

“I am,” she said. “Just like I was wet when I got on my knees between Cal’s legs,” she said. “I couldn’t help but smile as I looked up at him. It wasn’t the first time I’d given him a blowjob, of course, but it was the first time I’d been on my knees like that. The first time I’d done so with the intention of sucking his cock until he’d cum in my mouth.”

“Fuck…that’s so hot.”

She laughed softly. “I love that you’re so into this, Joel. I love that it turns you on so much. I really do. It makes it so much more fun.”

“I’m so turned on right now, Piper. My dick is so fucking hard and I’m practically leaking precum.”

She moaned and I smiled as I listened to her masturbate. “I told Cal that I wanted to make him feel good, that I wanted to make him cum in my mouth.”

“What did he think about that?”

“He didn’t get a chance to say anything because I took him in my mouth. All he could do was moan as I sucked his cock,” she said. “I took my time, though. I was in no rush. I sucked on the head. I kissed it. I licked it. I licked up and down the shaft. I stroked him. I played with his balls. I even sucked on his balls a little.”

“Holy shit, really?”

“I know. I don’t really do that for you,” she said.

Piper wasn’t being cruel. She was just making an observation. One that turned me on like you wouldn’t believe. It was one of those moments where I nearly came because it was so fucking hot to hear her state the obvious. I mean, she doesn’t suck my balls. I can’t blame her for that - what woman wants to suck on a man’s balls - but that’s precisely why it was so hot that she did it for Cal.

“I love that you did it for him, though,” I said. “I don’t know why, but there’s something so fucking hot about you doing something for Cal that you don’t do for me.”

“Really?” she asked.

My dick was in that state of arousal where every touch felt incredible. It was really fucking hard, too. “Yeah. I don’t really understand it, but yeah, it’s really hot.”

“Good to know,” Piper said. “Then I suppose you might like to hear that I probably spent fifteen minutes sucking his cock, that I really did take my time, and that I was hugely aroused the entire time. There was something about making him feel good - about giving my boyfriend pleasure - that had my pussy completely and utterly soaked, Joel.”

I stroked my cock a little faster. “Yes, I love hearing that. I love hearing that you wanted to give him pleasure, Piper. That you wanted to make him feel good. And I really love hearing you call him your boyfriend. Fuck, that’s so hot.”

“When he was close I started to go faster. I stroked and sucked faster. It got kind of noisy, though even that was pretty hot. I watched him as I felt him getting close. I watched his face. I saw the pleasure. I saw how much he was enjoying the blowjob. It made it hotter for me, Joel. I was making him feel so good and in that way that only a blowjob does where all he has to do is sit there and enjoy himself while I do all the work.”

I mean, fuck. That’s so fucking hot to hear that from your wife. And it’s so fucking hot to picture that, to picture Piper on her knees working Cal’s cock with her mouth and hand while she waits for him to cum on her tongue.

“He told me when he was about to cum. I didn’t stop sucking, though. I only went harder. I wanted it in my mouth. I wanted to be that kind of girlfriend,” she continued.

“I love that you’re that kind of girlfriend for him,” I said.

“I know you do, baby. I think Cal really appreciated it. I watched his face as he came in my mouth. I think it made his orgasm better that I was taking it on my tongue. I swear, the pleasure I saw on his face was different than when he cums during sex. Maybe not better, but different,” she explained. “It certainly made it hot for me, though.”

“Did you swallow?” I asked.

“Of course I did,” she said. “A good girlfriend swallows her man’s cum, right?”

That line was hot the last time she said it and it was even hotter knowing that she’d done it.

“I’m close, Piper,” I said.

“That’s just what Cal said. He wasn’t masturbating, though. He was in my mouth, Joel. I was sucking his cock. I was moaning. I was doing everything I could to make it clear that I wanted him to cum in my mouth, that I wanted to swallow his cum, that I wanted to be a good girlfriend.”

“Oh, fuck, Piper, I’m cumming!” I cried out as I imagined Cal uttering the same words while he blew his load in my wife’s mouth.

“Baby…fuck…me too…I’m cumming!”

She came with me. We came together and it was incredible. It was perfect. It was hot in every way.

“Fuck, thank you, Piper,” I said in the aftermath of my climax.

She laughed softly. “That’s the same thing Cal said. I guess my men are alike.”

“I guess we are,” I said with a smile.

I listened to her breathing for a few seconds before she added, “He went down on me too, just in case you were wondering. After he’d recovered from his orgasm, he went down on me and made me cum. He was quite good with his tongue, actually.”

“Yeah?” I asked as a bit of post-orgasmic jealousy worked its way through me.

“Yeah. Really good. Though the orgasm I just had was better.”

I don’t know if that was true, but I appreciated her saying it. “That’s nice of you to say.”

“It’s true,” she said. “Oh, Joel, did you book your flight?”

“I did. I get in Friday night and leave Monday morning. I can’t wait to see you,” I said. It wasn’t that Friday I was getting in. It’s next Friday.

“I can’t wait to see you either,” she replied. “I can’t wait to have sex with you.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes. I mean, I’m sure you don’t need to hear that, but I really am looking forward to fucking you, Joel. Even though I have a boyfriend I still want my husband inside me,” she said.

“Well, that’s also nice of you to say.”

“And it’s also true,” Piper added. “I was thinking I’d buy some new lingerie for you, in fact. Something you’ve never seen me in.”

The idea put a smile on my face, but there was something else that sounded a little bit hotter. “Actually - and you can ignore this if you want - but it would be even hotter for me if you wore something that you bought for Cal. Like, maybe if you have a date this weekend you could buy some lingerie to wear for him and then…well, and then you could wear it for me.”

“I could do that. Should I…would it be hotter if I wore the lingerie while Cal fucked me? If I didn’t just strip out of it, if I kept it on while my boyfriend had his way with me?” she asked.

She sounded like she was already turned on again, which was fucking incredible. Had I not just cum we absolutely would have masturbated together all over again.

“That would be amazing,” I said. “That would be the hottest thing ever, in fact.”

“Well, I have a date with Cal on Friday, so I guess I need to do some lingerie shopping tomorrow. Maybe I’ll take a long lunch. There are some really nice lingerie shops in San Francisco. I think I could get something really beautiful, something Cal would really like.”

“You’re an absolute dream of a woman, Piper,” I said.

“And you’re a dream of a husband, Joel. It’s getting late for you, though, so I should let you go so you’re not exhausted at work tomorrow. I love you, Joel. We’ll talk soon.”

“I love you too, Piper,” I replied.

The call ended and I cleaned up my cock, got out of bed, and put on a new pair of underwear. I washed my hands, crawled back into bed, and sleep slowly enveloped me as I thought about what an insanely lucky man I am.

Oh, and Piper’s date went well last night. In fact, Cal introduced her to some of his friends and he referred to her as his girlfriend. So, my wife officially has a boyfriend.

I’ll tell you all about it in my next update. See you soon.

Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 7 (Patreon)

I’m getting on a flight soon - I’ll be visiting Piper this weekend - so I figured I’d give you an update on the date Piper went on that I briefly brought up at the end of my last entry.

As you might remember, I mentioned that Piper had met some of Cal’s friends. This was over a week ago. Now, I know that’s not the usual naughty stuff, but it felt like kind of a big deal to me.

You don’t typically introduce a girl to your friends if she’s just someone you’re fucking (same thing goes for a girl introducing a guy to her friends). You really only have someone meet your friends if there’s something real between the two of you. That’s the thing that made it feel like a big deal. That’s also the thing that made it hot for me.

I’ve heard it said that a sexual fantasy doesn’t always survive reality. I imagine that’s often true in a bad way, as in the fantasy proves to be kind of awful. In my case, the reality of my fantasy has proven arousing in lots of ways, including some that were unexpected.

I honestly didn’t think I’d find so much excitement and arousal in the idea of my wife having a relationship with someone. A real relationship. With real affection. A relationship where she likes spending time with him. Where she likes being with him when they’re not having sex. A relationship that’s built on something more than just the incredible desire for each other.

Yes, I know just how dangerous that can be. I also know that I find the whole thing irresistible. For instance, Piper sent me a picture after that date where she met Cal’s friends. It was a picture of the two of them. They were sitting next to each other at a bar. He had his arm around her. She was wearing a cute-looking sweater and her hair was styled in a casual-but-sexy manner that I loved. On his friends must have taken the picture. It wasn’t meant to be sexy. It was just a picture of a couple. That’s precisely what made it sexy, though.

I can’t tell you how many times I’ve looked at that picture in the week since Piper sent it. I love it. I get so turned on looking at it. I really do. I just think about her being in a relationship. About her having a boyfriend. About her having real affection for him. About her going on dates with him, meeting his friends. Sometimes that picture turns me on more than one of her in lingerie. I mean, that’s crazy, but it’s true.

We talked on the Saturday after that date. It was nearly 4 p.m. my time. She’d just gotten home from Cal’s place. She’d spent the night and she’d absolutely had sex with her boyfriend, but I honestly found myself not thinking about the sex when she first called.

“I loved that picture you sent,” I said after a few minutes of chatting.

“Which one?” she asked.

“The one of you two sitting together at the bar. With his arm around you. One of his friends must have taken it,” I explained.

“Really?” There was genuine surprise in her voice. “I honestly wasn’t sure about sending you that picture. I thought maybe…I don’t know, that it might upset you.”

It was my turn to be surprised. “Why?”

“Well, because it’s…it’s not sexy, I guess. It’s not me in lingerie showing you what I’m going to wear to seduce him. It’s not me in a tight dress. It’s just me…”

“You and your boyfriend hanging out, having fun, being happy together,” I finished her thought.

“Yes, exactly.”

I smiled. “Well, I hope it’s not too weird that those are the exact reasons I really like that picture. And I hope it’s not too weird to say that I actually find it really…I find it really arousing. Like, I’ve probably looked at it a dozen times since you sent it, maybe more. Every time I get excited. I just think about you having an actual boyfriend. About you going on dates. About you having a real relationship. About…I don’t know, you having feelings of a certain kind for him. Relationship-y feelings. The sort that go beyond just wanting to have sex with someone.”

“Yeah? You’re…you’re okay with me having those sorts of feelings for Cal?” she asked.

It was so thrilling to hear her ask that question. It was an admission of those feelings. We weren’t talking about love, or anything. They were three weeks into seeing each other. But it was on that spectrum. On the way to that eventual outcome. And fuck…it was so hot.

“Yes,” I replied. “More than I could explain, honestly. It’s weird…but yes, I really love that you have those feelings for him. That you like him. That you like him being your boyfriend. That you want to be his girlfriend. That you liked hanging out with his friends.”

“That I liked that he wanted to introduce me to his friends? That I liked how he put his arm around me and pulled me close while we were talking with his friends? That I liked every time he’d lean over and kiss me on the cheek or tell me how beautiful I was?” she asked.

Is it weird to get hard while your wife tells you about how affectionate her boyfriend was on their date the night before? Is it weird to want to masturbate as she shares those giddy early relationship feelings with you? Maybe it is, but I don’t give a damn.

“Let me send you another picture,” she said.

My phone buzzed and I pulled up the photo. It was from the date. In fact, they seemed to be sitting in the same spot. In this picture, though, Piper was kissing Cal on the cheek. Her eyes were closed and he was smiling. Her hand was on his chest. It was a small difference, but there was such affection in the picture. It was perfect.

“That’s such a turn on,” I said.

It’s worth noting that the picture triggered something else. It was my first true bout of angst. It was the affection that triggered it. Piper had expressed that she was developing feelings for Cal, but as they say, a picture is worth a thousand words and there was something truly potent about seeing the genuine affection in that image.

I know that cuckold angst is something most men in my position experience. I also know that some guys hate it. I have to admit, though, that I didn’t hate it as I sat there and stared at the picture. To be honest, I kind of liked it. I felt…alive. Like my body was humming.

I also felt completely and totally secure in Piper’s love for me, which I think was a big part of what made the angst so bearable. I wasn’t the slightest bit worried that she’d leave me for Cal or that our marriage would be fucked because of her relationship with him. I’d felt all along that it would only make our marriage better and so far that’s been the case.

“Would you enjoy a video?” Piper asked. “Of us kissing, I mean. And just kissing.”

“Yes. I’d love that. Do you have a video of that?”

She laughed, presumably at the absurd sense of eagerness in my voice.

“No. Not yet. We’d have to film one. I was just thinking that maybe I could do that for you. A quick little video of me and Cal making out on his couch, or making out on a date, maybe,” she said.

“I’d really, really enjoy that. Shit, that sounds so hot.” I was excited. Too excited, perhaps, but excited. “Would Cal do that? I mean, would be okay making a video that you’d be sending to me?”

“Yeah, absolutely,” Piper answered. “He asks about you. We talk about you sometimes. He knows I’m married. It’s not like this thing we just pretend doesn’t exist.”

“He asks about me?”

“Yeah. How you’re doing. How you’re holding up without me. That kind of thing,” she explained. “I do think there’s a part of him that enjoys that I’m married and that he gets to be the other man. You know? He gets to be the one that has sex with me while I’m away from my husband. He’s never said anything about it, but I just get this feeling that he likes that he’s fucking a married woman.”

“I can see how that would be hot,” I said. I mean, I’m not built for that kind of thing, but I can absolutely see why a guy would find it hot that a married woman would choose to fuck him, even if her husband was on board. “So, did you like his friends?”

“I really did. They’re really nice, smart people. They really like Cal and they seemed to really like me, which I took to mean that Cal has been pretty clear about how much he likes me. They don’t know the particulars of our situation – you know, that I’m married but my husband is okay with me dating – and I imagine they’d be a bit confused and maybe like me less if they knew that,” she said.

Again I felt that angst and again I found it thrilling. “That doesn’t really matter, though. They just know that he tells them he really likes the girl he’s dating and they make sure to go out of their way to be kind and warm and welcoming to you because they might be seeing a whole lot of you in the future.”

“That sounds about right,” Piper said. “In fact, two of Cal’s female friends asked me if I wanted to join them for lunch tomorrow.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I spent a little time with them last night. They pulled me away from Cal, actually, just to have some girl talk, I guess. I think they just wanted to get to know me a little better. They’re both dating friends of Cal’s, I believe, so maybe they just wanted to judge if I’d be good for a double or triple date thing. I don’t know. It was really good conversation, though, so when we were all leaving they asked me to go to lunch,” she explained.

“And are you going?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “I mean, why not, right? It might be fun to have some new friends along with having a boyfriend.”

“Absolutely. Friends make everything better, right?”

Piper laughed. “They do. They really do. So does having a boyfriend when you’re 3,000 miles away from your husband.”

“I love that you have a boyfriend,” I said.

“Me too,” she replied before I heard a soft moan. “You know…last night, with Cal…the sex was a little different.”

I couldn’t tell if it was a good thing or a bad thing. “Different how?”

“Well…it was slower. More…sensual, I guess. It was…passionate. It felt like we were more connected. I don’t know if it’s because we were at the bar with his friends for like four hours and we spent a lot of that time casually touching each other and building up this kind of intimate desire…or if it was something else, but it was really good,” she said.

It sounded really good. “Yeah?”

“Yeah. When we got back to his place he poured us each a glass of wine and we settled on his couch. I pulled my legs up under me and we sat close and talked and sipped our wine. We touched and kissed and I felt this intense…closeness. Intimacy, I guess,” she said.

“And that felt good?”

“It felt so good, Joel. I was turned on…but it was different. Deeper, I guess. Like, I was wet for him and I could feel that really pleasant tingling between my legs, but this was more. This was throughout my body. This was a kind of desire that I felt everywhere, like I just wanted to be close and connected with Cal,” she explained.

She was describing the kind of thing just about everyone feels when they’re in a good relationship. Specifically, that thing you feel when the emotional connection catches up with the sexual connection. When your emotional desire is at the same level as your physical desire.

“We finished the glass of wine and Cal took me to the bedroom. We crawled into the bed together and we kissed and touched each other. We undressed each other but we did it slowly, like neither of us was in a particular rush to have sex,” Piper said.

“Like you wanted that feeling, that connection you felt, to last as long as possible,” I added.

“Yes, exactly. That’s exactly right. Eventually we ended up naked. I stroked his cock and he fingered my pussy and we moaned into each other’s mouths as we kissed,” she said. “It was…I don’t know, it was beautiful, Joel.”

My dick was hard, but felt like the wrong moment to masturbate, like doing so would spoil the mood, like our phone call was the equivalent of the emotionally connected sex Piper was describing.

“It sounds beautiful,” I replied. “And really erotic.”

“It was. Eventually, though, I wanted him inside me and I told him so. He put on a condom and moved between my legs. I guided him into me as we kissed. He filled me slowly. Slowly and deeply. I wrapped my legs around him. I held him close as he filled me, Joel. We kissed and touched each other as he moved in and out of me. He kissed my neck. I kissed his. I took his tongue into my mouth and he took mine. Every thrust brought me a little closer to a climax, but none of it happened with any speed and I didn’t want it to,” she said.

A thought occurred to me. A thought I felt a little fearful about giving voice too, though that was really just because it triggered quite a lot of angst.

“It sounds like…well, it sounds like you were making love,” I said.

I wasn’t thinking that they were in love. You don’t have to be in love to make love. There are different types of sex, though. In my mind, at least, fucking is different from making love and it definitely sounded like Piper and Cal were making love after their date.

She didn’t say anything for a while. Five, maybe ten seconds. Then she asked, “Is that okay?”

“Yes,” I said. “I hope it’s okay that I like that you were making love with him. That it was slow, sensual, connected, passionate sex. That it was the kind of sex you have with someone when you’re developing feelings for them. When they have feelings - real feelings - for you.”

“Do you…do you really like it?” Piper asked.

“Well, I’m really turned on,” I answered. “I know that’s probably weird that the feelings part, the relationship part, turns me on. I don’t know, maybe it is fucked up or strange or really…”

“Joel…it’s not weird. It’s just you. It’s just us, actually. I’m sure some people would say it’s weird that I made love to my boyfriend last night and that I’m thinking about making love to my husband right now,” Piper said.

I smiled. “I’d like that. Though, I have to admit, I think if I was making love to you right now I’d have a hard time not thinking about you and Cal doing the same thing.”

She moaned softly. “Well, then I guess I’d have to think about the same thing as you were making love to me. I’d think about how he kissed me, about how his cock moved in and out of me at this perfect slow pace. I’d think about how he touched me, how he grasped my breasts so gently, how hands moved through my hair. How he slid his fingers down and grabbed my ass to squeeze it while his cock slid so deep inside me.”

That wasn’t the first time Piper had mentioned how deep Cal went inside her and it wasn’t the first time I felt a twinge of arousal at the idea that he was bigger than me. I wasn’t willing to ask about it, though. I didn’t want to ruin the mood.

“I wish I was there with you right now,” I said.

“Me too, baby,” Piper replied. “I can’t wait until I get to see you. I can’t wait until I get to have you inside me again. I can’t wait until I get to have you inside me while I tell you how good it feels to make love to my boyfriend.”

I don’t know if she was being kind by playing into my fantasy or if Piper was really into that particular idea, but in the moment it didn’t matter. I was so fucking turned on that I wasn’t thinking about anything other than cumming.

“Can we masturbate together?” I asked.

“I thought you already were,” she replied with a laugh. “I certainly am.”

I got my dick out as quickly as I could, spit into my hand, and wrapped my fingers around my shaft. The pleasure was otherworldly. Sometimes masturbation feels better than other times. Sometimes you’re so turned on your dick is stiff as steel and every touch feels amazing. This was one of those times. Holy shit was this one of those times.

“Did you cum together when you made love?” I asked.

“Mmm, we did,” she replied. “Just a few seconds apart. I was so wet by that point. It felt like my whole body was tingling. I kissed him deeply and told him to go faster, that I was ready to cum. He gave me what I wanted. We kissed and I ran my fingers through his hair. I grabbed his ass. I pulled him deep inside me. I moaned into his mouth. I came so hard on his cock, Joel. I came so hard that my body literally shook. Then I heard his beautiful grunts and groans as he came while he was so deep in my pussy.”

“Oh, fuck, Piper, I’m cumming. I’m cumming!”

The mention of his depth put me over the top. All of it was so fucking hot, but I couldn’t quite control myself when I pictured him reaching deeper inside her than I do.

She came too. Right as I was cumming. Her moans were so beautiful. I closed my eyes and I could see her face. I could see the pleasure. I could see how good she felt, how hard she was cumming. It made my orgasm better. Much better.

“You’re so amazing, Piper,” I said. “Just so amazing.”

She laughed softly and sweetly. “So are you, Joel. I mean it. So are you. I’m a very, very lucky girl.”

I smiled. “You know, I’m not sure I’ve been as excited about anything as I am about visiting you. I’d be excited no matter what, of course, but all this stuff with Cal makes it so much more exciting.”

“I know. I really can’t wait to see you, Joel. It’s like I can already feel your body against mine as we hug at the airport.”

“What should we do that night?” I asked.

“We should go back to my apartment and have sex,” she replied with a laugh. “After that I figured I’d make you dinner, we’d have it with some wine, and then we’d have sex again. We can spend Saturday and Sunday exploring the city.”

“Honestly, that’s exactly what I was hoping you’d say.”

“Good. I know I already said it, but I want you, Joel. I’m having lots of sex with Cal, but I still want you,” she said.

“And that makes me very happy, Piper. And I absolutely cannot wait to see you.”

“Alright, well, I have to go. I’m meeting one of my coworkers for a late lunch. I’ll call you again tonight so we can catch up on other stuff, though. Okay?” she asked.

“Yeah, absolutely. I love you, Piper.”

“I love you too, Joel. Bye,” she said.

Oh, and if you’re keeping track, you might have wondered about the lingerie Piper was going to buy for Cal. As it turns out, she didn’t wear it for him on the date I described above. As you know, that turned out a little differently than she’d been expecting.

She did, however, wear it for him earlier this week and she promised she’ll wear it for me this weekend. Maybe tonight. Maybe tomorrow. I just know that I’m going to have sex with my wife in the lingerie she wore for her boyfriend. How fucking hot.

Anyway, I’ll write an update after the weekend is over. Talk to you then.

Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 8 (Patreon)

Any man that spends a month away from his wife is going to be desperate to fuck her the moment he sees her again, assuming he’s still attracted to her. I am, as you might imagine, still wildly attracted to Piper, so I was desperate for her.

Our situation is a little different than most, though, as Piper has spent the last month fulfilling my fantasy - while thoroughly enjoying herself, of course, as she hadn’t started a relationship with Cal just to please me - and I hadn’t been able to touch her, to kiss her, to fuck her. I’d spent a month masturbating to fantasies about my wife, but it’s so much different in person.

I flew into San Francisco last Friday. I felt such joy when I saw Piper at the baggage claim. It was warm - unseasonably so, actually - and she had on a sundress that she looked utterly flawless in. She practically ran into my arms and I picked her up as we kissed. I cannot tell you how badly I wanted her. It was downright torturous having to wait until we got back to her apartment.

We went straight to the bedroom. We stripped with great haste. We fell into her bed. We kissed and touched each other. I played with her perky tits and she stroked my cock. I fingered her pussy and she played with my balls. I moved between her legs to slip inside her and she welcomed me with a moan.

“Did you miss my pussy?” she asked.

I nodded. “More than you can imagine.”

I filled her slowly and we kissed as I bottomed out inside her and remained still. She ran her hands down my back and grabbed my ass. Our tongues entwined beautifully and she moaned while shifting her hips and grinding her clit against my pelvis.

“Did you miss my cock?” I asked.

“I did,” Piper replied before smiling and adding, “Though probably not as much as you missed my pussy.”

What a thrill to see that smile. “No, probably not. You’ve had someone else’s cock to enjoy, haven’t you?”

She nodded. “I’ve had my boyfriend’s cock, which is a very nice cock, and he uses it exceptionally well.”

Holy fuck was I hard as a rock. I honestly was hesitant to thrust for fear that I might just explode inside her.

“Yeah? Your boyfriend makes you feel good? He fucks you good?” I asked.

Piper nodded and kissed my neck. “Cal fucks me so good, baby. He’s made it so much easier to be away from you. It’s so nice to have a boyfriend, to be able to go on dates, to hang out with someone I like so much, to satisfy my sexual desires whenever I need to.”

I pulled out and slid back inside her and it felt as good as anything ever had. “And he satisfies you really well, doesn’t he?”

“Like you wouldn’t believe,” she replied. “My boyfriend makes sure your wife is a very happy woman.”

I straightened my arms like I was doing a push-up on top of Piper and looked down at her. I studied her flawlessly beautiful face and noted that her chest and cheeks were flushed red with desire. I pulled out and slid inside her. I did it again, and again, and again and she writhed beneath me.

“I think Cal’s actually a little jealous that you’re in town,” she said. “That he can’t have me this weekend.”

I loved hearing that. “Why do you think that?”

“Because he was texting me all morning about how he was thinking about me. That he was thinking about how good I looked in that naughty lingerie set I bought for him. He kept telling me how badly he wanted me, how he craved me, how he couldn’t get me out of his head. I believe all of that is true - I feel the same thing most days - but it’s the first time he’s been so vocal about it and it just happened to be the day my husband was flying in for the weekend,” she explained.

I liked that Cal seemed jealous - to me, it meant that he really liked Piper - and I really liked that she’d been so specific about his desires, including the lingerie that she’d promised to wear for me at some point over the weekend.

“The thing is,” she continued, “all his texting got me worked up. His desire for me…it made me think of my desire for him, baby. It made me think of how good it felt the last time he fucked me. It made me think of how hard he made me cum. It made me want him.”

She was building to something. I could see it in her face. I had my suspicion as to what she’d reveal, but I didn’t try and guess. I wanted to hear her say it.

“I hope you aren’t mad…but I went to Cal’s apartment during my lunch break,” Piper said.

I moaned as I fucked her a little harder and she smiled as I made it perfectly clear I wasn’t mad.

“I let him have me,” she said. “Twice, actually. He fucked me so good. It was like he was trying to compete with you, like he wanted me to remember how good he fucks me while you were inside me.”

I kissed her. I kissed her hard, too. Holy shit was I turned on. Out of my mind with desire.

“Where did he fuck you? In his bed?” I asked.

She nodded. “Yes. We went to the bedroom as soon as I got there and we stayed there for an hour. He fucked me, we cuddled and talked, and then he fucked me again. He made me cum three times, Joel. I came three times on his cock while you were on the plane! Oh…fuck!”

Knowing that Cal had been inside her earlier that day made the sex better for me. Much better, honestly. I don’t really know why. It was just so fucking hot.

“I’m close,” I said. “I love that you fucked him today, Piper. It’s so hot. It’s so fucking hot.”

“I know!”

She came. I watched her face contort in the most beautiful kind of pleasure and I listened to her moans and groans. Then I came. I buried my cock inside my wife and I came and as I did I thought about Cal’s dick doing the same thing. It was the single most pleasurable moment of my life. It felt like I spent a few seconds on an entirely difference plane of existence and it was utterly perfect.

I collapsed on top of Piper and she wrapped her arms and legs around me and held me close. My heart pounded from the thrill and the exertion and I felt a touch of sweat on my brow.

We stayed like that for a few minutes. Neither of us said anything. We just basked in the glow of great sex and the great orgasms that came with it.

When I pulled out I rolled onto my back and Piper immediately cuddled up next to me. She showered my neck and cheeks in kisses. Our lips met for more kisses. She told me how much she loved me and I told her the same thing.

She checked in, too. She checked to make sure that I was still okay with her having a boyfriend, that my orgasm hadn’t cleared away the desire and left me feeling terrible that my wife had fucked another guy on the same day I was supposed to have her all to myself. I assured her that I found it hugely thrilling - even after my orgasm - and she responded with a bright smile.

Eventually, we got around to making dinner - Piper did most of the cooking but I helped - and we opened a bottle of wine to enjoy with our meal. We ate, we talked about anything and everything - outside of her relationship with Cal - and two hours later we cleared away the dishes before Piper suggested I might want to shower.

She joined me - unsurprisingly - and while in the shower Piper told me about how she and Cal had showered together a week prior.

“How was it?” I asked.

“Romantic,” she replied. “Which is maybe a weird thing to say, but I found it incredibly romantic.”

I got excited. Like, instantly excited.

“I can see that,” I said. “Did you…like, wash each other?”

Piper nodded. “It was mostly Cal washing me, actually. He soaped up his hands and ran them over my body. He did it slowly and of course he took his time with certain parts of me.”

“What parts?” I asked.

Piper took my hands and placed them on her breasts. She looked up at me as I ran my fingers over her perky, perfect flesh and felt her nipples harden. I wasn’t sure if it was from my touch or because she was thinking about her boyfriend, but it was thrilling nonetheless to feel her get turned on in real time.

“And did it feel good when your boyfriend washed your body?” I asked. “When he touched you like this in the shower?”

Piper nodded and took one of my hands and guided it over her stomach and between her legs.

I ran my fingers over her pussy lips. I rubbed her clit just a little. I slipped two fingers inside her and felt the kind of wetness that only comes from desire. She kissed me as I worked her breasts and pussy. Her hand moved to the back of my head and her tongue moved into my mouth, eliciting a moan that I couldn’t have contained if my life depended on it.

Piper stepped back, picked up the bar of soap, and rubbed it between her hands. She set it back on the tray, turned to me, and took my cock in her hands. I was stiff - obviously - and she stroked me slowly as our eyes met.

“Did you…did you do this for him?” I asked.

“I did,” she said softly. “I washed his beautiful cock. I washed his balls. It was…it was so intimate, Joel. I don’t know that I can explain why, but I felt so deeply connected to him as we showered together.”

She kissed me again while her soapy hands moved over my cock and balls and then she directed me to stand in front of the water to rinse everything off. I thought of her doing all of it for her boyfriend and my dick throbbed with desire.

“Once his cock was free of soap…I was struck by this intense need to have him in my mouth,” Piper said. “To look up at him as I gave him pleasure. To show him how much I enjoy giving him pleasure.”

It’s so fucking hot to hear your wife say something like that about her boyfriend. If you’re into cuckolding, that is, which I definitely am, which is why my dick actually swelled up in her hand as she said it.

“I love that you enjoy giving him pleasure,” I said. “That you’re not just doing it because you want to keep him satisfied or keep him interested in you, that you actually like it, that it makes you feel good.”

She smiled and stroked my cock faster. “Joel, baby, it felt so good to have him in my mouth. To be on my knees in front of him. To look up at him as I pleasured his cock, as I made him feel so good. I honestly can’t remember the last time I gave a blowjob in the shower, but there was something about it that had me just overwhelmed with my desire. I’m not sure…I don’t think I’ve ever been so wet giving a blowjob in my life.”

In that moment I was as turned on as I’d ever been in a shower, and I’ve done plenty of shower masturbation in my life. It’s a lot different when your wife is the one stroking your cock, though, and it’s a hell of a lot different when she’s telling you about having blown her boyfriend in the shower.

I’ll admit that there was a part of me that was hoping that I’d get a shower blowjob. There was also a part of me that loved the idea that I wouldn’t, that only Cal would be granted that very particular kind of pleasure, that perhaps Piper liked the idea of preserving that memory as something she’d done with Cal and not with me. The great thing was that I got to experience desire thinking of both potential outcomes of that particular moment in my life.

“Did you make him cum?” I asked.

Piper leaned in and pressed her wet body against mine as she stroked me faster. She twisted her hand every time it reached the head of my cock and I could feel my orgasm approaching.

“I did,” Piper said. “I made him cum in my mouth. I made him my boyfriend feel so good, Joel. I made him cum in my mouth and I swallowed his cum like a good girlfriend.”

I think that last bit was specifically for my benefit. At least it really fucking turned me on. It made me cum, actually. It was a great orgasm, too. Holy shit. I was grunting and groaning and my whole body shook as I let my cum loose.

“Holy shit,” I said breathless as my orgasm subsided. “Piper, you’re fucking amazing.”

She laughed softly. “Cal said the same thing after the blowjob in the shower.”

“Well, great minds think alike,” I replied.

We kissed - a long, soft, beautiful kiss - as my fingers found their way between her legs. “And did your boyfriend return the favor?” I asked.

She nodded. “After we got out. He dried me off, took me to his bed, and spent a fair bit of time between my legs, giving me two orgasms in the process. He’s very good with his tongue.”

It felt like it was a challenge. I don’t know if that’s what it was, but it felt like a challenge and you better believe that I took the challenge. We finished the shower, I dried both of us off, and then I picked Piper up and carried her to her bed. I got between her legs and I worshiped her pussy until she’d had three orgasms. I mean, I had to do one better than Cal, right?

After that, we spent some time naked in her bed. We talked about a little of everything, jumping from her job to my job to how our friends back home were doing to a little bit of gossip about her coworkers, including how the team leader might have been fucking someone at the company they were supposed to be consulting for.

At some point we got ready for bed. Brushing teeth, washing faces, that sort of thing. For the first time in a month I crawled into the same bed as my wife and it felt incredible. She wore a cute satin camisole and a pair of panties and I couldn’t wait to pull her close and fall asleep with her in my arms.

Before she crawled into bed, Piper picked up her phone, smiled at me, and said, “Would it be okay if I texted Cal? Just to say goodnight?”

“Yeah, of course,” I replied.

She got into bed, sat up against the pillows, and typed out a text to her boyfriend. I thought about getting closer to see what she was saying, but it felt wrong. I wasn’t entitled to know everything about her relationship with him, after all.

Her fingers stopped moving - she’d sent the text - but Piper stared at the screen. Then her phone buzzed and she let out a gentle laugh before smiling brightly. She sent another text to her boyfriend and I felt a massive wave of jealousy.

They weren’t in the same room, and yet they were clearly sharing an intimate moment like real couples do. I figured he’d probably sent back some sort of jokey reply that made her laugh. It might have been a joke only the two of them would have understood. They probably did something similar most nights as a quick way to say goodnight to each other.

The jealousy was potent. Significant, really. It wasn’t all bad, though, because the cause of it was the fact that Piper had a real relationship with Cal, and there was something really hot about that. I mean, that’s driven countless orgasms for me so far and I’m sure it will be the cause of many more before her stay in San Francisco is over.

Piper smiled once more - again at Cal’s reply - and then turned her phone off and set it on the nightstand. She turned to me and immediately a look of concern washed over her face.

“Oh, no, I’m okay,” I said, reading the look without her having to say a word.

“Are you sure?”

I nodded. “Honestly, I just had this moment of jealousy as I watched you text him, and then laugh at whatever he’d texted, and then text him back. It felt so…relationship-y, you know? But, of course, that’s exactly how it should feel because that’s exactly what it is. A relationship. You’re in a relationship with another man. You have a boyfriend.”

Piper rolled away from me and for a moment I thought she was upset. Then she scooted closer, grabbed my arm, and pulled it around her body. She just wanted to spoon.

“I do have a boyfriend,” she said. “And I really like him.”

Her body felt so good against mine. The camisole was so soft and her ass felt so good resting against my thighs. “I like that you like him.”

“I know you do,” she replied.

Her ass shifted gently and it felt like she was trying to turn me on. Or that’s what I wanted to feel like. I’m not sure. I just know that I got turned on.

“I like that it makes you a little bit jealous,” Piper said. “I think that’s a good thing. That despite the arousal you feel that you still get jealous about me having a boyfriend, and about me really liking me boyfriend.”

She kept moving her ass and I was half hard by that point.

“I like that he likes you,” I replied. “That he introduced you to his friends. It means he has good taste in women.”

She laughed softly. “Yes, he does. And I have good taste in men.”

“Yes, you do.”

I ran my fingers over the camisole and cupped one of her breasts. I felt her nipple - her stiff nipple - and offered it a touch of stimulation, eliciting a gentle moan from Piper. I kissed the back of her neck and amped up the breast play, touching her in a way I knew she’d respond to.

“Take your underwear off,” she said softly.

I did so as deftly as I could and quickly moved my hips back to the spoon position.

Piper reached down and guided the head of my cock between her thighs until it was pressed against her panties. I could feel a dampness that made me absolutely certain she was turned on.

“I can’t believe I fucked two men today,” she said. A few seconds passed before she added, “I like that I fucked two men today. I like that the fact that I’d fucked my boyfriend today made your orgasm even better, Joel. I like that you came even harder knowing that Cal’s cock had been inside me earlier today.”

Piper pulled her panties aside and guided my cock inside her. She was intensely wet and hot and I filled her with ease.

“It did make it hotter,” I said. “It’s not something I ever thought I’d experience, Piper, but it was incredibly hot to know that both Cal and me had been inside you on the same day.”

I began to thrust. I kept it slow, but it felt spectacular. I don’t know if it’s true, but it felt like I was inside her because Piper wanted to feel that closeness, that intimacy. I craved it too, of course, and it felt good, and deeply intimate, for what it’s worth.

“You’re not the only one that’s jealous,” Piper said.

“What?”

“It wasn’t a joke I laughed at. When Cal texted, I mean. I laughed because he told me he’s jealous that you get to fall asleep with me in your arms tonight. He wants it to be him. He’s wishing it was him,” she explained.

I got a little more turned on. It’s a decidedly unusual thing for your wife to tell you that her boyfriend is jealous of you and it’s even more unusual for her to do so while you’re inside her. I guess I’m turned on by unusual stuff, though.

“He asked if he could see me tomorrow,” she continued. “Even if it was just for a little bit.”

I felt my dick swell up inside her. You know how you get really turned on and more blood rushes to your dick and it gets a little bit bigger as a result? That’s what I felt. It made fucking her feel better, too.

“See you? Like take you on a date? Or…you know…fuck you?” I asked.

“I’m sure he’d take anything he could get,” Piper replied. “I’m also sure that he’d like to fuck me. I think he’s feeling rather competitive, Joel. I think he wants to make sure that I don’t break up with him after you leave. I think he’d a little worried that my husband is going to outshine him.”

I fucked her a little harder. I did. I couldn’t help it. I think I had a bit of competitiveness going. Either that or I was really turned on.

“Do you want to see him?” I asked. “Tomorrow, I mean. Do you want to see your boyfriend tomorrow? Do you want to…do you want to fuck him tomorrow?”

She turned her shoulders and head and looked at me. I fucked her a little harder and her hand disappeared between her legs, no doubt to rub her clit.

“Would that be okay?” she asked. “Because I don’t have to see my boyfriend. I don’t have to fuck him. There’ll be plenty of time for me to be with him after you’re gone. In fact, he told me I could start leaving things at his apartment - a few outfits, a toothbrush, that sort of thing - so I could stay over a night or two during the week.”

She was trying to turn me on. She was. As crazy as it sounds, she was being generous. She was giving me what I wanted.

“Are you going to do that? To stay at his place more often?” I asked breathlessly.

She nodded. “Yes. I like sleeping at his place. I like sleeping in his arms. I like waking up next to him. I like having sex with him in the morning. I like that sometimes my pussy is still tingling with pleasure when I leave his place and I think I’d really like that before going into work.”

I was so fucking close to cumming.

“I like that too,” I said. “And I love the idea of you fucking Cal again tomorrow. So if you want to see him for a little bit, that would be amazing. I think I’d love the idea of hanging out and having a coffee while my wife is up in her boyfriend’s apartment getting fucked.”

“Joel…baby…I’m gonna cum,” Piper said.

“Me too!”

I came in my wife. I came for the third time that day. I think it might have been the best of the orgasms I had, but in truth, they’re all fucking incredible. I got to watch her face as she climaxed and it really was a thing of beauty. As I watched, I wondered if she was thinking of Cal, of me, or of something else entirely. I wasn’t sure which option I preferred.

We kissed as she came down from her climax. I remained inside her. I told her how much I loved her. I told her I meant it about her seeing Cal tomorrow. She told me she’d hoped that was the case because she thought it would be really hot to have sex with him and then spend the day in the city with me.

As it turned out, that was hot. Exceptionally hot. And I’ll tell you all about it in my next entry.

Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 9 (Patreon)

I was sitting in a really nice little cafe somewhere in San Francisco. I had a coffee - an excellent coffee, by the way - in one hand and my phone in the other. I was reading something - I honestly don’t even remember what - but I wasn’t really reading it.

Instead, I was thinking about how soft Piper’s lips felt as she kissed me before stepping into Cal’s apartment building. I was thinking about how good she looked in the pleated skirt and slightly cropped sweater she had on. I was thinking about how excited she was to have sex with her boyfriend while I waited. I was thinking about how excited I was, too, because I was really excited.

I hadn’t really thought about how my visit to San Francisco would go. I knew I’d spend lots of time with Piper, but that was it. I honestly hadn’t considered that she might take time away from me to fuck her boyfriend. I’m not sure Piper had considered it either.

I know that it really, really turned me on that she was so eager to have sex with him that she took time away from me. I mean, that’s not crazy, right? I’m a cuckold, after all, so of course it turns me on that my hotwife wants so badly to fuck her boyfriend that she would take an hour or two out of our limited time together to do so.

I think Piper knew it turned me on. I think that was part of her reason for doing it. Probably a small part, if I’m being honest, but a part of it nonetheless.

Anyway, as I mentioned, I couldn’t really concentrate or read or think or do anything while she was gone. I had my phone out, but I wasn’t even really looking at the screen. I was just fantasizing. I imagined Piper kissing Cal. I imagined her going down on him. I imagined them fucking all over his apartment. I imagined them making love. I imagined them having wild, passionate intense sex. I literally conjured every possible scenario.

Thirty minutes after she’d gone up to his apartment, I got a text from Piper: “Would it be okay if I’m gone a little longer? Like another thirty minutes?”

“Yes,” I replied. “Have fun.”

“I will,” she texted back.

I took the text to mean that she was going to fuck him a second time. Maybe the first time had been so good that she wanted more. Maybe Piper just wanted to keep me waiting, to tease me, to drive me a little bit crazy. It worked, if that was the intention. I got more turned on thinking about how she was so eager for him that she wanted to stay and fuck him a second time. My dick actually got hard, which was pretty embarrassing sitting there in the coffee place and staring out the window.

“I’m coming out,” she texted a little less than half an hour later.

I finished my coffee, tossed the cup in the trash, and rushed out of the shop and towards Cal’s building. I got there just in time to see Piper come out the door, smile brightly at me, and bound down the stairs.

Her cheeks looked a little rosier than when she’d gone up, but otherwise it was hard to tell she’d just been fucked. That was probably purposeful - I’m sure Piper put some time into putting herself back together - and for some reason I found it really arousing that I couldn’t tell she’d just had sex, like it was some kind of secret that only I knew about.

“Hey there,” she said with a smile while standing on the bottom step.

I approached and took her into my arms. I detected the faint smell of another man on her - perhaps his cologne, or just his natural scent, I wasn’t really sure - and my dick got hard. It was incredible. The slightest bit of genuine proof that she’d just been with another man was enough to cause a huge surge of arousal through my body.

“Did you miss me?” Piper asked.

“I did. I thought about you the entire time you were gone. Not a second went by when you weren’t on my mind.”

She smiled. “And what did you think about?”

“About all the ways you and your boyfriend might have been having sex,” I answered.

She leaned a little closer and I could feel her breath on my skin as she asked, “Did you think about me sucking Cal’s cock?”

I nodded.

“And did that turn you on?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Well, as you know, I’m a very good girlfriend, which means I went down on him before both times we had sex,” she said softly. “Which means I had Cal’s cock in my mouth twice.”

I was hard as a rock, which was a little awkward given that we were in public. My body was pressed against hers, though, so there was little chance anyone could see and we were alone on the sidewalk in that moment.

“I’m hoping that you’ll still be willing to kiss me, though,” she said. “Because the moment I saw you waiting for me the only thing I wanted to do was to kiss you and to make it a long, deep kiss. Would you still be willing to do that despite the fact that my boyfriend’s cock was in my mouth not that long ago?”

I nodded. I didn’t say a word because I just wanted to kiss her, but if I had said something I would have made it perfectly clear that kissing her sounded like the hottest thing in the world in that moment.

The kiss was astonishing. Long. Slow. Deep. Passionate.

It quelled any mild angst I might have felt as Piper made it perfectly clear that I was not some third wheel that was getting in the way of her spending time with her boyfriend. It also made my dick throb quite wondrously.

“Wow,” I said.

“Yeah. Wow. That was…that was really something.”

We kissed again. How could we not? How could I resist kissing my wife like that again? I let my mind drift a little while doing so, only because it was so fucking hot to imagine her giving head to Cal while we kissed. I mean, hot for me, at least. Maybe that’s kind of fucked up, but I absolutely pictured her lips around his cock while we were kissing and it was really fucking hot.

“How would you feel about a picnic?” Piper asked.

“That sounds amazing.”

She gave me a soft, quick kiss and then took my hand. She tried to walk away, but I wouldn’t budge. When Piper looked back she saw why - I had a raging erection - and we sat on the steps to Cal’s building for a few minutes while my boner deflated.

Then we walked a handful of blocks to a restaurant where Piper picked up a picnic kit. There was a basket, plates, a blanket, food, a bottle of wine, cups. The whole thing. It was absurdly expensive, but she was determined to have a genuine picnic and it was cheaper to buy it from one place than to do all the work to put every little piece together herself.

From there we got in an Uber to the park. It wasn’t until we walked up to the entrance to the botanical garden that I realized what Piper was doing. We were, essentially, recreating her date with Cal.

“I hope that’s okay,” she said as I asked if that’s what we were doing.

I smiled. “No, it’s perfect. It really is.”

We entered the garden and I carried the basket as we walked hand-in-hand to the exact spot where she and Cal had enjoyed their first real date. I laid the blanket down, we pulled out the food and wine and cups and plates and then we sat together.

Piper took my hand, smiled, and leaned in to kiss me on the cheek before she said, “It seems like you’re happy with all of this, so I probably don’t have to say this, but I just wanted to make sure that you know that you’re the most important person in my life, Joel. I’m having a lot of fun with Cal and I really do like him, but if for some reason you decide that I need to stop seeing him, all you have to do is tell me.”

“I know,” I replied. “I do, Piper. I know. I appreciate you saying it.”

“So you’re really okay that I wanted to meet Cal today,” she asked. “Because if you weren’t, or if you wouldn’t be during future visits, you just have to tell me.”

Her sudden sense of insecurity was kind of adorable and I leaned in to kiss her softly while caressing her face. “It’s hard to explain - maybe even impossible - but that hour I spent waiting while you and Cal were having sex…that was beyond exciting. It was like spending an hour in a place of intense, heightened arousal. It wasn’t like I was hard and dripping precum or anything, but I was aroused for a full hour. It was…I mean, it really was exciting and I’m not sure there’s anything in the world that could actually replicate that kind of excitement.”

“Yeah?” she asked.

I nodded. “Yeah, and I figure that this might be the only time in our lives that this particular set of events is going to come together to make it so something like this is even possible, you know? I mean, you couldn’t do this at home. The odds of people finding out would be sky high and that could lead to all sorts of problems for both of us. But you’re all the way across the country. This is the perfect time to explore this and I’m pretty sure we both find it hugely exciting.”

Piper smiled in the most irresistible way. She looked away for a second and then leaned in to kiss my neck. “I spent that hour aroused, too, though of course I got to satiate that desire as I spent a good part of the time in Cal’s apartment with his cock inside me.”

Her hand moved between my legs and she caressed my cock a little as our lips met. Our tongues entwined and again I thought about Piper giving Cal head, about the two of them fucking all over his apartment in every imaginable way.

“Would you pour me some wine?” she asked.

It took a moment for my head to clear of the fog of arousal I felt, but I managed to pour us both a glass of wine. We toasted, sipped, and then Piper leaned back and let her eyes wander over the beautiful blossoms around us. I stared at the small sliver of her taut stomach that was now exposed. I reached out and ran my fingers over her skin before sliding under her sweater. She smiled, closed her eyes, and moaned softly.

“Cal was so turned on,” she said with her eyes still closed. “From the moment I walked in. I didn’t have to do a thing to get him all hot and bothered. The fact that I was standing at his door while my husband was sitting in a cafe was more than enough to get him all worked up.”

“Yeah?” I asked. “You’ve mentioned it a few times, but do you think that Cal likes that he’s dating a married woman?”

Piper looked at me and nodded. “He does. He’s actually mentioned it a few times. He says he can’t quite explain why, but that it’s hot that I’m married but dating him.”

“You went down on him?” I asked.

Piper smiled and studied my face for a few seconds. “You like that I give Cal blowjobs, don’t you?”

I nodded.

She leaned over and kissed me as my hand moved to her thigh. I moved my fingers in slow circles, rubbing her just a few inches under her skirt. I wasn’t going to get egregious about it, but it felt nice to touch her smooth, soft skin.

“I like it too,” she said. “And he definitely likes it, which might be at least partly why it turns me on. So yeah, I went down on him. We kissed as soon as I got inside. His hands were all over me. He grabbed my ass and he played with my tits a little. I could feel him get hard for me and I actually dropped to my knees right there by his front door. I looked up at him as I feverishly tried to get his pants off and then he was in my mouth.”

I like all of it. The dates. The sex. The kissing. The passion. The lovemaking. The fucking. There’s something about her giving him head that really gets me going, though.

“He’s lucky to have such a good girlfriend,” I said.

Piper laughed softly. “Yes, he is, and you’re lucky to have such a wonderful hotwife.”

I nodded. “Yes, I am.”

“He wasn’t in my mouth for long. He was turned on, but I was too. There really was something exciting about the idea of fucking him while you were waiting,” she said.

“I’m glad that excited you. I really am,” I replied.

She smiled and I saw a sense of relief in her eyes like she was still a little worried about having left me to fuck Cal. I couldn’t help but wonder if she actually felt bad about how much she’d enjoyed the sex with Cal, but if she was turned on by the idea of me waiting while she got fucked, that would have made the sex better, which would have made her orgasms better, so she had nothing to be worried about.

“I love you, Piper,” I said.

For a split second there was a beautiful well of emotion in her eyes. “I love you too, Joel,” she replied.

We shared a long, lingering, romantic-feeling kiss and then she took another sip of her wine and gestured towards the food. I situated the containers between us - there were sandwiches, a pasta salad, a fruit salad, a small loaf of bread with butter and cheese, and a slice of tiramisu for dessert - and Piper set her wine cup in the grass as we opened everything up.

“The sex - well, the first time, at least - was more aggressive than it usually is,” Piper said before taking a bite of pasta salad.

“Really?” I asked.

She nodded while chewing. “Not in a bad way. It was actually…it was actually really good. Like, he fucked me, Joel. He fucked me hard. I haven’t had a lot of sex like that and I don’t think I’d want to have sex like that all the time, but there was something really hot about it. It was like…like his desire was so overwhelming that he couldn’t fuck me any other way. It had to be hard and fast and aggressive. I think maybe…”

“Maybe what?” I asked as she trailed off.

Piper speared a chunk of pineapple with her fork, popped into her mouth and chewed as she considered her answer. “I’m just guessing, really, but it also felt a little like he was trying to…well, to claim me.”

“Claim you?”

She smiled and nodded. “Yeah, like he knew that you’d fucked me the night before. He knew that another man had been inside me, that another man had made me cum and he wanted to reclaim me - or my pussy, I suppose - and make me his again.”

What an astoundingly hot notion. It’s not hard to imagine it being true, too. I’m not that kind of man. I’m a cuckold, obviously. But Cal’s not a cuckold. Despite liking the fact that Piper is married, he probably doesn’t like the idea of sharing her, of someone else fucking her.

“Did it work?” I asked.

The question seemed to delight her. “Did he reclaim me from you?”

I nodded. I don’t know why, but there was something about the notion that made my heart pound in a fantastic way. It made my loins tingle in that way that signals you’re really turned on, too.

“You know, now that I think about it, I suppose he did. At least for a little while,” she said.

Piper took a big bite of her sandwich as I stared and thought about pulling my dick out, moving between her legs, and fucking her right there in the park.

“To be honest, when he was fucking me that first time, I didn’t think about you. You were just a few blocks away waiting for me, and Cal was all I thought about,” she said. “He just…he fucked me so hard, so aggressively, and so well that for a little while he wiped all thoughts of you from my brain.”

She glanced between my legs and smiled. She’d gotten me hard without touching me. She’d said something that turned me on to such a degree that I was now sporting an erection.

“You’d give just about anything to reclaim me right now, wouldn’t you?” she asked.

I nodded.

“It’s a shame you’re going to have to wait so long,” Piper said with a teasing smile. She was enjoying herself. “I mean, it’ll be hours before we’re back at my apartment. Hours of you feeling desperate for my pussy. Hours of you wondering if I’ll take your cock in my mouth like I did for Cal. Hours of you touching me, kissing me, getting hard for me, and wishing that I would just take you home so you could have your way with my body like my boyfriend did.”

“Is that what you did? You let him have his way with your body?” I asked.

She nodded. “I did, actually. I let Cal choose how he wanted to fuck me and where he wanted to fuck me. I let him take me from behind on his couch. I rode his cock on his couch. I let him fuck me missionary style in his bed. I let him fuck me on his bathroom counter. I let him fuck me up against the glass door to his balcony.”

Piper smiled, leaned in, and kissed me. “I even sucked his dick on his balcony.”

I mean, fuck. I was about as turned on in that moment as I’ve ever been. Just…fuck. She was right that I wanted to reclaim her, but I was also excited at the idea of having to spend my whole day in a state of arousal. I mean, that’s fucking hot.

“I love you more than I thought possible, Piper,” I said. “I really do.”

She laughed softly and kissed me again. “I love you too, Joel. And don’t worry. I’m going to let you have your way with my body tonight, and I’m going to wear that lingerie for you while you do it. Maybe you can fuck me as good as Cal did when I wore it for him.”

I think there’s a chance I may have cum if she’d jerked me off through my pants in that moment. Thankfully, she didn’t. What man wants to cum in his pants, after all?

Instead, she spent the rest of the day teasing me as she showed me her favorite parts of the city. We did some tourist stuff, too, like riding a trolley car and walking up that super twisty street.

It was a great day that ended with Piper putting on that lingerie she bought for Cal and offering up her body for my pleasure.

I’ll tell you about that next time, though.
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The lingerie was elegant and sexy. It was a full bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set. It was dark pink but the important parts - the parts that covered the majority of her breasts and her pussy - were made from this thin, delicate, sheer material. It showed off her nipples and her pubic hair and her pussy lips.

It was, in fact, the sexiest lingerie I’ve ever seen. It was probably expensive, too, and I have to admit that it was a real turn on to consider that my wife had spent a great deal of money on lingerie to wear for another man. She wanted to look good for Cal. She wanted to arouse him the moment he saw her. She wanted to excite him, to ensure that he was desperate to fuck her the moment he laid eyes on her.

That’s certainly how I felt the moment she stepped out of the bathroom in the lingerie, though my desire was also infused with the thrill of knowing that she’d worn the lingerie for her boyfriend before wearing it for me.

“Do you like it?” Piper asked as she stopped at the foot of the bed, put her hands on her hips, and struck an irresistible pose.

I was in a t-shirt and boxer shorts as I sat against the headboard and nodded dumbly. Running on one track in my mind was the notion that my wife had dressed in such a stunningly sexy manner to arouse another man. Running on a second track was the notion that she’d dressed like that for me.

“I love it,” I finally answered. “And I have to admit, I love that you wore it for him first. There’s just something so…I don’t know, so fucking sexy about that.”

Her smile was bright and beautiful and utterly perfect, like I’d said the thing she wanted to hear. “Yeah? You really like that I wore this for Cal before you?”

I nodded.

She crawled into the bed and grasped my ankles for a moment before running her fingers up my calves, past my knees, and up my thighs while crawling ever closer.

“You like that I spent hours searching for the perfect lingerie set for my boyfriend?” she asked.

“Yes.”

Her fingers moved up one leg of my boxer shorts and she caressed my cock. “You like that I spent hundreds of dollars so I could look good for Cal?”

It might sound crazy, but that made it hotter, in particular because I’m pretty sure that’s the most money Piper’s ever spent on lingerie. How fucking incredible that she spent that money to arouse her boyfriend.

“It might sound crazy, but I love that,” I said. My cock was already hard by that point.

“It’s not crazy.” She lowered her head and kissed my cock through my underwear. “I was so wet when I was shopping for him. I’ve never…”

She looked up at me with just a hint of worry in her eyes.

“You’ve never bought lingerie like this for me?” I asked.

She nodded as her fingers continued to massage my cock.

“And it made you wet to buy lingerie like this for Cal?”

Again she nodded and then her fingers departed my underwear and she pulled them off in one fell swoop. A moment later her mouth engulfed the head of my cock and her tongue swirled around it before she sucked hard and took half my length.

“Fuck,” was all I could manage to say as I closed my eyes and rolled my head back while pleasure spread through my body.

After the initial burst of pleasure passed I noticed that the blowjob felt different than ones she’d given me in the past. She was doing something different with her tongue and she was using her hand quite a lot more, too. Was it possible that a month with Cal had changed her technique? Had he given her tips? Had she sought to improve - because it did feel better - simply because she wanted to make him feel good?

“That feels incredible,” I said. “Fucking incredible.”

She looked up and my cock popped free from her mouth. Piper showered the head and shaft with kisses and sucked on my balls a little, which was also something she almost never did.

“You’ve gotten better at this,” I said.

Piper smiled like she wasn’t the least bit surprised I’d said that.

“Did you get better for him?” I asked.

For just a moment there was concern in her eyes. It was completely unnecessary for her to feel that way, but I found it kind of adorable.

“Because that would be really hot,” I added as my cock swelled up just a little more.

She kissed my balls, kissed her way back up my shaft, and sucked on the head a little - doing so in what struck me as a decidedly proud manner - and then said, “I have tried to get better at blowjobs. I’ve found myself paying closer attention to when Cal moans and when he makes one of those good faces that men make when something feels really good. I’ve found myself trying new things when I’m going down on him.”

“Because you want to make him feel good.”

She nodded. “Is that terrible?”

“No, it’s fucking hot,” I said. “Plus, I just benefited from that because that blowjob felt amazing.”

She smiled in a decidedly giddy manner. “I could make you cum in my mouth. I like doing that.”

That wasn’t something Piper would have said before she left for San Francisco. She wouldn’t have said she hated it, either, but she wouldn’t have declared that she liked it. Once again, my dick throbbed as arousal coursed through me. My wife liked making her boyfriend cum in her mouth. She didn’t do it because she thought she had to as a good girlfriend. She did it because she liked it. Holy shit.

“You like making Cal cum in your mouth?” I asked.

“I do,” she answered before once again showering the head of my cock in kisses. She flicked her tongue back and forth over the underside a few times, too, and each time it felt utterly spectacular. “I guess you could say that I like how much he likes it. I like the way he grunts and groans when I make him cum in my mouth. I like the look on his face afterwards. I like how happy he seems. I like how he tells me how amazing I am after I’ve swallowed his cum.”

Why is it so hot to hear your wife say that she’s swallowed another man’s cum? Maybe it wouldn’t be that way for everyone, but I found it so fucking arousing.

“Do you like swallowing his cum?” I asked. It was purely selfish. I just wanted to hear her say it. I wanted to be able to replay that moment over and over in my mind when I was back on the East Coast.

“I do,” she answered. “I’m not going to lie, it doesn’t taste great - though it’s not bad - but I like swallowing for Cal because of how happy it makes him. I know that it makes the blowjob better if he knows I’m going to swallow. I know that he likes to look down and see me swallow his cum. It’s a small thing - he wouldn’t really care if I didn’t swallow - but I know that it makes the whole thing a little more pleasurable and it turns me on to make the blowjob even more pleasurable for him.”

“Fuck, I love you so much, Piper.”

She laughed, smiled so beautifully, and took me in her mouth once more. Just about all of my cock disappeared until she gagged a little. When she came up her eyes were watering just a touch but she had a smile on her face.

“I almost got it all,” she said.

“I know. Do you try and do that for Cal?”

“I try, but I can’t really get close with him,” she said.

A look of genuine concern followed, like she was afraid she’d said something she definitely shouldn’t have. It actually seemed like she was concerned she’d ruined the mood.

All she’d really done was confirm that Cal had a bigger cock than mine. Some men might have been so overcome by insecurity that the moment would have been ruined, but I was a little bit turned on.

“Because his cock is bigger than mine?” I asked.

That did nothing to assuage her concern. If anything, she seemed more worried.

“Piper, I’m not…I don’t know, offended or hurt that Cal has a bigger cock than I do. I mean, I know size isn’t everything, but it seems like if you’re going to have a relationship with another man then it’s a pretty nice benefit that you found one with a big cock.”

In the moments that followed I saw a look on Piper’s face that made me think she was quite enamored with the size of Cal’s cock. It was a certain kind of happiness mixed with arousal. An all-around sense of joy, I suppose. It was actually more significant than I expected it would be. However, I was surprised to find that my arousal was deepened by that sense of joy on her part.

“In fact, it seems that I’m a little bit turned on by that notion,” I added. “Especially since it seems like you’re also quite turned on by - and satisfied by - the fact that your boyfriend has an impressive cock.”

“Yeah?”

I nodded as I experienced even more excitement. Looking back, I’m utterly fascinated by it. I mean, my heart was pumping hard. My cock was in that state where it felt like every little touch brought the most immense pleasure. It’s that thing that happens when you’re really, really turned on.

“Does it…does it feel good?” I asked. “When he’s inside you. You’ve mentioned he goes really deep. Is that…do you like that?”

She seemed a little wary of answering me so I leaned forward, took her hands, and pulled her on top. I pulled her panties aside and guided my cock in her pussy and we kissed as she began to ride me slowly.

“You don’t have to say anything…or talk about it. But I’d enjoy hearing about it,” I said.

“About how good his cock feels inside me?” she asked.

I groaned. “Yes.”

She kissed me. Softly at first, and then her tongue really got going as she rode me a little faster.

“We fucked just like this when I wore this lingerie for him. He was so excited. So turned on. He told me over and over how hot I looked. His dick was so hard for me, Joel. So hard in my mouth when I sucked him just like I sucked you. So hard in my pussy when I rode him just like I’m riding you. Though he had to wear a condom, of course.”

I grasped one of her breasts and played with it. The material of the bra was so soft that it made her tits feel even more arousing than usual. It was so delicate and feminine and utterly perfect.

“When I rode him…he was deeper inside me than you are right now,” she said. “He’s a little thicker, too.” Piper closed her eyes and began to move her hips back and forth while I was buried inside her. “It felt…it felt so good, Joel. There’s something about it…something I can’t quite describe about that sense of fullness. It’s not like the biggest difference in the world, but it does feel really good to have Cal so deep in my pussy.”

Holy shit was I close to cumming. She wasn’t even really going over the top. It was just the idea that she liked her boyfriend’s cock and I suppose the fact that she was thinking about him while we were fucking. I’d basically made her think about him, but that didn’t stop it from being a turn on.

“I love that his cock satisfies you,” I said as I grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard. “I love that you like it so much. I love that you like going down on him. I love that you like fucking him. I love that you…well, that you like him, that you like your boyfriend, that you have a boyfriend, that you’re dating someone. The whole thing is so fucking hot, Piper.”

She smiled. “I know, it really is. And I still have three months with him before this is all over.”

Piper seemed so excited about that last part, and who could blame her? She had three more months of new relationship bliss that she got to take advantage of and she didn’t have to worry about any of the potentially complicated future stuff. She could just enjoy herself. I too found that remarkably hot.

“I’m close,” I said.

“Me too.”

She sat up, put her hands on my chest, and began to ride me vigorously, grinding her clit into my pelvis and milking my cock with the most perfect-feeling pussy I’d ever experienced. Because she was sitting up I got to admire the lingerie more, too, and it really was the hottest thing I’d ever seen on a woman.

“I love this lingerie.”

“Cal loved it too,” she said. “He loved fucking me in it. He loved that I’d bought it just for him, that my husband had never seen it. I wore it just like this for him, too. I kept my panties on while he fucked me. I haven’t washed them since, either. You’re fucking me in the exact same lingerie my boyfriend fucked me in.”

I came just a few seconds later. I came really fucking hard, too. Like, really fucking hard. I closed my eyes, arched my back a little, and saw stars as my cock exploded inside her.

Piper came just a few seconds after I let loose in her pussy. She pressed hard on my chest and when I opened my eyes she’d tilted her head towards the ceiling and was in the midst of unleashing all sorts of wild moans and groans as her legs shook. Her nipples were hard and her chest and neck had gotten red, all signs that she’d enjoyed her climax.

Eventually, Piper collapsed on top of me and kissed my neck as I ran my hand through her hair, down her back, and over her ass cheeks before repeating the process over and over.

“Sex with you has been great this weekend, Joel. Truly great. My orgasms have been outstanding. Just as good as they are with Cal.”

I was actually quite appreciative of her comment as I did feel just a touch of insecurity at the idea that her boyfriend and his big dick were fucking Piper with such skill that she might be bored of what I had to offer when she came back to the East Coast.

“Thank you for saying that,” I said.

She lifted her head and smiled at me. “It’s true. It really is.”

I believed her. It’s possible it wasn’t true, but I believed her.

I put my arms around her and we kissed before Piper let her head settle into the crook of my neck. I held her tight while still hard inside her and closed my eyes to let the warm pleasure of an orgasm and the joy of holding my wife wash over me.

I flew home the next day, though not before Piper treated me to a blowjob where she swallowed my cum just like she swallows for her boyfriend. She seemed to enjoy it, too. I know I certainly did.

I’ve been back home for a few weeks now, actually, so there’s plenty of stuff to update you on. Piper’s spent a few weeknights at Cal’s place, for instance. She also went to that lunch with two of Cal’s female friends, so she’s immersing herself more in his life, which is hotter than I expected. There’s talk of a double or triple date, in fact.

There’s been lots more sex and plenty of blowjobs, too, but I’m sure you expected that. After all, one of the best things about a new relationship is how you can’t help but want to fuck each other all the time.

Anyway, I’ll write again soon and get you caught up on the good stuff.
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You might remember that Piper mentioned sending me a video of her and Cal kissing.

Well, she sent that video. They were on Cal’s couch. Or, more accurately, Cal was sitting on his couch and Piper was straddling him. She had the phone in one hand and the other was running through his hair as they kissed.

She was dressed in a skirt and a tight sweater. Cal’s hands were all over her. He grabbed her ass. He played with her breasts. He ran a hand under the sweater and he did it all in the thirty seconds the video ran. They were definitely putting on a bit of a show for me, but it was one hell of a show.

“He was inside me just a few minutes later,” Piper texted soon after I received the video. “I rode him until we both came. It was amazing. He really liked that I wanted to send you a video, actually. He told me afterwards that it really turned him on.”

I’ve probably watched the video a hundred times. Maybe more. It’s such a turn on. I’ve watched it enough to analyze every little bit of it, too. To see the genuine passion in the kiss. To see the way Piper lures Cal’s tongue into her mouth and sucks on it for just a moment, eliciting a moan. To see the way his biceps flex just a little as he grabs her ass and squeezes it hard. To hear the way she moans when his hand moves under her sweater and he plays with her tits. Every moment of it turns me on.

Piper called me later that night. She was back at her apartment as it wasn’t one of the nights she was going to spend at Cal’s place.

“I loved the video,” was the first thing I said.

She laughed. “I guess so. You didn’t even say hello.”

“Oh, right, sorry. Hi. How are you?”

Again she laughed. “I’m very, very good. I had a great dinner with my boyfriend and we had sex twice. I had four incredible orgasms and I made him cum twice. What more could a girl want?”

What more could a cuckold husband want?

“Oh, and I also got to delight my husband by sending him a video of me making out with my boyfriend. I managed to please men on both coasts, which I think makes me a very lucky woman.”

“And I’m absolutely the luckiest man in the world,” I added.

Piper didn’t say anything for a few seconds but I was fairly certain I heard her getting undressed. Then there was the gentle groan of her bed frame. I got up and hurried towards the bedroom to get into bed just like her.

“You know what I love?” she asked. “The fact that I stay wet for so long after I’ve been with Cal. It’s been two hours since he was inside me and my pussy is still soaked.”

I stripped as quickly as I could and crawled into bed. Just a handful of strokes was all it took to get my dick hard. “That means the sex is really good, right?”

She moaned and I heard the distinct sound of masturbation. I imagined Piper sliding her fingers in and out of her pussy. It was really loud, which I took to mean that she was really wet.

“The sex is great,” she said. “Though it’s not just the sex with Cal. It’s the fact that I’m a married woman with a boyfriend. That I’m fucking my boyfriend. That I’d just sent my husband a video of me making out with my boyfriend. That I knew you were probably watching that video over and over and stroking yourself while I had Cal’s cock inside me and was taking him for a long, slow ride while kissing him, while his hands were all over my body.”

Holy shit was I hard. Rock hard. Hard in that way that makes me feel like I’m 19 again. Being cuckolded is the only thing that makes me that hard.

“I do miss having you here, though,” Piper added. “It was nice to be able to fuck you after I’d been with Cal. Actually, more than nice. A huge turn on.”

“It was for me, too,” I said, though that was the least necessary bit of information a man has ever delivered, as Piper knew exactly how much I enjoyed being with her after she’d been with Cal.

The sounds of masturbation stopped on her end so I stopped stroking.

“Cal wants to take me away for a weekend,” Piper said. “A few weeks from now.”

My pulse quickened. It was, in some ways, a small thing, and yet when a couple goes away for the first time it’s kind of a huge milestone and I was really turned on at the idea of my wife and her boyfriend passing one of those milestones.

“Is that something you want to do?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said softly. “I just wanted to make sure it was okay with you. And I wanted to say that it’s absolutely okay if it’s not okay with you.”

I laughed. “Well, so, the first thing I thought when you mentioned it was that it feels like something of a relationship milestone. Most of the time you don’t ask a woman to go on a trip with you unless you really like her, and I imagine as a woman you don’t accept that invitation unless you really like the guy.”

There was a pause before Piper said, “That’s right.”

“So were you wondering if that would…I don’t know, make me nervous, like you’re developing too much of a relationship with Cal?”

“I just…I love you so much, Joel, and the last thing I want to do is hurt you. This whole thing would be ruined for me if you were unhappy because you felt like I was being…I don’t know, too much of a girlfriend with Cal.”

I just wanted to hug her and kiss her and hold her close and tell her how much I loved her.

“I love you so much, Piper,” I said. “And I can’t tell you how much it means to me that you thought about that and that you wanted to make sure I was okay with you going away with Cal. I am, though.”

She didn’t say anything for a few seconds, so I kept going.

“I’m well aware that my desire for you to have a boyfriend is unusual. I think, though, that it’s really working for both of us. I mean, I can’t tell you how exciting this all is. I honestly felt excitement when you mentioned the idea of going away with Cal, and not just like my dick got a little harder. But a deeper level of excitement.”

“Me too,” she said.

“Then, to me at least, that just means we’re utterly perfect for each other. I mean, what else could be the takeaway? We both got really excited at the idea of you and your boyfriend having a little weekend getaway. I mean, that’s amazing to me and I can’t imagine anything other than fully embracing how amazing that is. You should absolutely go away with him.”

I felt like I could hear her smiling as she said, “It would be to celebrate two months together.”

An anniversary trip of sorts. That made it hotter. “That’s amazing. Do you know where he wants to take you?”

“There’s a Ritz-Carlton in a coastal town called Half Moon Bay. It looks like one of the most beautiful hotels I’ve ever seen,” she said. “It’s…it’s so romantic looking. It’s set on a little bit of a cliff overlooking the ocean. It’s just…it’s so beautiful, Joel.”

I felt that excitement again, mostly at the tone of Piper’s voice. She was smitten. Utterly smitten with her boyfriend.

“You should tell him to book the room, then,” I said.

I was also surprisingly excited at the idea that Cal was willing to spend what must have been a good-sized amount of money to treat my wife to a wonderful weekend. I mean, the Ritz-Carlton is not a cheap hotel.

“I’ll text him right now,” Piper replied. “Hold on a minute.”

My wife and her boyfriend were going to celebrate their anniversary - of a sort, at least - at an incredibly fancy and romantic hotel. Most men would be utterly waylaid by such a thing. I had an incredibly stiff erection. I am not like most men, a fact that continues to delight me.

“Okay, I texted him. He’s going to book the room. Two nights. We’ll leave on a Friday after work.”

“You’ll need to do some shopping before then,” I said.

“Yeah? You think so?”

I heard a hint of playfulness in her voice. Or perhaps she was just smiling. I imagined she’d been planning on bringing up the idea of doing a little shopping.

“What should I buy?” she asked.

I stroked my cock a few times before answering. “Well, you should definitely buy some new lingerie. And, since he’s treating you to a luxurious hotel stay, you should probably invest in something high end, assuming Cal likes that sort of lingerie on a woman.”

“He does,” Piper answered softly before moaning.

“So at least one new lingerie set. Maybe two if you’re feeling generous. You’ll need a dress, too, as I imagine you’ll be going to dinner somewhere beautiful and romantic,” I added. “A classy but sexy look seems right for the Ritz-Carlton. Something that will turn heads as you walk through the restaurant. That will make all the wealthy men there wish they were with you instead of the women sitting across from them.”

“And that will make Cal very, very happy that I’m there with him,” she added.

“Yes, absolutely. You’ll have to mention that it’s a new dress, that you bought it just for him, that your husband has never seen you in the dress,” I said.

Piper moaned. “He’ll love that.”

I’d never fantasized about having that particular kind of conversation with my wife, and yet it proved to be hugely arousing as it unfolded. So much so that anything other than a slow-paced cock stroking would have made me cum.

“Do they have a pool?” I asked.

“Yes, absolutely.”

“Then a swimsuit, perhaps. Again, something classy but sexy. Something that shows off how good you look, something that will draw stares as you saunter towards your chair or as you dive into the pool.”

“Are you sure about me buying all of that?” she asked. “I mean, it won’t be cheap.”

“But it will be worth it,” I said. “Especially if you take a few pictures that you can send me after the weekend.”

“After?”

“Well, it only seems fair that Cal be the first man to see you in everything you’re going to buy,” I said as I felt a wondrous thrill at the notion of Piper doing something exclusively for Cal, at least until after the weekend when I’d get to admire her in the lingerie, dress, and swimsuit.

“Cal will love that…but if I’m being honest, I think I love it too,” Piper replied. “I’m so…I’m so turned on right now, Joel.”

“Me too,” I said.

She moaned and once again I heard the telltale wetness of her fingers entering her pussy. “There’s one more thing I wanted to do…for that weekend…for Cal.”

I had no idea what she was going to say, but I was excited. “What’s that?”

“I want to let Cal cum inside me.”

Holy shit. I almost came. I was a split second away from cumming, in fact. I don’t know why, but I’d never considered the possibility that Piper would have unprotected sex with Cal. Which is weird, because the idea is so fucking hot.

“We’d both get tested,” she said. “I’m not going to be irresponsible about it. But I’d really like to have unprotected sex with him. I’d like him to start cumming inside me. But I won’t do it if you’re not okay with it.”

“I hope you won’t think less of me if I say that the idea really excites me,” I replied without hesitation. “I mean, I almost came when you first said it and I’m barely even masturbating.”

“Really? You’d really be okay with it?”

“Yes. I’d be more than okay with it. I’d be ecstatic. Knowing that was happening during your trip would be…I mean, it would just be incredible. I’d be turned on the whole weekend as I thought about another man cumming in my wife.”

Piper moaned and I have to say, it was probably the single hottest moan I’d ever heard. I mean…fuck…she was moaning because she was thinking about her boyfriend cumming inside her. It’s just so fucking hot. I can’t even explain why. It just is.

“I want to cum again,” Piper said. “Will you cum with me?”

“Hell yes.”

“Think of me in something sexy and lacy and expensive. Think of me wearing it for Cal, baby. Think of me seducing him in that lingerie. Think of his hands all over my body. Think of us kissing, of me caressing his cock, of me stroking him until he’s hard for me as we lie together in the most luxurious hotel bed.”

I did all of that, though I barely stroked my cock because I was already so close to cumming.

“Think of me taking him in my mouth, of me giving my boyfriend a blowjob. Think of me sucking his beautiful cock while my pussy gets so wet that it’s not long before I’m utterly desperate to have him inside me.”

She was painting a beautiful picture and my whole body tingled with desire.

“Think of him inside me, Joel,” she said as the sound of furious masturbation filled my ears. “Think of me on my back in that gorgeous lingerie that you won’t have seen, that I bought just for my boyfriend. Think of his bare cock moving in and out of me as we make love. Think if us kissing. Of me moaning. Of me telling him how good it feels as we have unprotected sex.”

I was beyond turned on. I was moments away from cumming. A few swift strokes at any point would put me over the top.

“Think of me on the verge of an orgasm, Joel. Think of me telling Cal to cum inside me. Think of me telling my boyfriend to cum inside me!”

She came. I came. Holy shit did I cum. I came so fucking hard. It was absolutely the best orgasm I’ve ever had by my own hand. Sex with Piper is better, but this was a close second. A very close second. It was stunning. It was long-lasting, too. It felt like my whole body was vibrating with pleasure. It literally took my breath away, too.

“You’re very generous, Piper. Thank you for painting such a vivid picture. I love you so much.”

She chuckled softly. “I love you too, Joel. More than I could ever explain.”

Neither of us said anything for a few seconds before I asked, “That wasn’t made up, right? You’re actually going to have unprotected sex with him?”

“I am,” she said. “As long as the tests are clean. But yeah, I am. We’ll be having unprotected sex until I leave San Francisco.”

The thought that came to mind was that Piper would be having unprotected sex with Joel the next time I came to visit. I wasn’t sure how that would play out, but the possibilities were hugely exciting to me.

“That orgasm exhausted me,” she said. “Would it be okay if I go to bed? I’m not seeing Cal tomorrow so I can call you on the way home from work.”

“Yeah, of course. I can’t wait to talk to you then,” I replied. “I love you, Piper.”

“I love you too, Joel.”

She hung up and I cleaned up the mess from my orgasm. I did so with a smile on my face because I was still turned on at the idea of Piper and Cal having unprotected sex. The excitement of that was going to provide quite a few thrilling orgasms for me over the coming weeks. Then there’d be the trip, which I was fairly certain was going to be beyond exciting.

I’ll be sure to tell you all about it.
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Outside of our honeymoon, I’m not sure I’ve taken Piper to a hotel as nice as a Ritz-Carlton. It can be hard to compare hotels sometimes, I suppose, but I’m pretty sure that her weekend getaway with Cal was probably as luxurious a trip as she’s ever been on.

Did that make me jealous? Absolutely. Did I spend a great deal of time on the Ritz-Carlton Half Moon Bay website? I sure did. I looked at the room pictures and imagined my wife and her boyfriend in the bed, on the balcony, in the shower, in the bathtub. Did I look at pictures of the grounds and imagine them strolling the beach and eating at the restaurant with the ocean view? I sure did.

Was any of that unpleasant? Not really, if I’m being honest. I think that just goes to show how deep my affection for cuckolding is, though. I was a little bit jealous and a little bit anxious, but nothing about our experience so far has left me feeling like Piper has anything other than the deepest love for me, so her weekend getaway didn’t feel like a threat to our marriage.

It wasn’t, by the way, in case you’re wondering if there’s a surprise coming at the end of this entry. There isn’t. Piper had a great time, but she’s not leaving me for Cal. She’s just as enamored with the hotwife/cuckold experience as I am.

We talked the day before they left for the coast and I suggested that there was no need for Piper to call me while they were away. She was more than willing to do so - to sneak away for a bit each day so we could talk - but I really liked the idea of her just enjoying her weekend with Cal.

She wasn’t entirely on board with that, much to my surprise, so we settled on her communicating via text. She said she wanted to give me little updates as the weekend went by and to be honest, I was more than happy to receive them.

They left on Friday after work. Cal rented a car and drove. Piper texted me that she’d considered giving him a blowjob in the car but that the road had been rife with twists and turns so she’d held off. Unsurprisingly, I found that little tidbit hugely arousing.

A few hours later I received a picture from their room. It was a shot looking out over the balcony, the green fairway of the golf course at the resort, and the ocean that extended as far as the eye could see. It struck me as among the most romantic views I’d ever seen.

“The view is stunning,” she texted. “I feel a really strong urge to have Cal in my mouth, like I want to reward him for booking this trip and being so generous in doing so. What do you think?”

My wife was asking me if she should give her boyfriend a blowjob. The question alone was hot as hell. “I think you should definitely go down on your boyfriend.”

“Should I swallow?” she asked.

Obviously, Piper is amazing. “Yes, you should swallow for your boyfriend,” I replied as my cock stirred.

“That’s what I’ll do, then. Enjoy the rest of your night.”

I didn’t hear from her again until much later that evening. It was a little past midnight, in fact. Piper texted to say goodnight and that was it.

If you remember, she planned on letting Cal cum inside her on the trip. She hadn’t mentioned in her text if that had happened the first night. I assumed it had - or I was just really hoping it had - and I thought about it constantly. It was a huge turn on to do so, which was probably why it was on my mind almost constantly.

I heard from her a few times the next day. Piper sent a text of her in a swimsuit and a bikini, asking which she should wear to the pool. I chose the bikini, for what it’s worth. She sent a picture of her in a dress that she was wearing to dinner and soon after a picture of her in the lingerie she intended to wear that night. Very expensive lingerie, I might add. Lingerie that she looked stunningly sexy in. I was deeply grateful for the pictures and they fueled my fantasies that night.

Again Piper made no mention of Cal having cum inside her. Again I assumed it had happened and again I was immensely aroused at the idea of Cal and Piper having unprotected sex, of him actually cumming inside her. Honestly, giving it even a moment’s thought at any point over the weekend was more than enough to inspire a huge burst of arousal in me. It took a great deal of self-control not to cum at any point during the weekend. I did masturbate a few times, though, getting myself close to the edge while looking at the pictures she’d sent before tucking my cock back into my pants and going about my day.

On Sunday morning I received a picture of Piper sitting on the balcony in a bathrobe. Her hair was pulled back into a bun and her cheeks and chest were flushed red. She didn’t mention it, but it certainly looked like she and Cal had fucked and then ordered room service, the last part evidenced by a second picture that showed a delicious-looking breakfast spread on the table that sat on the balcony.

“Did you just get fucked?” I texted.

“Wouldn’t you like to know,” she replied.

What a tease. What a wonderful, perfect tease. I told her I loved her and that I couldn’t wait to hear from her. She told me she’d call the moment she got home.

That call came a little after 9 p.m. my time. I figured she’d call earlier - checkout time is usually in the morning - but I was also a little bit delighted at the idea of Piper and her boyfriend spending as much time together as they could before going home.

“Hey,” I said.

There was a pause and then she replied, “Hey, baby. I wish you were here.”

She wasn’t sad, in case you were wondering. It wasn’t a wistful kind of ‘wish you were here.’ It was lustful. “Me too,” I replied. “Desperately.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes. Absolutely. Fuck yes.”

“What would you do if you were here? If I’d just come home from a weekend with my boyfriend? A weekend in the most beautiful hotel room I’ve ever been in?”

A twinge of jealousy coursed through me. “I’d ravage you,” I answered. “I’d strip you naked, kiss you all over, and then make you cum as many times as you’d let me.”

Piper moaned softly. “And what about you? Would you cum?”

“As many times as I could.”

She moaned again and I imagined her eyes closed as she arched her back. I have no idea if that’s what she was doing, but I liked the idea of Piper getting turned on at the notion of me ravaging her after she’d spent the weekend with Cal.

“And what if I’d made you wait in the living room of my apartment while Cal and I went to the bedroom to fuck one more time before he went home? Would you have sat there on the couch and waited while my boyfriend had his way with me again?”

I assumed that’s what they’d done. That Cal had driven Piper back to her apartment and that she’d invited him up, which would have been the first time she’d done that, as far as I knew. The idea was really hot, as was the notion of being made to wait in the living room while they did so. I mean, holy fuck, what an insanely hot idea that was.

“Yes, I would have sat there and waited,” I answered.

“Would you have enjoyed waiting?”

“Yes.”

She moaned and I was certain I heard the sound of masturbation. “And would have come to the bedroom after Cal had enjoyed me one more time?”

“Yes. I would have come running once you and Cal were done.”

“And if…if you’d walked in…if you’d walked in and seen me naked with my legs spread and…and Cal’s cum leaking out of me, what would you have done?”

My pulse quickened. My cock throbbed. “I would have ravaged you. I would have stripped as quickly as possible. I would have crawled into the bed. I would have crawled on top of you. I would have kissed you. I would have caressed you. I would have slipped my cock inside you. I would have fucked you, Piper. I would have fucked you so hard.”

She moaned. “You would have fucked my cum-filled pussy?”

I swear I almost came. I wasn’t even masturbating and I almost came. “Yes, I would have fucked your cum-filled pussy. I would have fucked it so hard. I would have added my cum to his. I would have, Piper.”

She was masturbating. Furiously.

“It would have turned me on to see his cum leaking out of you. To know that you’d had unprotected sex with your boyfriend. To know that he’d cum inside you. To know that he’d probably spent the whole weekend cumming inside you.”

“He did,” she said. “He came in me so many times, Joel. He wanted me like never before. I wanted him, too. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Honestly, we didn’t leave the room all that often. We just…we fucked so many times, Joel. It was so hot. He came inside me almost every time, too.”

“Another man came in my wife all weekend?”

“Yes!”

She didn’t announce it, but I’m pretty sure Piper came right there. She certainly moaned like she was cumming. She did some screaming, too, and I heard her masturbating pretty furiously. It was incredibly hot to listen to, though the thing that I really loved was that she seemed genuinely aroused at the notion that Cal had cum inside her so many times that weekend. It was like our fantasies had aligned, though I suspect my enthrallment was different from hers.

“Did you cum?” I asked after a handful of silent seconds had passed.

“I did,” Piper replied.

I thought of her in bed. In the bed we’d had sex in numerous times during my visit. I closed my eyes and pictured Piper on her back without a stitch of clothing on her beautiful body. I pictured cum leaking out of her, too, though it wasn’t my cum like it had been during my visit. It was her boyfriend’s cum and it was so fucking hot.

“Did you invite Cal up to your apartment to fuck?”

“I did,” she answered.

“Is that the first time he’s been in your apartment?”

“It is.”

I’d been in her apartment so it was easy for me to picture them fucking in her bed. It was easy to picture me sitting in her living room while it happened, too, and it was so fucking hot.

“Will it be the last time he’s in your apartment?”

“We’ll still meet at his place most of the time, I’m sure. I’m still not terribly interested in my coworkers knowing I have a boyfriend. It was nice to have him here, though.”

“Is his cum really leaking out of you right now?” I asked.

“It is,” she answered. “We fucked. He came inside me. He stayed inside me until he went soft. Then he left so I could call you. I haven’t moved from the spot I was in when we fucked.”

“That’s so hot,” I said. “Can I…can I see? Would you be willing to take a picture?”

“Of course.”

I can’t tell you how excited I was. My heart was racing. My dick was hard as a rock.

Piper sent a picture. It was astonishingly sexy. Her pussy lips were gaping a little. Her labia were enflamed and wet. Her pubic hair was damp and matted. Most importantly, though, I could genuinely see Cal’s cum both inside her and leaking out of her. I could see another man’s cum in my wife. I couldn’t believe it.

“Holy shit,” I muttered.

“Do you like it?”

“I hope it’s not weird to say that it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

She laughed softly. “It’s not weird at all. I’m relieved, honestly. I was a little worried you’d be upset, or that it wouldn’t be anywhere near as sexy as you thought it would be. I’m really glad it is.”

“Oh, fuck, it definitely is. It absolutely, positively is sexy.”

I stared at the picture and listened to my heart pounding in my chest.

“Did it happen the first time on Friday?” I asked.

“It did,” she answered. “After dinner that night. We had a glass of champagne on the balcony - which is where I blew him when we first got there, by the way.”

“Wait, really?”


She laughed. “Yeah. I thought it would be hotter that way. I was right. I started in the hotel room, but I got really excited doing it and dragged him out onto the balcony. I had him sit while I sucked his cock. He was looking out at the ocean while his girlfriend blew him, Joel. While I blew him on the balcony of the gorgeous hotel room he treated me to for the weekend. I’d like to think I was a very good girlfriend in that moment.”

“Oh, you were,” I said. “And you’re being a good wife right now, for what it’s worth, because hearing that is so fucking hot.”

“Yeah? You think I’m a good wife? Even though I just spent the weekend having unprotected sex with my boyfriend?”

Just hearing her say it was hot. Even the fairly clinical term ‘unprotected sex’ turned me on. She sounded just a touch insecure, though, like she wasn’t entirely sure I was as thrilled about her weekend as I said I was. I took that as a good sign since it meant to me that Piper was most concerned about the health of our marriage.

“Yes, I think you’re the most amazing wife a man has ever had. I’m as lucky as a guy could be, Piper. I really am.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that. Cal actually said something similar after I swallowed his cum on the balcony.”

It was my turn to laugh a little, because of course Cal had said that. Almost any man would have said the same thing because any sane man would have felt incredibly lucky in that moment.

“After the blowjob we went for a walk on the beach and around the hotel grounds. Then we went to dinner and then back to the room for the glass of champagne I mentioned. After that he led me to the bed, we stripped each other naked, and we took our time making love.”

Fuck, there’s still something about that phrase and the kind of sex it implies that really gets me going. I think it’s at least in part because there’s something just a little bit dangerous about it. Maybe. I don’t know. I just know that it’s such a turn on.

“Yeah? You made love to your boyfriend in that gorgeous hotel room?” I asked.

She moaned softly. “I did, Joel. We kissed at the foot of the bed as we undressed each other. Then we fell into each other’s arms in the bed. We kissed. We touched each other slowly and softly. I told him glad I was to be at the hotel, to be celebrating two months together, to be celebrating with someone I liked so much. He told me he couldn’t have been happier.”

It sounded so beautiful and her description had my heart pounding.

“I stroked his cock and he fingered my pussy as we looked into each other’s eyes. We kissed deeper as we got more turned on. I rolled onto my back and he got on top of me. He kissed me as I stroked his cock. He kissed my neck and my chest and he showered my breasts with attention while his fingers found their way inside me once more. I closed my eyes and I moaned for him, Joel. I told him I needed him inside me. I told him to make love to me.”

I moaned. “What did he think of that? Of you telling him that, I mean.”

“He didn’t say anything, but he looked happy. Deeply happy, like I’d said the thing he wanted to hear. Then he slid inside me and filled me slowly. I wrapped my legs around him to hold him deep in my pussy and we kissed as I ran my hands through his hair and down his back. It felt incredible to have him in me without a condom. It felt…it just felt so much better. I don’t know if it’s because it was the first time or because it felt more special than other times, or if it really does feel so much better to have unprotected sex, but it really did feel better.”

“I love that it felt better…and I love that he was inside you without a condom. I’ve been thinking about it all weekend. I can’t stop thinking about it. It’s just so hot to me.”

“I whispered to him to make love to me, Joel,” she said softly. I’m pretty sure she was masturbating again. It was a slow and quiet kind of masturbation, but I was almost certain I could hear it. “I was so turned on. There was something about the whole weekend, about the hotel, about the celebration of two months, about the romance of it, the beauty of it, the passion I felt for Cal, the fact that we were having unprotected sex for the first time. I don’t know, I felt like I wanted that moment to last forever while I was in it. I just wanted him to keep moving in and out of me while we kissed, while he touched me, while he told me how beautiful I was and how good it felt to make love to me.”

Can you imagine your wife uttering those words to you? Are you imagining it right now? Would your dick have been as hard as mine was? Maybe I’m insane, but I was just so turned on.

“I’m so turned on, Piper,” I said. I figured I might as well be honest. “I mean, I don’t know if I’ve ever been so turned on.”

“I’ve cum four times today and I’m eager to cum again,” she said. “So you’re not alone, Joel. I just wish you were here so you could be inside me while I tell you about how good it felt to make love to my boyfriend before urging him to cum inside me.”

“Oh, fuck. That would have been so hot to hear,” I replied.

She laughed softly. “I did think of you when I said it. Just for a moment. I thought about how much you would have enjoyed hearing it. How much it would have turned you on. I said multiple times that first time. I was actually surprised by how badly I wanted it. How it had come to feel like I needed it, in fact.”

“You needed your boyfriend to cum inside you?” Really, I just wanted to say the words. It was hot, too.

She moaned. “Yes, Joel, I need Cal to cum inside me. I needed it. I was desperate for it by the time I said it. I was so close to cumming and my whole body was tingling with pleasure. The sex - the lovemaking - had been so good and I was going to cum so, so hard.”

“Say it like you said it to him,” I asked as I stroked my cock furiously.

“Cal…baby, please, cum inside me,” she said. “Please, Cal, cum in me. Cum inside me.”

I came. Obviously I came. I mean, fuck. I came with my eyes closed while I thought of my wife on her back in that glorious hotel bed. I thought of Cal on top of her. I thought of them making love. I thought of her begging for him to cum inside her. I thought of him cumming in her pussy. I thought of the picture and I imagined the same exact sight after their first time having unprotected sex. It was all so fucking beautiful.

Piper came too. She must have been holding off and waiting for me, because the moment I let out that orgasmic moan hers followed.

“Thank you, Piper,” I said afterwards.

“Oh, believe me, it was my pleasure,” she replied.

Neither of us said anything for a while. I was content to listen to her breathing and to bask in the aftermath of my orgasm.

Eventually, though, we talked about the rest of her weekend - the non sex parts, at least - and caught up on other various bits of news we hadn’t shared with each other.

“I was thinking I’d come back to visit you next weekend,” she said towards the end of the conversation.

“Really?”

“Yeah. I know you were planning on coming out here again, but I have the time to get away and I think I’d like to sleep in our bed again if that’s okay with you. Plus, I think I’d like to see some of our friends, go to a favorite restaurant. I think I’m a little homesick.”

I was delighted. “Yeah, that would be amazing. It really would be. Do you think you’ll come in on Friday?”

“Yeah. And leave Monday morning. It will be a long weekend.”

“I can’t wait,” I said.

“Neither can I.”

I’m not sure what the weekend will hold, but I’ll write again soon to keep you updated on any fun we have.
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Piper’s flight got in early Friday morning. As in, 7 a.m. early. She picked the red-eye flight because she wanted to spend as much time with me as possible, which I was deeply appreciative of.

I took Friday off from work and I was at the airport at 6:30 with two coffees in the car’s cup holders (Dunkin’ Donuts coffee, of course). I’m not sure why, but I felt a little nervous as I waited for Piper in the baggage claim. I’d seen her a little more than a month ago so there was no reason to be nervous, but maybe it’s just because she was coming home and we weren’t in the fantasy land where she was free to have a boyfriend because no one knew her.

All the nerves washed away as soon as I saw her, though. Her travel outfit of leggings and a sweater was quite fetching and she ran into my arms for a hug and a deep kiss like we hadn’t seen each other for six months. Unsurprisingly, my cock was hard just a few seconds after her tongue entered my mouth.

We drew a few stares kissing like that, but it was well worth it. Piper had packed everything she needed in a carry on, so we headed right for the parking garage. We held hands and enjoyed a few more kisses before I tossed her bag in the trunk.

“Coffee!” she said gleefully upon sighting the distinct Dunkin’ Donuts cup in the holder. She took a sip, closed her eyes, and enjoyed the overly-sweetened coffee from the most iconic chain on the East Coast.

I sipped my coffee and started the car and Piper leaned over and kissed me. Our tongues entwined once more and she offered the gift of a bit of cock stroking through my jeans. Unsurprisingly, I got hard, which seemed to put quite the smile on her face.

“I missed you, you know,” I said.

“I missed you too, though I’m lucky enough to have a boyfriend that can take care of certain needs while we’re apart.”

My dick got harder.

“You’re not so lucky.”

I shook my head.

“I feel bad about that sometimes, you know,” she said. “That you don’t have someone that you can have sex with while I’m away. Though, to be clear, I’m not saying you should find someone.”

“I don’t want to find someone.”

Piper smiled. “Good, because I couldn’t handle that. I’d get too jealous. I’m not like you.”

“Because I like that you have a boyfriend. That you have someone to have sex with, to go on dates with, to sleep with, to snuggle up with while we’re apart.”

She leaned over and kissed me again. This time it was a slow, sensual kiss. It was the sort of kiss that made a couple feel closer, that made me want to become one with my wife, that made it clear that she felt the same way.

“We should go home,” she said. “I want you. In our bed.”

As I backed out of the space, Piper pulled out her phone. I saw her open a message thread.

“I’m just texting Cal to let him know my plane landed,” she said after noticing my staring.

“Of course,” I replied. I tried to play it cool, but I was hit with a wave of arousal. My wife was texting her boyfriend to let him know she’d landed safely. It was such a relationship-y thing to do, which is precisely what made it so hot.

Boston’s airport is not especially well-located when it comes to avoiding city traffic, but on that day it was early enough that we managed to avoid most of the clogged roads that plague Boston on most mornings, making it a breeze to get out of the city and onto the highway that would take us north to our New Hampshire town. The drive is shorter than you might think - less than an hour - so it wasn’t long before I pulled into our driveway.

“The flowers,” Piper said as she admired the flowers growing in front of our house. “I miss the flowers.”

“They’ll be even better in the coming weeks,” I noted. “So I suppose that’s one good thing about not being in San Francisco.”

Piper got out of the car, closed her eyes, and inhaled deeply. She smiled, and while I suspect the air in southern New Hampshire isn’t all that different from San Francisco, I’ll admit that I was pleased to see that Piper seemed to think it was. More than that, though, I was pleased to see that she seemed overjoyed to be home. I was a touch worried that she might miss Cal and San Francisco so much that she’d regret having booked a trip to see me.

“What?” she asked.

I realized I’d been staring - open mouthed, in fact - and smiled before saying, “I’m just glad to have you home is all.”

I grabbed her suitcase and we headed inside. Without saying a word we both headed for the bedroom. Piper undressed and I stood and watched as she revealed the matching bra and panty set - both made from lovely blue lace - she wore underneath.

“What are you waiting for?” she asked with a smile. “Get naked. I want you inside me.”

I got naked as fast as I could. Piper was in bed and masturbating when I’d finished. She was staring at me, too, and while I felt a touch self-conscious, the look of pleasure on her face made it seem like she enjoyed what she was looking at.

“You look good,” she said.

I looked down at my body and smiled. “Thank you. So do you.”

She sat up on her elbows and eyed me. “No, I mean, you look different. Like, really good.” She tilted her head and smiled. “Have you been working out?”

I nodded. “Is it making a difference?”

Piper swung her legs over the edge of the bed and parted her thighs a little. I don’t know if she did it on purpose, but I couldn’t help but stare between them at her eternally arousing pussy.

“Yes, it’s making a difference. How long has this been going on?”

I’ve always been semi-dedicated to fitness, but that largely manifested itself through regular walks, almost daily bike rides, and the occasional jog. It had almost never manifested itself through weight lifting and resistance training, with the exception of a few month long bursts over the years.

“Two months or so,” I said.

Piper stood and approached. My pulse quickened as her naked body neared mine. My cock grew without a hint of stimulation. It had been more than a month since I’d seen her and I was clearly eager.

She ran her fingers over my arms and smiled as she took note of the emerging definition of my biceps. She did the same over my chest, which had gotten a little larger. My stomach wasn’t yet showing any sign of musculature - there was still some fat to be lost - but she ran her fingers over it and smiled as she looked up at me.

“So, a little after I left for San Francisco, you started working out?” she asked.

I nodded. “It’s probably accurate to say that I started working out once you started dating another man, though to be honest, I really didn’t connect the two things for a month.”

She leaned in and kissed my chest softly as her fingers encircled my cock. “It looks like it’s working. I didn’t notice much of a difference when you came to visit last month, but I can see it now. I really like it.”

I was beyond hard in her hand. Every stroke felt like pure bliss. Then, to my utter delight, Piper fell to her knees in front of me. I looked down and pleasure enveloped my body as she took me in her mouth. She ran one hand up my chest and cupped my balls with the other. I watched my cock disappear into her mouth and re-emerge a few seconds later covered in her saliva. I watched the process repeat itself over and over again, my arousal deepening each and every time she did it.

After a few minutes of oral bliss, Piper stood, stroked my spit-soaked cock, and said, “Yours is the second cock I’ve sucked in the past twelve hours.”

My eyelids fluttered and my dick swelled in her hand as I thought of her giving Cal a blowjob. “Did you go down on him before you left?”

She smiled and nodded. “He wanted to drive me to the airport, so I brought my suitcase to work yesterday and then went right to his apartment after. He took me out to dinner - a lovely meal - and then it was back to his place. We had a few hours before it was time to leave for the airport, and I wanted to make my boyfriend feel good before I left for a long weekend.”

“So you…so you went down on him?”

She leaned in, kissed my neck softly, and whispered, “So I sucked his cock like a good girlfriend. I stripped down to the bra and panties you saw me wearing, I got on my knees in front of his couch, and I gave my boyfriend a long, slow blowjob until he’d cum in my mouth.”

It suddenly felt like I was on the verge of an orgasm. Her strokes felt better, like my cock had gotten more sensitive simply because I was thinking about her giving Cal a blowjob.

“Did you swallow?” I asked. I knew the answer. Of course I did. I wanted to hear her say it, though. It’s just so fucking hot.

“Yes, I swallowed my boyfriend’s cum,” she said a moment before kissing me. Her tongue swirled in my mouth. I thought of her lips wrapped around Cal’s cock. I thought of her tongue swirling around the head. I thought of her playing with his balls and stroking him. I thought of his cum coating her tongue, the tongue that was now in my mouth.

Piper stepped back, smiled, and crawled into the bed. She shook her ass at me and then rolled onto her back and spread her legs. Her fingers immediately slipped into her pussy and I marveled at how wet she was.

“That was just the first orgasm I gave him,” she said.

I crawled on top of her. I kissed her stomach and worked my way to her breasts. The head of my cock brushed against her thigh as Piper continued to masturbate. I took one of her nipples in my mouth and she ran a hand through my hair and moaned.

“After the blowjob we cuddled up and watched a little TV,” Piper told me between moans. “I was surprisingly horny after sucking his cock and so I let my hands start to roam after a while. Cal let his hands roam, too, and eventually we found ourselves making out on his couch. His cock got hard for me. My pussy got wet for him. I asked him to take me to his bed. I told him I needed him inside me before I left.”

Piper guided my cock into her pussy. She was as hot and wet as she’d ever been. I slid into her with ease and savored the pleasure that engulfed my cock as every inch of me rested inside my wife.

“I told Cal to fuck me,” she said.

“Did he?”

Piper nodded and kissed me deeply. “He fucked me so good. He fucked your wife so good.”

I pulled out and filled her slowly. Piper was incredibly wet, but her pussy gripped my cock, providing intense pleasure.

“Fuck me, Joel,” she said. “Fuck me hard.”

My challenge was to fuck her without cumming instantly. It proved more difficult than you might imagine, such was the level of my arousal. I thought of her and Cal having sex. Then that proved too arousing so I pushed the thought from my mind. Piper ran her hands down my back and grabbed my ass. She wrapped her legs around me. I felt like our bodies became one, like we were moving in tandem towards our orgasms.

“Cum inside me,” she said as I neared my orgasm.

“Is that what you said to him?” I asked.

Her eyes lit up. She smiled. We kissed deeply. “Yes. I told my boyfriend to cum inside me. I told him…I told him to cum in my married pussy. He loved that. He came so hard, Joel.”

“Oh, fuck!”

I came inside her. I came inside her while I thought of Cal doing the same thing. I thought of Cal finding pleasure in cumming inside a married woman and that improved the quality of my orgasm. It’s amazing how much of the pleasure of sex comes from what’s happening in the brain. I mean, fuck. What an incredible thing that my wife could utter just a few sentences and give me a much better orgasm than I’d expected.

“Holy shit,” I said while coming down from my orgasm. My cock felt like it was twitching inside her. My toes had dug into the bed as I came and when they relaxed the rest of my body did so as well.

Piper held me close as I kissed her neck. She moaned softly and wrapped her legs a little tighter around me.

“I missed you, Joel. I’m so glad to be home. I’m so glad I get to spend the day with you, that I get to sleep in our bed tonight, that I get to do so all weekend long.”

“I missed you too,” I said.

We shared a long, soft, slow kiss. Our tongues entwined as my cock remained inside her. It was beautiful. I didn’t want to pull out, to end our connection. I wanted to stay inside her forever.

Eventually, though, I pulled out. I rolled onto my back. Piper curled up next to me. She rested her head on my chest and I pulled her a little closer and kissed her.

“I love you, Joel,” she whispered.

“I love you too, Piper.”

–

There are many stories I could tell of Piper’s weekend home - we had lots of sex, as you might imagine - but I thought I’d talk about the texting. With Cal, that is.

I don’t know why, but I hadn’t really considered that Piper would be in contact with her boyfriend while she was in New Hampshire. She was in contact with him, though. Of course she was. And, as it turned out, it proved to be thrilling for me.

As you probably know, I’m endlessly aroused at the idea of Piper having a boyfriend. Not just a fuck buddy, but a boyfriend. Someone she goes on dates with. Someone she sleeps in the same bed with when she can. Someone she likes. Someone she genuinely cares about. Someone she fucks, but also someone that makes love to her. I mean, my pulse quickens a little just writing all of that because it turns me on in a way I can’t fully explain or begin to understand.

So imagine my delight when we’re at brunch on Saturday morning and Piper gets a text from Cal saying that he misses her. Imagine my delight growing when Piper texts him back to say that she misses him too and that she’s thinking about him.

I actually got a little bit hard sitting there with syrup-coated French toast on my fork.

“Are you really thinking about him?” I asked in a hushed tone.

Piper smiled, jabbed a bite of pancake with her fork, and nodded. “Is that okay?”

I leaned in, returned her smile, and quietly said, “If we weren’t regulars at this restaurant I’d seriously considering taking you to the bathroom to fuck you. So yeah, it’s okay.”

She reached under the table and ran a hand up my thigh. She gave my leg a good squeeze, ate her bite of pancake, and said, “You really like that I like him so much, don’t you?”

I nodded. “I really do.”

After brunch we went for a walk through the quaint downtown of our home before ending up on a bench overlooking a spacious green park with beautiful stands of trees and flowers just beginning to bloom.

“It’s weird,” she said without any context.

“What’s weird?”

She laughed. “Sorry. Yeah. I was having a conversation in my head, I guess. It’s weird having a boyfriend and a husband. It’s weird having two men in my life that I care about. My thoughts get jumbled sometimes. I’m at brunch with you and I’m thinking of Cal. I’m at dinner with Cal and I’m thinking of you. I’m in bed with Cal and you pop into my head.”

I put my arm around her and pulled Piper a little closer before asking, “You’re in bed with me and you think of Cal?”

She looked up at me, kissed me on the cheek, and said, “I certainly thought of him last night while you were inside me. We were talking about him, of course, so that made it easier, but I probably would have thought about him even if we weren’t. Sometimes my mind just conjures up both of the men in my life.”

“I guess you’re lucky.”

“Yeah?” she asked.

“Yeah. I mean, you’re married to a man that actually likes that you’re thinking about someone else while I’m inside you,” I said. Saying it out loud - and thinking it - caused a stirring between my legs and suddenly I was half hard. “Actually, it’s probably accurate to say that there are times when I love that you think about him while we’re together. Maybe that wouldn’t be the case if this was going to be a really long term thing, but there’s something so hot about the fact that you have a boyfriend, that you like him so much, that you have such good sex with him, and that you think about all of that while you’re having sex with me.”

“I love having sex with you,” she said with that same hint of worry in her eyes I’d seen before, like she was genuinely concerned I’d think she was pushing me aside in favor of Cal.

I laughed and kissed her. “I know you do, Piper. And I know you love me. And I know you will always love me. And I love you. I really do. I also love this admittedly crazy thing we’ve got going where you have a West Coast boyfriend and an East Coast husband.”

We sat on the park bench for a little while longer - talking about all sorts of subjects - and then got up and continued our stroll. We walked by the store downtown that sells lingerie and bikinis and Piper took my hand and led me inside.

We picked out a handful of lingerie sets for her to try on and then I waited outside the fitting area while she did so. I didn’t get to see any of them. Instead, ten minutes after entering the fitting room she emerged with something lacy in one hand and a smile on her face.

We bought the lacy thing and on the way out Piper kissed me on the cheek and thanked me for buying her something so beautiful. Before I could say anything she announced that she wanted ice cream, so we made our way to the local shop and both got a cone.

We sat outside - it was a warm and sunny day - and licked our ice cream cones until Piper’s phone dinged. She pulled it from her pocket and smiled.

“I sent Cal pictures of me in all the different lingerie sets,” she said. “I asked him which one he’d most want to fuck me in.”

Her voice was barely above a whisper - we were in public, after all - but I heard every word and again I got half hard. “Can I see the pictures?” I asked.

Piper shook her head. “Those pictures were just for Cal. He said he was thinking about me, but I wanted him to be obsessing over me.”

I was hard. Fully erect. I’d waited while Piper took lingerie pictures for her boyfriend. Pictures to entice him. Pictures that I wasn’t allowed to look at.

“This weekend, though, you’re the lucky one,” she said. “Because you get to see me in the lingerie that I bought. The pictures are just for Cal - and I look really, really good in all the lingerie I tried on - but you get to have me, Joel. I’m going to wear the lingerie I bought for you. I’m going to let you have your way with me in it.”

I was hard enough that it hurt. I wanted to go home right that minute. I wanted to toss my ice cream, take my wife home, and fuck her.

Piper’s phone buzzed. She looked down at it and smiled. She showed me the message: “I want you so badly, Piper. You look so beautiful, so sexy in that lingerie. I want to fuck you so badly. I can almost feel your pussy around my cock. I can see you in that lingerie. I can see you riding me. I can see the look on your face as my cock reaches those deep places inside you. I can hear you saying my name as you get close to cumming. I want you so badly.”

I was hard enough I thought my cock might tear through my pants. “Do you want him?” I asked.

“Yes,” she answered. “I want you too, though.” Piper leaned closer and smiled. “You like that I want him, don’t you? That I’m here with you but that I want my boyfriend, that I’d love to do what he described, to wear that lingerie for him, to take him inside me, to say his name as I get close to cumming on his big cock.”

I was so turned on I thought I might actually cum in my pants. I didn’t, thankfully, but I suspect a bit of over-the-pants stroking might have gotten me there.

I scooted my chair closer to hers and we kissed. Her lips and tongue were cold and sweet with remnants of her strawberry-flavored ice cream. We probably shouldn’t have been kissing like that in public, but I didn’t give a damn.

“Yes, I like everything you mentioned,” I said.

She smiled. “He’s jealous that I’m here with you. Jealous that I’m with my husband, that another man is going to spend the weekend fucking me and satisfying me.”

“Jealous in a good way?”

Piper nodded. “I think so, yeah. I think he’s probably a little worried that me going away for a weekend is going to ruin the magic of what we have together, but other than that I think he’s just jealous in the way any man would get if he knew his girlfriend was sleeping with someone else for a few days.”

She seemed delighted. “Do you like that he’s jealous?”

Piper nodded. “I do.”

“Because it means that he likes you? That he cares about you?”

She nodded again. We kissed again, this time a little longer.

“Can we go home?” I asked.

“After we finish our ice cream.”

We finished our ice creams and then we strolled to our car. Piper made sure we strolled slowly, too. I think she was teasing me. She was, apparently, into teasing, because she was doing the same thing to Cal. It was hot, though. I was turned on the entire time. Bursting with desire.

We got home and she told me to wait in the living room while she changed in the bedroom. She took her time. Fifteen minutes passed before I heard anything, and what I heard was her phone ringing.

“Hey, baby,” she said.

I got up off the couch. I hurried towards the bedroom.

“Yeah? You miss me?”

She was talking to Cal. He’d called her, though it was possible she’d texted him to do so.

“I miss you too,” Piper said. “What am I doing right now? Well, actually, I just changed into the black lingerie set I sent you a picture of. It looks even better with a pair of stockings and heels. I really think you’d like it.”

I poked my head into the bedroom and saw Piper on her back in the bed. She was in a bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, and high heels. She looked astonishingly sexy. She had her phone up to her ear. She looked at me, smiled, and beckoned me into the room.

“Yes, you’ll get to see me in it,” she said. “I promise. The first day I’m back I’ll wear it for you.”

As I approached the bed, Piper put up a hand to stop me and pointed to my clothes and then at the bedroom floor. I stripped at her instruction and then she smiled and pointed between her legs. It was so fucking sexy. I happily moved between her legs and ran my hands over the stockings, which felt impossibly soft.

“You can take me out to dinner on Tuesday. We’ll have cocktails. We’ll go back to your place. We’ll have a glass of wine out on the balcony. We’ll fool around a little. I’ll get you nice and turned on and then I’ll get up and go to your bedroom so I can change. You’ll sit on the couch and wait for me to emerge in this naughty, sexy little lingerie set.”

I crawled a little closer and kissed Piper’s pussy through her panties. She looked down at me and smiled. I kissed her again, this time applying greater pressure. A look of pleasure crossed her face.

“I’ll come out of the bedroom in this lingerie set I’m wearing right now. I’ll saunter towards you in these heels. I’ll do a little dance for you, Cal. A naughty little dance like I’m your personal stripper. I’ll get close, but I won’t let you touch me until I say so. I won’t let you touch yourself, either. You’ll just have to watch me dance for you.”

My cock was hard as a rock as I listened to my wife entice and arouse her boyfriend with the promise of a performance unlike any she’d ever put on for me.

“Then, when you’re really turned on, I’ll sit in your lap. I’ll grind my ass into your crotch, Cal. I’ll get you nice and hard while I let you touch me. You can play with my perky tits in this sexy little bra. You can rub my pussy through these sexy little panties. You can caress my legs in these soft, perfect stockings.”

It dawned on me that Piper had two men utterly enthralled with her in that same moment. Cal was 3,000 miles away, but I was certain he was just as intoxicated with my wife as I was. It seemed that the erotic captivation of two men had lured Piper into a state of sexual bliss, so much so that she wore a look of intense arousal while her pussy juices began to soak through the lace panties as I continued my gentle kisses.

“Am I wet? I am, Cal. I’m wet thinking about giving you a naughty lap dance. I’m wet thinking about how hard you’ll be for me, how hard you are for me right now.”

She smiled, presumably as Cal declared his desire for her.

“Once you’re hard for me, once your hands have roamed all over my body, I’ll stand up and turned around, Cal. I’ll look at that beautiful bulge in your pants and I’ll get on my knees for you. I’ll take off your pants. I’ll pull off your underwear. I’ll free your big cock and take it in my hand.”

I nearly let out a load moan. I kept quiet - I wasn’t sure if Cal knew I was there listening to Piper’s side of their conversation and I didn’t want to spoil anything for her - and Piper reached down to pull aside her panties. I plunged my tongue inside her and then gently licked her clit as I watched the pleasure dance over her face.

“Yes, Cal, I’ll suck your cock. You know I will. You know I can’t resist. You know I love having you in my mouth. I love making you feel good. I love sucking your cock and seeing the pleasure on your face. I love making you moan. I love how hard you get, how the head of your dick swells up when I suck on it, how you drip sweet precum into my mouth.”

Holy shit. I mean, holy shit. What a thing to hear your wife go into such detail about why she loves giving her boyfriend head. Holy fucking shit. At that point I seriously could have humped the bed and spilled my load. I was just so fucking turned on.

“No, I won’t make you cum in my mouth. I do like swallowing for you, but I’ll need you inside me that night, Cal. I’ll be desperate for it. I’ll be so wet for you. So wet that my panties will be utterly soaked.”

She moaned and grasped one of her breasts, squeezing it harder than I expected and unleashing yet another moan as I increased the pressure and pace of my tongue against her clit.

“I’ll get up and walk to the bedroom. You’ll follow - we both know you won’t be able to resist - and then you can have me, Cal. I’ll get on my back. I’ll beg you to fuck me. I’ll tell you how wet I am for you, how desperately I need you inside me, how much I missed having your cock so deep in my pussy.”

I very nearly moaned again, this time suppressing it by pressing my tongue deep into her pussy and rubbing her clit with my lip.

“Then you’ll fuck me, Cal. You’ll fuck me hard. You’ll fuck me hard and I’ll be so desperate for your cock that I’ll cum so quickly. I’ll scream your name. I’ll moan loudly. I’ll cum all over your cock while wearing this naughty lingerie set. I’ll cum while you’re so deep in my wet, tight, married pussy.”

I heard Cal for the first time. He groaned. I imagined he was just as turned on as I was.

“I’ll want to make you cum, baby, so I’ll let you have me any way you want me after I’ve cum. How do you want me? How do you want to fuck me in this sexy little lingerie set?”

She smiled and I sucked on her clit.

“Yes, of course you can fuck me doggystyle. I’ll get on my hands and knees for you. I’ll look back at you and tell you to fuck me, to take my pussy, to take it and use it for your pleasure. Then you’ll fuck me hard, Cal. You’ll fuck my tight little cunt hard and deep like you always do. You’ll fuck me hard and deep and I’ll beg you to cum inside me, to cum deep in my married pussy!”

I heard him moan again. Piper reached down and grabbed a handful of my hair, silently urging me to lick her clit. I did so and not long after she came.

“Cum inside me, Cal! Cum in my married pussy!”

He came. He must have. He was groaning loud enough for me to hear it and Piper had this beautiful smile on her face. I’m sure her pleasure was part of that smile, but I also know that Cal’s pleasure was too.

“Did you enjoy that?” she asked. “Good. I did too, though I’m going to enjoy it even more when it happens on Tuesday night.”

She looked down at me and smiled before running her fingers through my hair.

“Okay. I’ll talk to you later. Bye, baby.”

She hung up. She didn’t say a word. She just beckoned me forward and a few moments later I was inside her as we kissed. I don’t think I made it more than fifteen strokes before cumming inside me wife. I’m pretty sure it was one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had.

I stayed inside her until I went soft. I must have told her I loved her a dozen times before I pulled out.

It was a great weekend. Truly. Great in every way. She’s on her way back to San Francisco now. Tomorrow night she’ll be in Cal’s bed. Hopefully she’ll have a story to tell me on Wednesday, though I suppose I already know the details of that story.

Still, I can’t wait to hear all about it. I’m sure I’ll have more to share with you at some point, too. I’ll write again soon.
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I smiled. It was always nice to hear Piper’s voice.

“Hey,” I replied.

It was Saturday morning. A little after 8 a.m. for her and three hours later for me. I was sitting on our front porch with a cup of coffee in my hand and a book - yes, a real live book - resting in my lap.

“It’s good to hear your voice,” I added. “Really good.”

“Yeah?”

I heard the sounds of the city. They were loud enough that I surmised she was strolling through San Francisco.

“Yeah. Are you out right now?”

“I am. I just left Cal’s apartment, actually. I’m on my way to grab coffee and a quick breakfast for us. He volunteered to go, but I told him I was going to give you a call so I’d do it.”

It had become commonplace for Piper to spend the night at Cal’s, but that didn’t stop it from bringing my cock to life. A neighbor walked by at that moment and I raised my hand to wave. They did the same and I smiled, though not because I was so overjoyed to see them. No, I smiled because I was talking to my wife as she was running out to get her and her boyfriend coffee and breakfast and I was sitting there in a lovely suburban New Hampshire town and waving to a neighbor. The whole thing struck me as utterly amusing and more than a little absurd, though in the best way possible.

“You spent the night?” I asked.

“I did,” she said a moment before the blast of a horn - it was low like a truck’s horn - filled my ears. “Sorry about that. It’s noisier than I expected out here. I’m just about off this insanely busy street, though.”

“Was it a good night?”

“It was. It always is, though. You know, I was thinking last night that Cal and I have never had a fight. I came to the conclusion that it’s a lot easier to not fight when you’re not really thinking about a long term future with someone. We’re dating, yeah, and we do more than just have sex together - we’re not just fuck buddies, I mean - but we don’t fight because anything that’s a little bit annoying can just be brushed off because it’s not going to be a permanent thing in our lives.”

I was oddly pleased to know that there were some things about Cal that annoyed Piper. I wasn’t going to ask what they were - I didn’t really need to know - but I was a little bit delighted at knowing that it wasn’t a perfect relationship.

“What did you do last night?” I asked.

“Believe it or not, we went miniature golfing,” Piper said with obvious joy in her voice. “It’s been so long since I’ve done something like that and it was so much fun. We went to this place that has a mini golf course - complete with the windmills and all the other big silly obstacles - and there was an arcade, too, so after the golfing we played some arcade games, skee-ball, whack-a-mole…even air hockey.”

It remains true that I feel the most significant insecurity when Piper does real boyfriend/girlfriend stuff with Cal. I think of them laughing as they play air hockey, or him stepping behind her to help line up a putt - a class mini golf move for a man - or them competing at some silly arcade game and having an uproariously good time and it fills me with that potent mixture of jealousy and insecurity and arousal that must be exclusive to men who get off on their wives sleeping with other men.

It wouldn’t be worth it if it was pure jealousy and anxiety. That’s bad and only a true masochist would be into that. It’s the arousal that comes right alongside those other things that makes it irresistible. Plus, there’s the fact that I don’t feel any angst when Piper tells me about the sex she and Cal have. That’s pure arousal for me. Arousal that is unlike any other I’ve ever experienced. I mean, it’s not even close. Sometimes I think about how fucked up that is - or how fucked up someone else might think it is, really - but ultimately I don’t give a damn. It’s just too hot to resist.

“That sounds kind of amazing,” I said while partially consumed by the angst. “Like…well, like an honest to goodness date. Like the stuff a real couple would do.”

“It was. It really was.”

There was a dreamy quality to her voice, like she was rapidly reliving memories from the date and how good she felt while on it. Again there was a rush of anxiety and jealousy and arousal. It started to feel a little strange to be sitting on the front porch of our house while getting turned on, and yet there was something about it - about being ensconced in the normalcy of our life while listening to Piper tell me about her date with her boyfriend - that deepened the arousal, making it impossible to get up.

“Was there kissing on the mini golf course?” I asked.

“There was,” she replied. “Lots of kissing. Making out, you might even say. It feels like that’s the thing you’re supposed to do when you go mini golfing as a couple, right?”

“Absolutely.”

“I like that I can feel him get hard when we kiss, even in public. That he finds me so irresistible that he’ll get stiff with just a little bit of kissing and touching. I like the way he looks at me once he feels that desire, too. There was a little cave you walk through on one of the holes and Cal grabbed me, pulled me close, and kissed me with such desire that I thought he might turn me around, bend me over, pull up my skirt, and fuck me right then and there.”

Piper had sent a picture of her outfit before she left for the date. She’d paired a pleated skirt with a loose, off-the-shoulder sweater and there was no bra strap on the exposed shoulder. I asked and she informed me that she’d gone without a bra, a notion I found remarkably thrilling.

“He didn’t fuck me,” she continued, “though he did play with my tits in that little cave, which made me wish he’d fucked me.”

“Yeah? It turned you on to get felt up on the mini golf course?”

“It really did. It’s probably kind of stupid, but I just loved that my boyfriend’s hand was up my sweater in public. There was something exciting about it.”

I found it exciting, too. I loved that Piper was willing to let Cal play with her tits in public. I loved that she’d worn a sweater without a bra. I loved that she’d worn a skirt. I loved that she’d worn a pair of heels with the outfit simply because she wanted to look hotter for her boyfriend. I fucking loved all of it and had masturbated to the picture and the idea that they were on a date, though I hadn’t known they were mini golfing. I also hadn’t cum, choosing instead to tease myself a little.

Also, can you imagine how much Cal must have enjoyed that? He puts a hand up her sweater and he finds Piper’s bare breast? He knows immediately that she went braless because she wanted to turn him on (or at least he suspects that). Plus, he’s feeling her utterly perfect breast and he’s doing it in public. I mean, fuck, how incredibly hot is that?

“I beat him at skee-ball,” she added. “He beat me at air hockey. The whole thing was really, really fun, though.”

The jealousy reared up again. It sounded like Cal had managed to plan a damn near perfect date for him and Piper and I’d been out to dinner with friends while it had all unfolded. Then the arousal returned as I thought about him feeling her up and making out with her while they were mini golfing.

“Did you go back to his place after?”

“We did,” she said. “We had lots of fun there, too, but I really can’t tell you about that while in public. We had more fun this morning, too. Fun that’s left something of a mess in my panties as I walk to get us breakfast.”

I adjusted the book so it covered my crotch. There wasn’t much of a risk of someone seeing the bulge in my jeans from the sidewalk, but it wasn’t worth the risk.

“Can we talk later?” I asked.

“Of course we can,” she said. “Hold on a second. I have to order.”

I listened as my wife ordered breakfast for her and her boyfriend. The order itself was unremarkable - two breakfast sandwiches, one with bacon and one without - and two coffees. It was the mere fact that she was ordering breakfast for her and Cal that I found thrilling, though. I wasn’t talking to a friend. I was talking to my wife as she ordered breakfast for her and the man she was dating while she worked in San Francisco. I mean, it was so fucking hot and wild an angsty and all the good (and some bad) cuckold stuff.

“I have to say,” Piper began after finishing her order, “I’m a little jealous of you. I know I just went to dinner with our friends a week ago when I was back there, but I saw that picture of everyone and I did get jealous.”

I heard just a hint of wistfulness in her voice and it made me believe every word she’d just said. I liked that she missed home, she missed our friends, she missed our life together. I missed her, too. Having her in our bed last weekend was amazing. Being with her again was amazing. Being cuckolded was amazing, too, but I knew I’d be happy when our normal life resumed again upon her return.

“Dinner was great. Dave and Sarah really know how to host and they’re both really good cooks, as you know.”

It wasn’t always a weekly occurrence, but our group of friends did get together fairly often for dinners. Usually someone hosted at their house and we either all brought dishes or the hosts decided they’d be doing all the cooking. It was always a good time, though, mostly because few things in life are better than eating and drinking with your friends.

“If I’m being honest, I like that you miss home even though you were just here a week ago. I mean, I like that you have a boyfriend and that you went on a great date with your boyfriend and had great sex with him last night and this morning - I really like that - but I also like that you’re looking forward to coming home.”

“I am,” she said. “Though I’m also looking forward to spending the day with my boyfriend.”

“Are you spending the day together?”

“Yeah. That’s the plan. I don’t know what we’re doing, but we’re doing it together.”

That was exciting to me. Really exciting.

“Hey, so, I had a question,” she said. “Do you think you’d be interested in listening?”

I had an idea of what she was asking about, but I asked, “Listening to what?”

Her voice was quiet as she clarified, “Listening to your wife get fucked by her boyfriend.”

Yeah, that’s what I thought she was asking about. The instant surge of excitement that worked its way through my body was an immediate and clear answer to her question. “Yes, very much so.”

“I asked Cal if he’d be okay with me recording the sound - and just the sound - of us having sex so that I could send it to you. He said he’d be on board for that.” She paused for a second and added, “Actually, I think he’s really excited about it. He didn’t say it, but I could see it in his face and I’m pretty sure that he really likes the idea of you listening as he fucks me. You know, from the start he’s really liked that I’m married, that he’s fucking another man’s wife and that he’s fucking her exceptionally well.”

Though I can’t explain it, I loved that Cal took pleasure in the fact that Piper was married and that he was satisfying her to a great extent while I was all the way across the country. I guess that speaks to me enjoying the typical cuckold-bull dynamic, but the why of it doesn’t really matter because it’s just really fucking hot.

“So, you’d like it if I recorded us having sex?”

“I’d love that,” I answered.

“Good. I’ll try and do that today, then. I might fuck it up, so no guarantees, but I’ll do my best.”

“That would amazing, Piper. Like, literally the most amazing gift.”

“I was hoping you’d say that.”

I heard someone call out her name. The food was ready.

“Hold on a second,” she said.

Piper picked up the food and not long after I heard the sounds of the city once more.

“So, tell me about dinner last night. Catch me up while I walk back to Cal’s apartment.”

I did as my wife desired. A few friends she hadn’t seen the week before had showed up to our dinner so I caught her up on the goings on in their lives. I told her of a friend’s promotion. I told her of the new patio Dave and Sarah had added to their house and how beautiful it was. It was all very domestic and normal and the notion that I was doing it while she was walking back to her boyfriend’s apartment was just incredible to me, and relentlessly arousing.

“Okay, I’m here,” she said. “I’ll text you later today and with any luck you’ll have some very naughty audio to listen to by the end of the day.”

“Okay. I love you, Piper.”

“I love you too, Joel.”

She hung up and I set my phone down, smiled, and imagined my wife bringing her boyfriend breakfast. I imagined them eating it out on his balcony and talking about what they were going to do that day like any other couple would.

Then I imagined them having sex at some point. Sex that Piper would record. Sex that I would listen to. That’s when I realized that I had a rather stiff erection. Throbbing, even. I wasn’t sure how long I’d been that hard - though I suspect it got that way the moment she mentioned recording their sex - but it was awfully exciting to get so turned on at the mere thought of listening to Piper and Cal fuck.

The rest of my day was fairly lazy, though in the best way possible. I read more of my book. I invited another neighbor up to the porch for a chat a little after noon. We shared a coffee and talked about his wife’s burgeoning business. Then, inspired by Piper’s mini golf date, I dragged my clubs out of the garage and went to the driving range for the first time since last summer. It proved far more entertaining than I thought it would be, though that was probably in part because I was imagining another man’s hand up my wife’s sweater as I wielded my clubs with my below average skill level.

I treated myself to a home-cooked steak with roasted potatoes and a mushroom and red wine sauce and watched a movie. I’d gotten an invite to join some friends for a move in the theater, but I was so caught up thinking about Piper sending that recording of her and Cal fucking that I passed as I knew I’d be distracted.

It was just before midnight when the recording came in. “I hope you enjoy this,” was all Piper texted before sending the audio file.

“I’m sure I will,” I replied. “Are we talking tonight?”

“No. I’m spending the night at Cal’s again. We’re going out for a drink with his friends in a few minutes. I’m not available. Sorry.”

“No problem,” I texted. “And thanks for the recording.”

“You’re welcome. Do me a favor, will you? Don’t cum until Cal and I cum together.”

Holy shit. How hot. “Of course. I’ll hold off until then.”

“Enjoy the show.”

I was already in bed, so all I had to do was strip off my underwear and take my dick in my hand. I popped in my AirPods, let my finger hover over the screen for a few seconds, and then tapped the file to begin the aural show my wife had prepared for me.

“Hey honey,” Piper said in a soft whisper. “I’m in Cal’s bedroom. I just changed into some lingerie for him. I hope the quality of the recording sounds good.”

It did.

“And I hope you enjoy this.”

I heard a door opening. I heard the click of heels on a hard floor.

“Oh, fuck, Piper,” Cal said. “You look incredible.”

More clicking of heels on the floor. Then the distinct sound of her phone being set on what I assumed was a coffee table.

“Yeah? Do you like it?”

Cal must have been nodding as I didn’t hear him say anything.

“I bought it just for you.”

“Joel hasn’t seen it?”

“Not even in a picture. I wanted to wear something just for you.”

More of the heels clicking on the floor. I imagined Piper showing off her body in the lingerie set. I assumed it was true that I’d never seen it before and I was immensely aroused by that fact.

“You look so fucking good,” Cal said.

“Yeah? Are you going to fuck me in this lingerie set, baby? Are you gonna fuck me hard in this sexy little lingerie set?”

There was a quality to her voice I wasn’t sure I’d ever heard. Aggressively seductive, I’d call it. I imagined it was the kind of thing Cal loved, though it also seemed fair to assume that Piper found some pleasure in talking like that. I know I loved that she seemed to have reserved that vocal style for her boyfriend.

“Fuck…absolutely I’m going to fuck you hard in that lingerie, Piper. I love that I’m going to be the first man to fuck you in it, too.”

Piper moaned and it sounded genuine, like she was turned on by that too. “Maybe you should be the only man to enjoy my body in this lingerie. Maybe it should be just for you, Cal. Maybe Joel shouldn’t ever get to see me or touch me in this lingerie, let alone fuck me in it.”

The couch groaned. There was kissing. Piper must have been astride her boyfriend. I imagined him dressed and her in the lingerie and sitting in his lap while his hands moved all over her.

“You’re so hard for me,” she said.

“You’re fucking irresistible. I got hard the moment you walked out of the bedroom.”

More kissing. The sound of Piper grinding in his lap, at least I think that’s what it was. The sound of them both moaning. I stroked slowly as I listened to them make out for what must have been a couple minutes. He told her how sexy she was. She told him how turned on she was, how wet her pussy was.

Then she said, “I want to suck your cock.”

I released my dick immediately as I very nearly came. I didn’t want to break my promise to Piper, but I also didn’t want to cum so damn quickly. I wanted to enjoy the audio show she’d created for me.

I heard a belt being loosened and a zipper being lowered. There was a bit of fumbling - stripping is always somewhat inelegant in real life, unlike in the movies - but eventually I heard the distinct sound of Piper kissing as Cal moaned. It was his cock she was kissing. It had to have been.

Then a deep moan from Cal, followed by, “Oh, fuck, Piper.”

She moaned. It was an obstructed moan, though. Obstructed by the cock in her mouth. Her boyfriend’s cock. I was listening to my wife give a blowjob. I was listening to Piper suck her boyfriend’s cock. Holy shit. Holy fucking shit.

The longer it went on, the hotter it got. It got wetter and louder. She seemed to involve her hand, too, as I heard the distinct sounds of stroking alongside the sucking. Cal did a whole lot of moaning, too, as you’d expect. The man was getting his dick sucked by a beautiful woman in lingerie, so of course he was moaning.

“I love sucking your cock,” she said.

I mean, fuck. I honestly cannot describe how hot it was to hear my wife say that to another man. Even if she was putting on a show for me, it was still so fucking hot. I had to stop stroking again or I would have cum instantly.

“I love how you taste,” she said before kissing his shaft. “I love how big your dick is. I love how plump and thick the head is. I love how your precum tastes.”

“Fuck, Piper, you’re incredible. I swear to god, you’re the most incredible woman I’ve ever met.”

She had him fully in her thrall. She had me, too. She was waxing rhapsodic about another man’s dick and I was completely lost in the pleasure of it.

Cal groaned loudly. “Oh, fuck.”

Then I heard Piper fight off a gag. She was deepthroating him. Or trying to. She was putting on a show. She was a woman in lust with her boyfriend and doing everything she could to make him feel good because that made her feel good. It was fucking hot on every level.

“I need you inside me,” she said.

More movement. The groan of the couch. Both of them moaning. They weren’t going to the bedroom. They were going to fuck right there in the living room.

“Oh, fuck,” Piper said. “Cal…baby…your cock feels so good inside me.”

“You’re so wet,” he replied. “Piper, you’re so fucking wet.”

They kissed. They did so deeply. I heard the sounds of sex. I heard the sound of my wife having unprotected sex with her boyfriend. It was, without question, the hottest thing I’d ever heard. It didn’t seem possible that anything could ever be hotter.

“I love having you inside me,” Piper said before moaning. “I love having your big cock so deep in my pussy.”

A spank. A loud spank. A moan. Another spank. Another moan. I was getting a window into the sex they had. Into Cal’s desire to give her ass a good spank - a desire I never really had - and apparently into Piper’s enjoyment of that, at least if the quality of her moan was evidence of the pleasure she felt.

“Fuck, Cal, baby, spank my ass,” she said. It was real. It was fucking real. She liked it. It was something only he did, something that she liked. Something that he liked. Something my wife was more than happy to get on board with. Holy shit. I was so fucking hard. I was so fucking turned on.

“Yeah? You like it when I spank your ass while my big dick is deep in your tight little cunt?” he asked.

Cal liked dirty talk. That was one thing we shared in common. I also happened to thoroughly enjoy the dirty talk he was offering up in that moment, which was very good for me.

“I love it when you spank my ass,” Piper replied. More kissing. Deep kissing. “I love it when your dick is so fucking deep in my tight little cunt. In my tight, wet, married cunt.”

Cal groaned. Loudly. Loudly enough that I thought he might have been cumming inside her.

“You like that, don’t you?” she asked. “You like that your dick is buried deep inside my married cunt right now, don’t you?”

“Yes!”

“You like that you get to cum inside my married cunt, don’t you?”

She was pushing him towards his orgasm. She was doing the same for me, too, and based on her panting and moaning between words, Piper was well on her way to a climax.

“You like that my husband is going to listen as you fuck his wife, that he’s going to hear me beg you to cum inside me, to flood my married cunt with your load.”

“Piper, I’m close,” Cal said.

So was I.

“Me too,” she replied. “So cum in me, Cal. Cum in my married cunt. Pump your load deep inside me.”

She rode him hard and fast. He smacked her ass. They kissed. They moaned. They barreled towards their climaxes just like I did, though it really took only a handful of gentle strokes to get me right to the edge of an orgasm.

“Cum inside me!” Piper cried out. “Cal, baby, cum in my pussy!”

They came together. It sounded so beautiful. All the desire building up to that one moment where they shared that especially intense pleasure that’s only available to couples.

I came too. I mean, of course I came. I closed my eyes and imagined Piper dressed in lingerie and riding her boyfriend’s cock. I imagined the look of orgasmic pleasure on her face. I imagined that same look on his face. I imagined his cock spurting inside her, unleashing a flow of semen that would rest inside her. I came so fucking hard while all of that danced through my head and it was pure, perfect bliss.

The moment it happened I knew it was far from the last time I’d cum to that audio file. I knew it would happen over and over and over again. I knew it would happen months - maybe years - after Piper and Cal’s relationship had ended. I knew it would be something I’d treasure forever and I was instantly and overwhelmingly grateful that she’d recorded it.

I sent a quick text thanking her for it and then I cleaned up, collapsed into bed, and had a perfect night’s sleep.

I’ll write again soon and I’m sure I’ll have something fun to share with you.

Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 15 (Patreon)

Piper went to a wedding yesterday. It was at a hotel in Napa Valley. It was luxurious as hell (she sent pictures).

As you might imagine, she went to that wedding as Cal’s date. One of his friends was getting married. They’d both met Piper. In fact, they’d met her numerous times, including the weekend before the wedding when they all rented a house in Sonoma to have a bachelor/bachelorette weekend.

As you might also imagine, the knowledge that my wife was going to a wedding as another man’s date spurred a sense of jealousy. There’s just something about a wedding, you know? It’s more romantic. It’s the kind of thing you do when you’re genuinely serious about each other, at least normally. I was probably reading too much into it. At least that’s what I thought.

They went up to Napa on Friday and checked into the hotel. The room was probably fantastically expensive, but Piper said that Cal insisted on paying so she had no idea what it cost.

I got a call just a bit after they’d checked in.

“Hey,” I said with genuine excitement in my voice as I wasn’t entirely sure I’d be hearing from Piper at all over the weekend.

“I’m naked,” she replied. “I’m in the most comfortable bed I’ve ever been in. I’m looking out over a vineyard. My body is buzzing with pleasure and my boyfriend’s cum is leaking out of me.”

That’s a hell of a way for your wife to greet you on the phone and you won’t be surprised to learn that I felt an instant stirring between my legs. I coaxed that stirring into an erection with a bit of stroking over my jeans.

I felt a bit playful, too. “Is that any way to greet your husband?”

“For most women, no, but I’m pretty sure that’s the perfect way to greet my husband,” Piper replied.

I moaned a little. “You’re right about that.”

“Am I also right that you’d love nothing more than to be here right now? To have listened to Cal fuck me? To be able to walk into the room, crawl into the bed, and slide into my pussy right now?”

She was in rare form and it had me throbbing. “Yes, I’d fucking love that. Nothing would feel better right now than sliding into your cum-filled pussy.”

I unzipped my pants. I freed my cock. I stroked it slowly and holy shit did it feel good as I thought about filling my wife so soon after another man had cum inside her.

“Cal fucked me so good, baby,” she said. “I was looking out the window at the vineyard view - which is utterly breathtaking, by the way - and he came up behind me, put his arms around me, and told me he was so happy to be there - to be at the wedding - with me.”

It sounded romantic and seductive. I was jealous and turned on.

“I felt so good in that moment. So perfect, really. I turned my head and we kissed. I felt his cock get hard and press into my ass. I hadn’t planned on getting fucked until after the rehearsal dinner, but I knew the moment his lips met mine that I wanted him.”

I stroked a little faster and moaned again, this time while thinking of my wife kissing another man in a beautiful hotel room overlooking a vineyard.

“I’m not sure why, but I felt an urge to be fucked. To be fucked hard, in fact,” she continued. “I told Cal so as we undressed each other.”

“You told him to fuck you hard?” I asked with obvious lust in my voice.

“I did, baby. I told my boyfriend that I needed him to fuck me hard, that I needed him to pound me, that I needed him to make me feel good with his big cock.”

I was hard as a rock and hearing that was so fucking hot. I mean, so fucking hot.

“Once we were naked he picked me up - which I love when he does - and put me in the bed. He got on top and he was inside me a moment later. He filled me with a long, slow, deep thrust and I wrapped my legs around him. We kissed and he played with my tits and then I told him to fuck me hard and he gave me what I needed, baby.”

“Did he make you cum?” I asked.

“He did. My boyfriend made me cum so hard.”

I was in a particular kind of mood at that moment. A mood where some of the deeper cuckold desires seemed to bubble up to the surface. “Did his big dick feel good inside you? Did it feel good when it went so deep inside you?”

She moaned and I could hear her masturbating. “It did. It felt so good when he pounded so deep into my pussy, baby.”

“When he fucked you deeper than I fuck you?” I asked. Even uttering the words felt exciting. It was such a strange and sexy thing to be able to say something that would turn me on so much. I know it’s kind of odd to get off on the idea that my wife’s boyfriend has a bigger cock than I do and that he might be able to fuck her better with that bigger cock, but hot damn did it feel good to think about it and to ask the question.

Again Piper moaned. It was loud, too. I’m not sure if it was for my benefit or if it was a pure expression of her pleasure, but it was fucking hot. “Yes, it felt so good when he fucked me deeper than you do, baby. Cal’s cock reaches places inside me that yours has never gone and it feels so fucking good.”

“Piper, I’m close,” I said.

“Then cum for me,” she replied. “Cum for me, baby. Cum while you think about my boyfriend fucking me hard and deep with his big cock. Cum for me while you think about him fucking me so good, fucking me deeper than you can.”

“I’m cumming!”

I came fucking hard. Really fucking hard. It was enthralling. My body shook. I closed my eyes and lightly stroked the head of my cock to keep the pleasure going and it was incredible. After the initial high of the orgasm I heard Piper cumming too and I took more than a little delight in the fact that she was able to climax alongside me.

“That was incredible,” I said. “You’re amazing, Piper. I love you so much.”

“Thank you,” she replied. “And it was my pleasure, literally, as I just had a great orgasm too. I promised Cal I’d join him in the shower, though, so I’m going to go now. I’m not sure when we’ll talk again, but I’ll be sure to text. I love you, Joel.”

“I love you too, Piper,” I said.

She hung up and I smiled and cleaned up my mess. I’ll confess that I felt a touch of loneliness, though, as I thought of Piper getting in the shower with Cal while I was alone. It was fleeting, but it did make me yearn for when Piper returns home a month from now.

She didn’t call again that day, but I did receive a handful of texts. She sent a picture of her in the lovely dark red dress she wore to the rehearsal dinner. She also sent a picture of her in the hotel bathroom in a lingerie set. That one included a caption that read, “Do you like the lingerie my boyfriend is about to fuck me in?”

I loved the lingerie and I told her so. I loved it so much that I put on the audio file of her and Cal fucking and I stared at the picture of my wife in that lingerie while imagining her getting pounded in that very moment. I had my second orgasm of the day and it was damn near as satisfying as the first.

Piper texted throughout the day on Saturday. She told me about the morning sex she and Cal had. She sent a few pictures from around the hotel grounds along with a message that she and I would have to come back to the hotel some day because it was just so beautiful, which got me thinking about how hot it would be to go to the same hotel where my wife and her boyfriend had spent a weekend having sex.

She sent a picture of her dress for the wedding, which was elegant and beautiful. She’d put a ton of effort into her hair and makeup, too, and she looked genuinely breathtaking and I’d imagine even better in person, which again made me feel insanely jealous of Cal.

I didn’t hear from Piper again until the next morning when she called.

“Hey, babe. How was the wedding?” I asked.

“Perfect,” she said. “It was utterly perfect. Cal got us a late checkout, too, so we’re sticking around for a few more hours. I don’t have tons of time to talk, but I wanted to hear your voice.”

There was something different about her. I couldn’t quite tell what, but something a little different. Not in a bad way, though.

“You looked incredible last night,” I said. “In the pictures you sent, I mean. I couldn’t help but feel a little jealous.”

“I have to say, I like that you were a little jealous. I don’t know why, but I find that really appealing. I like knowing that you’re thinking about me when I’m with Cal, that you’re jealous, that part of you wishes you were here with me instead of me and that part of you loves that I’m here with my boyfriend.”

I loved all of that too. It’s one of the unique aspects of being a cuckold.

“The wedding was so beautiful, Joel. I’m sure it cost an arm and a leg to have it here, but it was the most beautiful wedding I’ve ever been to. The hotel made everything perfect. The beauty of it all made the whole night feel so overwhelmingly romantic.”

There was a dreamy quality to her voice. That’s what seemed different about her. It was like she existed in a slightly different reality as we talked, though in a good way, like she was in the kind of reality that the rest of us would have given anything to exist in.

“I have to say, you’re making me a little more jealous,” I said.

“You don’t mind that, do you?”

“No. I kind of like feeling jealous when it comes to you and Cal.”

“That’s good, baby. That’s really good.”

I could tell she had something else to say. Something she was worried I wasn’t going to like.

“The band played a lot of slow songs. The bride and groom must have asked for that. I think they wanted the night to feel romantic. I mean, they must have, because that’s how it felt. I think they’re among the first of their friends to get married but almost everyone is coupled up and it was like they were trying to convince everyone else that getting married was the right choice.”

I felt like something was coming. I couldn’t tell what, but for some reason I was excited in the way that makes your heart pound a little. “Did you and Cal dance to the slow songs?”

Piper paused for a moment before saying, “We did. It was so nice to be close to him. To be close like that. To be able to just be in his arms and move to the beautiful music - the band’s lead singer was incredible - and to feel so connected to him.”

I was jealous and a little bit turned on. Or more than a little bit, really.

“And it was during one of those songs that Cal…”

She drifted off. She had something to say. Something important. Something that she was a little worried about saying. I could hear it in the tone of her voice. I didn’t say a word. I gave Piper the space to get to where she needed to go.

“It was during one of those songs that Cal told me he was in love with me.”

I should have seen it coming, but I didn’t. I was completely caught off guard. I don’t know why. My wife had been dating another man for three months and it was a really good relationship. Of course I should have seen it coming.

I felt jealous. Insecure. Angsty. Nervous. Excited. Aroused. All of that and more. I felt so many things I couldn’t begin to catalog them all.

“What…what did you say when he told you that?”

She took a deep breath and paused. Each second that ticked by felt impossibly long. I knew the answer, though.

“I told him that I felt the same way,” Piper replied.

I felt lightheaded. My heart was pounding way harder than I imagined possible.

“I’m in love with two men, Joel,” she said.

That calmed me down. Immediately, too. I let out the breath I didn’t know I’d been holding. I ran my fingers through my hair.

“I love you madly, Joel, and I always will,” she said. “But I’m also in love with Cal, and he’s in love with me.”

I should have expected it to happen - especially after Piper had described the sex between them as making love on several occasions - but in the moment it felt like she’d dropped a bomb. Not necessarily the kind that’s terrible and destructive, though.

For a short while I tried to sort through my feelings. There were too many to do so effectively, though. Instead, I pulled back for a big picture look at what I was experiencing in that moment. There was definitely angst and worry that I’d lose my wife. There was definitely jealousy. There was also a considerable level of arousal. Like, genuine arousal.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yeah, sorry, I was just processing.”

I took a deep breath and it sounded like Piper was holding hers.

“I’m feeling all kinds of stuff right now, but I’m not mad. I’m not hurt. I’ll admit that I’m a little worried that I might lose you.”

“You won’t,” she replied without hesitation. “You won’t, Joel. You’re my everything, and if you want I’ll leave here right now, come home, and never leave again. I really will. Cal is wonderful and I am in love with him, but being with him isn’t worth losing you.”

I laughed softly. “I believe you. I really do. You don’t need to leave Cal or San Francisco. Some part of me knew from the start that this was possible. Even likely. I mean, how could you have a relationship with someone without developing feelings for them?”

“That wouldn’t have been easy and it probably wouldn’t have been as much fun as it’s been.”

Falling in love is fun. Of course it is. In fact, it’s probably life’s greatest experience.

You know what else is pretty good, though? Being the cuckold to a hotwife that’s falling in love with her boyfriend. I say that because as the initial burst of angst cleared, I couldn’t help but feel an ever-increasing sense of excitement and arousal at the idea of my wife telling another man that she was in love with him.

“Did you have sex this morning?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied.

“And during or after, did you tell him you loved him?” I asked. It was, by the way, an arousing thing to say. Like, my dick literally grew a little as I uttered those words, which is both crazy and amazing.

“Both,” Piper answered. “The sex this morning was slow and passionate.”

“Lovemaking.”

“Yes. We made love and I told him I loved him while he was inside me. He told me the same. It’s that stage, you know, where it feels really, really good to say it to each other. Where it makes the sex better to declare your feelings, where it seems to enhance those feelings when you say it.”

Just like that, I was hard. My wife was telling me how much she enjoyed expressing her love to her boyfriend and I was hard.

“Are you okay?”

I realized I hadn’t said anything for a short spell, no doubt worrying Piper. “Yes, absolutely. Sorry, I got a little lost in my head. I was actually…I know this probably sounds crazy, but I was actually thinking about what it would feel like to be inside you while you told me that you were in love with Cal.”

Piper’s tone was slightly seductive as she asked, “Really? Do you think it would feel good? Would it be a turn on to hear your wife say that she was in love with her boyfriend while you were inside me?”

“Yes,” I answered. I was turned on enough in that moment that I was absolutely convinced it would be arousing to hear her say it while we had sex.

“It’s a shame you’re not here,” she said. “We could try it today. We could try it right now. We could see just how much of a cuckold you really are.”

Her nervousness was gone. She’d clearly decided to fully embody the role of a hotwife. We’d gone from having a serious conversation to indulging in my fetish. I was on board for it.

“Would it be okay if I was very much a cuckold?” I asked. “If I was the kind of cuckold that wanted to hear my wife say she was in love with another man while I fucked her?”

“Yes,” Piper replied softly. “Of course it would be, baby. I’d like very much to be married to that kind of cuckold because that means we both get to benefit from me falling in love with another man. We both get to enjoy it. It’s not just me being selfish. We both get to enjoy the many pleasures of me falling deeply in love with Cal.”

“I’m so turned on, Piper.”

“Then you should take your cock out, Joel,” she said. “You should masturbate.”

I unzipped and took my cock out. I stroked. I moaned. It felt spectacularly good.

“Can you…can you say it?” I asked. “Can you tell him…can you say it to him? Can you say it like you said it last night while you were dancing?”

“He’d told me he was in love with me. His hands were on my waist. I was looking up at him. My whole body was buzzing, Joel. I was giddy. I didn’t realize just how badly I wanted to hear those words from Cal. I didn’t realize just how significant my feelings were until he shared his. Then it all hit me. It flooded my body.”

I stroked faster.

“I caressed his face. I smiled. I said, ‘I’m in love with you too, Cal. I love you. I love you so much’.”

I closed my eyes.

“We kissed. We kissed deeply.”

My cock was so hard. Every stroke felt so good.

“He told me he loved me. I told him I loved him. ‘I love you, Cal’, I said. ‘I love you so much’.”

I came. I came so fucking hard. Right as she said it.

“Was that good?” Piper asked after my noisy climax.

“It really was,” I said. I felt a little insecure. Not because she was in love with someone else, but because I was turned on by it and now that the arousal was gone it felt weird to be turned on by it. “Are you…are you really okay with me being…with me being this kind of cuckold?”

“More than okay with it,” she replied. “I really am, Joel. You don’t know it because you’re not here, but I’m really wet right now. Turned on. Turned on because you’re this kind of cuckold. I would have masturbated, but instead I’m going to have sex with my boyfriend. I’ll be thinking of you, though. I’ll tell him I love him and I’ll be thinking of you. I promise.”

“I love you, Piper. I love you more than I could ever explain.”

“I know, and I feel the same way about you, Joel. And I can’t wait to see you again. I know I’ll be home soon, but I wouldn’t be against you visiting next weekend if you’re in the mood for it.”

“I’ll book a flight,” I said.

“Good. Now I’m going to go make love to my boyfriend and then we’re going to spend a few hours roaming this beautiful hotel and vineyard. I’ll call you again when I get home. Don’t cum again without me, though, as I’d really like to masturbate together.”

“I can’t wait,” I replied. “I love you, Piper.”

“I love you too, Joel.”

I set my phone down. I closed my eyes. I let the intensity of the phone call wash over me. I felt some of the same stuff. The angst. The excitement. The nervousness. A touch of arousal. I felt like a cuckold, really.

Now I can’t wait to go see her. The week is going to feel so fucking long. The prize at the end of it is going to be incredible, though, and that will be well worth the wait.
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“Can you get an Uber to my apartment?”

I got that text about an hour before I was due to land in San Francisco. Piper was supposed to pick me up, but it seemed that something had come up.

“Sure. Why?”

Thirty minutes passed before I heard back from her. “Sorry for the late reply,” she texted. “It’s awfully hard to text with your boyfriend’s cock in your mouth.”

It’s weird to get aroused on a plane, but that’s certainly what happened as I read her text.

“I’m also sorry for being a little selfish and for letting Cal be a little selfish. He knew you were coming in today and he texted to see if I’d let him come over. He wants to fuck me. He wants to cum in me right before you get here. He wants his cum inside me when I see you.”

I was nearly hard at that point.

“I can just finish the blowjob, though, and swallow for him if you’re not into his cum being inside me when you get here.”

It was hard to tell if Piper knew that I’d be into Cal’s cum being inside her when I walked into her apartment. Whether she knew or not didn’t really matter, though. She was offering me something I was absolutely into and I was not going to turn that down.

“No, let him cum inside you,” I texted. Isn’t that a crazy thing to be texting your wife? I mean, seriously fucking crazy. Really hot, though. Really, really hot.

“I was hoping you’d say that. I’ll see you soon. I love you. Though, right now, I’m so wet for my boyfriend and I’m having a hard time thinking about anything other than having him inside me. I’m going to make him take his time. I’m going to try and have him cum inside me as close to you getting here as possible.”

“I love you so much, Piper,” I replied. “Have fun.”

“I will.”

Obviously, I spent the rest of the flight thinking about my wife and her boyfriend fucking. I thought about Cal cumming inside her. I thought about having sex - sloppy seconds sex - with my wife. I thought about what it would feel like to slide into her cum-filled pussy. Hell, I even thought about her kissing Cal goodbye, telling him she loved him, and then welcoming me into her apartment to tell me that she loved me and that she wanted to fuck me. It was all quite wild and wonderful and it had me in a place of wild desire as the Uber pulled up to her apartment complex.

I half expected to see Cal walking out of her apartment. Hell, I half expected them to still be having sex when I knocked on the door. They weren’t, though. It was just Piper. My exquisitely beautiful wife.

She was dressed in a white satin robe with lace trim. It looked elegant and sexy and I could see her nipples poking through the thin material. She smiled, grabbed my hand, and pulled me hard into the apartment. We kissed as I ran my hands over the satin and moaned. I thought of Cal’s cock having been in her mouth. I thought about the fact that I might have been tasting him. It made my dick harder.

“You just missed Cal,” she said. “We finished no more than ten minutes ago.”

What a turn on. Another man had just cum in my wife and now I was holding her in my arms. My cock was hard for her. Hard to be where her boyfriend had just been.

“He wanted to be fucking me when you walked in,” she said with a smile. “He wanted you to listen as I told him to cum inside me.”

“Really?” I asked as an unexpected wave of excitement washed over me at the idea.

Piper studied my face for a moment and then rested her hand on my cheek. “Would that have turned you on?”

I nodded. “I think so, yeah.”

“Well, my mistake then. But, we have the whole weekend to correct that mistake, don’t we?”

I couldn’t have been more excited.

“For now, though, you need to fuck me,” she said. “Get your clothes off.”

I stripped right there in the entryway to her apartment and Piper took hold of my cock the moment I pulled my underwear down. She leaned in to kiss my neck and then I yanked my shirt off and tossed it over my shoulder.

“How would you feel about getting a blowjob in the same spot where I went down on Cal?”

“I would love that,” I said.

She took my hand and led me to the couch. I sat and she smiled and opened her robe. It fell to the floor, leaving her in a pair of white satin panties that matched the robe perfectly, including the delicate lace trim.

Piper fell to her knees and ran her hands up my thighs. She kissed them softly, looked up at me, and smiled as she said, “There’s a part of me that can’t believe that I’m about to suck my second cock in the past hour.” She kissed the tip of my dick, licked it a little, and then added, “There’s also a part of me that finds that so fucking hot. I think I like that part of me better.”

As Piper gave me the best blowjob of my life I thought that I liked that part of her better, too. I mean, it’s not every woman that would be on board with having sex with two men. It’s not every woman that would let two men cum inside her. It’s not every woman that would happily give head to two men in the span of an hour. My wife is that kind of woman, though, and she’s fucking incredible and I absolutely wouldn’t have it any other way.

The blowjob was so good that I was quickly on the verge of cumming. All the other stuff going through my head certainly made it more arousing, too. I just couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that Cal’s cum was inside her. I mean, holy shit. Another man’s cum was literally inside my wife as she was on her knees with my cock in her mouth.

“I have to fuck you, Piper,” I said. “This feels incredible, but I have to fuck you.”

She couldn’t have been happier. I mean, a look of total joy came across her face.

She stood and crawled into my lap. She kissed me passionately. She moved her panty-clad pussy over my stiff dick and I felt warmth and a bit of wetness. Cal’s cum was leaking out of her. It was soaking her panties. It was touching the tip of my cock. I felt this surge of arousal that nearly put me over the top and made me cum. Holy shit it was amazing.

“I love that you’re so turned on,” she said.

“I know. Me too,” I replied with a smile.

“I’m turned on too, you know.” It was like she wanted to make sure that I knew that she still wanted me. It was sweet and deeply loving. “I want you. Fucking Cal was amazing, but knowing that I got to have you soon after made it hotter. I miss you, Joel. I miss kissing you and touching you and sucking your cock and having you inside me.”

I was desperate. Out of my mind with desire. “I miss you too,” I said. “Can I fuck you where Cal fucked you?”

She nodded, got off my lap, and took me to her bedroom. I saw the wet spot on the sheets immediately. It wasn’t big, but they’d unquestionably left a bit of moisture after their fucking. That only made it hotter.

Piper crawled into the bed, rolled onto her back, and beckoned me to join her. I kissed my way up her legs and kissed her stomach just above her panties. I kissed them, too, keeping my lips around her pubic bone and enjoying the softness of the satin against them. I don’t know why, but there was something really hot about kissing her so close to the place where another man’s cum was leaking out of her.

“That feels good,” Piper said. She reached down and ran her fingers through my hair as I kept kissing her panties and her stomach, moving back and forth. My cock was throbbing. My pulse was racing, too.

Then Piper applied just a tiny hint of pressure on the top of my head. I don’t even know if it was intentional. I took it as her suggesting that I kiss a little lower, though. I wasn’t entirely sure what she wanted, so I kissed my way to her inner thighs. I kissed the spot where the lace trim of her panties met her thighs. I kissed a little closer to her pussy. I got close to the wet spot and then moved to the other side.

“Mmm, Joel, baby, that feels so good,” she said. Her voice was lustier this time. Her arousal seemed deeper. I looked up to see her eyes closed, her back arched, and her nipples hard as bullets.

Without really thinking about it, I pressed my lips against the wet spot. Against her pussy. Against the soft, damp, warm satin of her panties. I pressed my lips there and I kissed her. I did it over and over. I kissed my wife’s damp, wet, cum-filled pussy.

It wasn’t as if my lips were then coated with cum, but there was a faint taste when I licked them clean afterwards. It was salty and a little bitter with a hint of sweetness. I knew what I was tasting, and yet I didn’t find it disgusting.

After that kiss Piper reached down and put a hand on the back of my head. She pulled me closer. She pulled my lips to her pussy once more. I kissed it again. And again. And again. I applied pressure, stimulating her clit a little through her panties. I felt more of the wetness inside her - and the wetness in the gusset of her panties - against my lips. It was thrilling - oddly so, but unquestionably thrilling - to feel it, to taste it.

Compelled by a force I didn’t understand, I licked her panties. I ran my tongue from the base of her pussy all the way to the top. I tasted it. I tasted what was inside her, what had leaked into her panties. It was salty and sweet and bitter, but stronger than when I’d licked it off my lips.

“Oh…fuck…” Piper said softly.

She seemed turned on. Really turned on. I couldn’t quite figure out why, but she seemed really, hugely, massively turned on.

So I licked her again, and again, and again. I should say that my dick was so fucking hard while I did it. It got harder, too. Maybe it’s just because it was different and strange and wild and naughty. I don’t know. I just got really, really fucking turned on.

“Take my panties off,” Piper said.

I sat back on my knees, slipped my fingers into the waistband of her exquisite - and new - satin panties, and slowly pulled them off. I stared at her pussy. I couldn’t help it. I’d been thinking about it since Cal had first cum inside her. I’d been thinking about what it would look like to see my wife’s pussy after another man had cum in her.

It was beautiful. It was messy, of course. Her pubic hair was matted down. Her labia were enflamed and slippery. They were slight agape, too, no doubt from the relentless fucking of another man’s cock.

Then Piper spread her legs a little wider and I saw a bit of Cal’s cum in her. It was thick and white and quite different looking from the other juices that coated her pussy.

I set her panties on the bed and quickly returned my attention to her pussy. Piper reached down and ran her fingers over her thighs and lower stomach, like she was framing her cunt for me.

“Joel…it felt so good…it felt so good when you kissed and licked my pussy through my panties,” she said.

I looked up and saw a smile on her face. She grasped her breasts and squeezed them hard. She moaned and arched her back a little.

“I don’t know why…it just felt so good. It…it’s strange, but it really turned me on.”

I felt nervous. I knew what Piper was suggesting and the idea of it turned me on, but I felt nervous about actually doing it. It wasn’t what I expected to happen. It wasn’t how I thought it would unfold when I walked into her apartment. And yet, I wanted it.

I leaned forward again and laid on my stomach with a slight twist in my hips to free my cock. The smell of sex - and cum, I guess - filled my nose as I stared at her pussy. Piper ran her fingers through my hair and again applied the gentlest of pressure.

I kissed her inner thighs, moving from one side to the next. I kissed the area above her pussy, pressing my lips against her scratchy pubic hair. I kissed that spot between her thighs and her pussy.

I looked up and saw her looking down at me. I saw lust in her eyes. I saw deep lust. I still wasn’t entirely certain if she’d detected my arousal and was encouraging me to do what felt good or if she was really turned on by the idea of me doing what I was about to do. It didn’t really matter, though. I was all but committed at that point.

So I kissed her labia. Her plump, slippery labia. I kissed them on one side and then moved to the other. Then I licked them. I ran my tongue over them. Then I took them in my mouth and gently sucked them clean. I did it on each side. I tasted him. I tasted her. It was but a small appetizer for what came next, though.

First, though, I licked her clit. I ran my tongue over it. Each time I went a little lower with my tongue, tasting her pussy without plunging inside. I tasted him, too. Of course I did. He was inside her. He’d leaked out of her. Of course I tasted him.

Then Piper put a hand on the back of my head and pushed down a little. Light, gentle pressure. She was clear about what she wanted, though. Or, she knew what I wanted.

I licked her clit a few more times and then plunged my tongue inside her. In that moment - when my taste buds were bathed in Cal’s cum - I moaned. Piper moaned, too. She arched her back, she grabbed both of her breasts, and she moaned loudly. It was beautiful to watch.

I’ll admit, though, that I was more than a little lost in my own thing in that moment. I was doing something I never thought I’d do. Something that seemed insane. Something that turned me on, though.

I flicked my tongue back and forth inside her. I tasted him. I felt him on my tongue. I felt him all throughout my mouth. I couldn’t believe how hard my dick was. I felt this incredible tingling throughout my loins, in fact. The tingling of all-encompassing desire.

Then I went a little further. I pulled my tongue back into my mouth. I swallowed what I’d found. I swallowed another man’s cum. I couldn’t fucking believe it. And yet I was so turned on. Massively turned on, in fact. It felt so weird to be so turned on, but I was.

After I’d swallowed I went a bit wild. I licked her pussy feverishly. I drank from inside her. I massaged her clit with my tongue. I licked and sucked on her labia. I was all in at that point and there was no reason to hold back. I went for it and I’ll be honest, it was glorious.

I gave Piper an orgasm. A loud orgasm. A really loud orgasm, in fact. She pushed me away from her pussy after she’d finished, saying it was too sensitive for me to keep going. That was the sign of a great orgasm.

“Lie next to me,” she said.

I crawled closer. I laid next to my wife. She rolled onto her side, ran her fingers down my chest and stomach and took my cock in her hand. Her lips found mine and her tongue entered my mouth. She stroked me as we both moaned.

“I just came so hard,” she whispered. “You have no idea.”

I was ecstatic. Truly ecstatic.

“That was…what you did…it was so hot.”

She kissed me again. This time deeper. Slow, though. Really slow and deep. Romantically slow and deep. She stroked me slowly, too, keeping me away from the edge of an orgasm but ensuring my arousal stayed at a fever pitch.

“It really turned me on,” I admitted.

Piper smiled. “I know. I liked that, Joel. I liked seeing the arousal on your face. I liked that you were nervous, too. It was cute. It made it hotter, too.”

I loved that she could see that I was nervous. I loved that she knew me so well.

“I want to ride your cock,” she said.

She straddled me. She wasn’t giving me an option. She took me inside her. In her wet pussy. In her cum-filled - though less cum-filled than before - pussy. She began to rock back and forth. She was hot and soaked and a lot looser than usual - the cum will do that - but it felt fucking incredible.

At first it was slow and sensual. I played with her tits. She ran her fingers over my chest. She bathed me in her pussy. She rubbed her clit into my pelvis. She made sure we both felt fucking incredible.

Then Piper leaned down and kissed me. Another long, slow, deep kiss while she began to bounce her pussy up and down on my cock.

“It was so hot when you swallowed,” she whispered. “I don’t know why, but I love that we’ve both swallowed Cal’s cum.”

That put me over the top. I couldn’t really say why. Not with any kind of clarity. It put me over the top, though. I came so fucking hard. I think it’s just that Piper loved it. That what I did had turned her on. I mean, what else does a cuckold want than for his wife to be turned on by anything related to her boyfriend?

Piper kissed my neck and moaned as I came inside her. I closed my eyes and let the intense pleasure of the whole thing wash over me. Eventually, a big, dumb smile spread across my face.

“Was that good?” she asked.

“Better than good. Incredible.”

“I agree.”

She stayed on top with me inside her and rested her head against my neck. “If you’re actually up for it, Cal really would like to fuck me while you’re listening from the other room. The idea really seems to turn him on.”

“Yes, I’m up for it.”

I was. It was really hot, too. I’ll tell you about it in my next entry.
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“What do you think?”

Piper was dressed in lingerie and she looked about as sexy as a woman ever had, so that’s what I told her. She responded by kissing me as she pressed her body against mine. As her tongue invaded my mouth the scent of her perfume filled my nose. It wasn’t long before I was hard, though in this case I wasn’t hard because I wanted to fuck my wife. I was hard because another man was on his way over to her apartment to fuck her.

“He’ll be here soon,” she said while stepping away and spinning around to give me a view of her lingerie-clad body.

She’d gone with a full set. Bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, and heels. The dark purple color was rather alluring and the semi-sheer material made her breasts look even more spectacular than usual.

“I’ll introduce the two of you and then we’ll go back to the bedroom,” she explained. “I’ll leave the door open so you can hear.”

If you’re a cuckold (or would be cuckold) you know how exciting this moment was for me. You know that my heart was pumping, that my loins were tingling, that I was out of my mind with arousal and that I felt a dash of nervousness to go along with it.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Piper asked. “Because I can still cancel.”

I smiled. “No, I want to do this. I do.”

I wanted to listen. I wanted to be able to see Piper mere seconds after Cal had fucked her. I wanted to be able to see her pussy, to see her body, to see the joy on her face. I wanted to be able to hear how much she enjoyed getting fucked by her boyfriend, too. I wanted all of it.

Her phone dinged. She grabbed it from the coffee table and smiled. “He’s here. Sit on the couch.”

I sat and watched as Piper headed for the door. I heard Cal knock. My heart was beating as hard as it ever had. It was incredible.

“Hey beautiful,” Cal said moments after Piper opened the door.

“Hey there.”

“You look incredible, Piper. So fucking hot.”

“It’s all for you, Cal.”

My dick throbbed.

“Yeah? For me?”

“Mmm hmm. I wanted to look good for you. I wanted you to want me the moment you walked in the door. I wanted you especially excited to fuck me while my husband listens.”

They kissed. I could hear it. I could hear Piper moan into her boyfriend’s mouth. It was thrilling.

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard,” Cal said.

Footsteps approached the living room. Piper entered first and Cal followed right behind her. They both looked at me. For a moment I was frozen on the couch. It was unquestionably strange to actually meet the man my wife had been dating for nearly four months.

“Joel, this is Cal. Cal, this is my husband, Joel.”

I stood and approached them. I offered my hand and Cal smiled as we shook.

“It’s nice to meet you,” I said.

“You too,” he replied. “Your wife is the most incredible woman I’ve ever been with.”

I smiled. “Me too.”

We both looked at Piper, who was beaming. I wondered if she’d been a little nervous about how the first meeting of her men might go.

Then Cal stepped behind her and put his hands on her waist. She smiled and leaned into him as he kissed her neck. Piper closed her eyes and smiled and Cal’s hands cupped her breasts and squeezed them through the thin, soft material of her bra.

She turned her head and their lips met for a deep kiss as one of his hands moved down her stomach and into her panties. I watched another man play with my wife’s pussy as their tongues entwined. I listened as Piper moaned into Cal’s mouth. I felt my cock get stiff as I witnessed the foreplay between the woman I loved and the man she’d fallen for since moving to San Francisco.

“You’re so hard for me,” Piper said.

“I can’t help it,” Cal replied. “You’re so beautiful. You look so fucking hot in this lingerie…my dick can’t help but want to be inside you. Deep inside you.”

I wondered if that last part was for me, if Cal was aware that his dick was a bit bigger than mine, that he found his way deeper inside Piper than I did.

“I want you in my mouth,” Piper said.

They kissed again. I watched their tongues entwine. She moaned and my eyes drifted between her legs where I saw Cal fingering her deeply. Over and over he penetrated her pussy, which was wet enough that the fingering generated loud, wet sounds that filled the living room.

The moment his hand left her panties Piper took hold of it and tried to lead him to the bedroom. Cal refused to budge, though.

“I don’t want to wait any longer,” she said. “I want you, Cal.”

“I know. I want you too.”

He unzipped his pants and reached inside. He freed his cock and I stared at it before glancing at Piper. She was looking at her boyfriend’s cock. There was lust in her eyes.

Then she looked at me and there was concern on her face. She wanted to know if I was put off by the appearance of her boyfriend’s cock. I wasn’t, though, so I offered a subtle head nod and Piper fell to her knees in front of Cal.

“Do you want him to watch as I suck your cock?” she asked.

“Yes, I do,” he answered.

Piper turned to me and said, “Sit, baby. Sit on the couch and watch me suck my boyfriend’s cock. Watch how your wife pleasures him. Watch how I make him feel good. Watch how I drive him crazy so he’ll fuck me the way I need to be fucked.”

I sat on the couch and Piper took Cal’s cock in her mouth. She loosened his belt and unbuttoned his pants while blowing him. She pulled them down and quickly lowered his underwear before taking him in her mouth once more. She played with his balls and stroked his shaft while sucking on the head and for the most part she kept eye contact with him.

“Oh, fuck, Piper…that feels so fucking good.”

He looked down at her. At my wife. He looked down at my wife as she gave him a blowjob and I sat there on the couch with a painfully stiff cock making a tent in my pants. The whole thing was overwhelming, though not in a bad way. I just couldn’t really think straight. I wasn’t expecting to watch a blowjob, to actually see Piper give head. It was incredible and though I was tempted to masturbate I kept my hands on my knees, mostly because it was a little too embarrassing to jerk off while my wife blew another man.

“You like that he’s watching, don’t you?” she asked while her hand moved up and down his spit-soaked shaft.

“I do,” Cal answered.

Piper smiled brightly. I think she liked that I was watching, too. “You like that he’s just sitting there while his wife sucks your big cock, don’t you?”

Cal moaned. Piper knew her boyfriend well, it seemed, as she’d clearly offered the kind of dirty talk that would elicit an erotic response.

“I do…and I like that he’s going to be sitting there and listening when I take you to the bedroom and fuck you,” Cal said.

Piper engulfed him in her mouth once more. He put a hand on the back of her head and seemingly applied gentle pressure, prompting her to try and take as much of his shaft into her mouth as she could. She very nearly swallowed him whole, too, which I found enormously impressive and more than a little arousing.

“I like that he’s going to listen while I cum inside you,” Cal added. He moaned immediately afterwards and he did so quite loudly. The truth was, though, that I very nearly moaned, too. It turned out that we were both quite thrilled at the idea of Cal cumming inside Piper while I listened.

He stepped back and his dick slipped from her mouth. He offered a hand and helped Piper to her feet where they immediately shared a deep kiss as he squeezed her ass while she stroked his dick.

“Go to the bedroom and get naked,” she said. “I’ll be right there.”

Cal smiled and walked away as Piper turned and approached me. She stepped between my legs, put her hands on my knees, and bent over. Her lips neared mine and we shared a long, slow, deep kiss. I thought of her giving him head, of her tongue moving over his cock while her lips moved up and down the shaft. It was so fucking hot that I was kissing her mere moments after she’d blown her boyfriend.

“Do you still want this?” she asked.

“More than anything.”

Piper smiled. “Me too.” She patted the bulge in my jeans. “I’d really like to be the one to make you cum, if you don’t mind holding off until Cal’s had his way with me.”

“Of course I’ll hold off.”

She kissed me again and then headed for the bedroom. I stared at her ass as she went. I could still taste her in my mouth. I thought about how I might be tasting a little of Cal, too, and that proved to be a massive turn on.

You might be wondering why I didn’t just go into the bedroom to watch. Piper wasn’t ready for that. She’d been quite clear about that, in fact, which was just fine with me. Watching might have proved too much, to be honest.

It’s entirely possible that watching wouldn’t have been any hotter than listening was. Because listening was astoundingly hot. I think that’s at least in part because my mind filled in the blanks. I heard Piper moaning and I imagined Cal’s cock - the cock I’d just watched her suck - moving in and out of her pussy. I closed my eyes as I listened and that was more than enough to transport me to a place of intense arousal that rivaled any I’d ever felt.

“Cal…fuck…your cock feels so good inside me!”

I heard the bed creaking just a little. I heard their bodies meeting. I imagined them in missionary. Imagined Piper’s stocking-clad legs spread wide as Cal slid his big cock deep into her pussy over and over again. I imagined a look of the most intense pleasure on her face.

“Harder. Baby…fuck me harder!”

Cal fucked her harder. I could hear it. The sounds of sex got louder. The sound of flesh meeting flesh got louder. The moans got louder. Both of them started moaning quite loudly, in fact, and I ended up rubbing my cock through my pants because I just couldn’t help myself.

“Cal…baby…I’m cumming!”

I listened as my wife had an orgasm with another man’s cock inside her. I listened to her beautiful screams of pleasure. I listened to her moans and groans and the sounds of sex that continued all the way through her climax.

Then they went quiet. Then the sounds of kissing. It was faint, but the bedroom was close enough - it wasn’t a particularly big apartment - that I could hear it. I imagined him still inside her as their tongues entwined while Piper caressed his face and basked in the aftermath of a spectacular orgasm.

“I love you, Cal.”

Holy shit. What a thing to hear your wife say to another man. What a thing to hear her say it while that other man was almost certainly still inside her. My dick actually throbbed when she said it. My head spun a little. My loins tingled. It was stunning, and in the best way possible. I knew she’d said it, of course. I knew she was in love with him. I had no problem with any of that. That’s why it was really fucking incredible to hear her say it.

“I love you too,” he replied.

More kissing. It sounded deeper, more passionate. Piper moaned. Just like that they were fucking again. It sounded like they hadn’t switched positions. I pictured them in missionary. I pictured another man’s cock moving in and out of my wife’s pussy with the intention of cumming inside her and I felt my entire body tremble with desire.

I thought about what would happen after, about walking into the bedroom and seeing my wife moments after another man had fucked and cum inside her. I thought about crawling between her legs. I thought about plunging my tongue inside her. I thought about how much I’d enjoyed doing that the day before. I thought about how much it had turned me on and how badly I wanted to do it again.

“Cum inside me,” Piper urged her boyfriend after a thorough fucking. “Please, Cal, cum in my pussy. Cum in my pussy while Joel listens. Cum in my pussy while my husband listens!”

That did it. Cal came inside her. Based on the way she was moaning, Piper came too. She came a second time with her boyfriend’s big cock deep in her pussy.

I got excited. Desperate, even. Suddenly I wanted nothing more than to be in the bedroom. I wanted to see her, to touch her, to kiss her, to lick her.

I didn’t get to run into the bedroom right away, though. They kissed. They talked, though quietly enough that I couldn’t make out what they were saying.

Eventually I heard movement. The bed creaked, presumably as Cal got out. I heard what I thought was him dressing. A minute later he emerged from the bedroom with a smile on his face.

“It was a pleasure to meet you, Joel,” he said with a confident smile on his face.

“You too,” I replied.

He paused for a moment, looked me over, and said, “Have fun in there.”

Then he walked out. I wondered if Piper had told him about the fact that I’d licked his cum out of her. I wondered if he was walking out of her apartment with a smile on his face knowing that I was going to go into the bedroom to lick up his cum. It was a little embarrassing to think of him knowing that I was going to do it, but it didn’t dampen my enthusiasm for it.

“Why aren’t you in here yet?” Piper called out from the bedroom.

I hopped to my feet and rushed into her room. She was in the bed with her legs crossed. She was still dressed in her lingerie, though her panties were on the floor. Her chest and cheeks were flushed red and her hair was noticeably messier than before.

“Did you enjoy listening?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Yeah? You liked listening as my boyfriend fucked me?”

“Yes.”

“Did it turn you on, Joel? Did it make your dick hard to sit on the couch while another man fucked your wife? Did it make you throb to know that he was deep in my pussy, that he was going to cum in me, that he was going to fill my pussy with his load?”

I nodded and stripped, revealing my stiff dick.

“Is that for me?” she asked.

I looked down and nodded again.

Piper spread her legs and I stared between them. Her pussy lips were plump and pink. They were soaking wet, too, and I was pretty sure I could see a little of Cal’s cum leaking out of her.

“Does my pussy look good?” she asked.

“It looks perfect.”

She reached down and ran her fingers over her lips. She spread them a little wider and I saw a dollop of Cal’s thick, white cum. “Come here,” she said. “Come kiss my pussy.”

I crawled into the bed. I kissed her soft, smooth, perfect inner thighs as the intense smell of sex filled my nose. I looked up at Piper and pressed my lips against her labia. I kissed them on both sides. I extended my tongue and licked her a little, getting a quick taste of the mixture of juices inside her.

“Can I…”

I trailed off, but Piper nodded. “I’d really like it if you would.”

“Really?”

She nodded, reached down, and put a hand on the back of my head. “Put your tongue in my pussy, Joel. Lick him out of me.”

I don’t know that I’ve ever been quite as turned on as I was in that moment. Her uttering those words was the perfect topper to what had already been a massively arousing experience.

I plunged my tongue into her pussy. I tasted Cal’s cum immediately. I scooped it up. I swallowed. I know most men would find it horrifying to do so, and yet I was so overwhelmingly aroused that the gentle friction of rubbing my cock against the bed was enough to make me moan in pleasure.

“Does he know?” I asked.

“Know what?”

“That I licked him out of you. That I was probably going to do it tonight.”

She shook her head. “I didn’t tell him. I think he’d probably like knowing, though. I think it would probably turn him on to know that my husband was licking his cum out of my pussy.”

I was struck by a sudden and surprising urge. “Tell him. Text him.”

Piper smiled and reached for her phone. “Really?”

I nodded and plunged my tongue inside her. She moaned, briefly put a hand on the back of my head, and then texted her boyfriend. She set her phone down, closed her eyes, and moaned louder. She moved her hips a little and rubbed her clit against my nose.

Her phone dinged. She picked it up and smiled as she read her boyfriend’s response. “He loves it. He loves that you’re licking his cum out of me. He says he wishes he was still here, that he’d love to fuck me again, that he’d love to cum in me again, that he’d love knowing that you were going to lick it out of me after he was done.”

“Invite him back,” I said.

Piper looked at me, smiled, and held my gaze for a few seconds before saying, “He can’t very well fuck me again until you’re done cleaning my pussy, can he? You better get to work.”

I know I say this a lot, but holy shit. I mean, holy shit. That might qualify as the hottest thing she’s ever said.

“I love you,” I said. “I love you so fucking much.”

She smiled. She was giddy. The smile disappeared quickly, though, and she put a hand on the back of my head. “Enough talking. Now clean my pussy.”

I swear I almost came. I almost fucking came right then and there. If I’d rubbed my dick over the bed I probably would have cum. It would have been a good orgasm, too. I kept my hips still, though. I kept them perfectly still and I cleaned my wife’s pussy while she invited her boyfriend to come back and fuck her again.

“I know I said I wasn’t comfortable with you watching…but I think I was wrong about that. Would you have any interest in watching him fuck me?”

I nodded without pulling my tongue from her pussy.

“I’ll ask him if he wants to fuck me while you watch.”

I cleaned her cunt while she asked her boyfriend if he’d fuck her while I watched. It was like I’d stepped into an entirely different world when I flew across the country. Maybe that’s part of what made it so hot. It was like I’d visited this fantasy world where anything could happen and where there weren’t really any consequences.

“He’s coming back. He’ll be here in five minutes. And he’d love to fuck me while you watch.”

She was beaming. Her smile was bright and beautiful, though every once in a while she moaned too. It was so fucking hot.

“It will take longer the second time,” Piper said. “You don’t mind, do you?”

I shook my head with my tongue still deep in her pussy.


“I still want you, you know. After he’s had me again, I want you. I want you inside me. I want you to make love to me. I want you to cum in me. I need that, Joel.”

I don’t know if she was reassuring me just in case I was having any doubts or if she genuinely wanted me inside her - or perhaps it was both - but it felt good to hear her say it.

“I can’t wait to make love to you,” I said.

“Good. Now keep your tongue inside me until he gets here. In fact, I want your tongue inside me when he walks in the bedroom. I want him to see you cleaning me. I know he’ll love that.”

Holy shit. I mean, holy shit. I’m married to an amazing woman. Fucking amazing.

I’ll finish the story next time. Oh, and I’ll tell you how this whole thing ended, as Piper’s time in San Francisco has come to an end and she’s already back home with me.

I like how it ended. I think you’ll like it too.
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As Piper wanted, I was between her legs with my tongue in her pussy when Cal got back to the apartment. I heard the front door open - he clearly had keys - and I heard his footsteps approaching.

I was hit with a sudden and almost overwhelming sense of nervousness. In hindsight, it’s not hard to understand why. I was naked and I was busy cleaning the last remnants of another man’s cum from my wife’s pussy while that man walked into the room. It was about as vulnerable as I’d ever been, sexually speaking.

“Hey, baby,” Piper said as she looked towards the door.

“Hey.”

The footsteps stopped and for a few seconds I wondered if Cal regretted his decision to come back, if what he saw unfolding in front of him was actually far less exciting than he’d imagined.

Then Piper put a hand on the back of my head, grabbed a handful of my hair, and moaned softly before saying, “It’s really something to see him eating your cum out of me, isn’t it?”

“It really is,” Cal replied. “I mean…fuck…”

“Is that bulge for me?” Piper asked.

He was hard. He was excited. He must have been if Piper saw a bulge in his pants.

“Yes.”

“Then why don’t you get naked and come over here.”

I heard the sound of Cal stripping while I continued to tongue fuck my wife’s pussy. I gave her clit a few licks, too, but I knew that Cal would be the next one to make her cum, so I largely stuck with cleaning whatever remained of his cum out of her.

I heard footsteps and then saw Cal approach the bed. His cock was stiff and as he got closer Piper released her grip on my hair and wrapped her fingers around her boyfriend’s erection to stroke him as she looked up at the tall, handsome man that would soon be inside her.

“Thank you for coming back,” she said.

“I couldn’t resist.”

Piper smiled. “Yeah?”

Cal nodded. “I love fucking my girlfriend, and it turns out I love fucking her even more knowing that her husband is listening…or watching.”

He glanced at me and Piper’s gaze followed. I couldn’t bring myself to look at him - not with my tongue still in her pussy and bathed in the subtle aftertaste of his cum - but I looked at Piper. I saw lust in her eyes. I imagined I would have seen the same in Cal’s eyes.

Then I watched as Piper inched her head a little closer to the edge of the bed. She pulled Cal’s cock closer and just like that he was in her mouth. She closed her eyes, moaned, and sucked on the head like it was her absolute favorite thing in the world.

This blowjob felt more intimate. She wasn’t putting on a show for me. She had her boyfriend’s cock in her mouth because she wanted to make him feel good. She wanted to have him inside her. She wanted to taste him, to swirl her tongue around his dick, to feel and taste his precum on her tongue, to excite him. She stroked the shaft and played with his balls a little, too, doing seemingly everything in her power to deepen Cal’s arousal and make it perfectly clear how much she wanted him.

“Come a little closer,” she said. “Let me suck on your balls.”

Cal inched closer until his balls hovered above Piper’s mouth as his dick rested over her face. She stroked his slippery shaft and opened up to suck on his balls, taking one in her mouth and then the other. She swirled her tongue around them. She made him moan, which is when I took a chance and looked up at his face. His eyes were closed and he wore a look of perfect pleasure, and with good reason. He was getting his balls sucked and his cock stroked by a beautiful woman and he was about to fuck that woman in front of her husband.

“Fuck, Piper, I have to have you,” Cal said softly. “I have to fuck you.”

She sucked his balls a little longer and then kissed her way up his shaft before gently sucking on the head for just a few moments. Then she looked down at me, smiled, and said, “You can watch from anywhere you like. You can also leave if you’re suddenly feeling like it’s maybe a little too much to watch.”

I smiled and backed out of the bed. I dropped to my knees on the carpeted floor. I saw Piper smile before she urged Cal to get between her legs. She grasped his cock by the base and rubbed the head over her pussy lips as they kissed.

My eyes were glued between her legs. I had a perfect view of my wife gently teasing her pussy with another man’s cock. I could hear her wetness, too, and it was the most incredible sound. I thought about how it was my saliva that had contributed to her wetness, that I had - in some way, at least - prepared her pussy for the sex she was about to have. That thought made my cock throb and I felt a momentary twinge of regret that I wouldn’t get to prepare her pussy a great deal more often in the future.

Then Piper took him inside her. Cal filled her with a long, slow, deep thrust. He bottomed out inside her and they shared what sounded like deeply passionate kisses while he fucked her with shallow thrusts, pulling only a few inches out before filling her once more.

“Fuck me,” Piper finally said.

That’s when Cal went for it. He pulled out almost entirely as I watched from the floor at the foot of the bed. I saw the entirety of his slick cock emerge before he filled her once more. I heard the sounds of their bodies meeting when he bottomed out inside her. I heard her moans. I heard the incredible wetness of her pussy and once again thought of having had my tongue inside her, of my saliva providing the lubrication that led to all those wet sexual sounds.

I played with my cock a little as I watched, but mostly I concentrated on the sight of another man’s cock moving in and out of my wife’s pussy. I lost myself in it, really. It was hypnotically beautiful and the sight of it felt as though it represented everything I’d enjoyed so thoroughly about my cuckolding. I knew that the act of watching just once would fuel years of pleasure as I could always close my eyes and replay what I was witnessing in that moment.

“Harder,” Piper said. “Cal, I’m close, fuck me harder.”

Cal fucked my wife harder. He fucked his girlfriend harder. It was so hot to think of her as that. He wasn’t just a guy she was having casual sex with. He was her boyfriend. She was his girlfriend. They went on dates. They spent the night at each other’s apartments. They were in love with each other.

All of that raced through my mind as I watched another man make my wife cum. I watched her pussy pulse around his cock as he held it deep inside her while she climaxed. I watched her hands move all over his body before she grabbed his ass and seemingly tried to pull him even deeper inside her. I watched in complete and utter fascination and found myself thrilled beyond words as my dick throbbed and dripped precum onto the carpet.

They kissed quite a bit after Piper’s orgasm. She told him how good he made her feel, how hard he made her cum, how hard he always made her cum. She told him she wanted to make him cum.

Then, she said, “I think I’d like to look into Joel’s eyes as you cum inside me.”

Holy shit. My dick swelled up at those words.

“How would you feel about taking me from behind while I face him?”

“I’d love that,” Cal said. I could hear the excitement in his voice. He meant it when he said he’d love it.

He pulled out and Piper sat up and looked at me. “Did you enjoy watching?”

It struck me that she was genuinely checking in, that she didn’t want to go further if I’d actually not had a good time while watching. I nodded vigorously. “I loved it.”

She smiled as brightly as I’d ever seen and then moved to her hands and knees and crawled towards the foot of the bed. Cal got on his knees behind her and ran his hands over her ass before giving it a good squeeze.

“Come here,” Piper said softly.

I crawled closer and she took my hand. She beckoned me even closer and we shared a kiss. A deep kiss. She moaned into my mouth right as I offered my tongue, but it wasn’t me that made her moan. It was Cal. He was inside her.

He started thrusting a moment later. Her lips pressed hard against mine with every thrust as her body moved. I reached up and played with her breasts while we kissed. She grabbed my free hand and squeezed it tightly as her boyfriend thrust in and out of her pussy.

“He’s so deep inside me,” she said immediately after the kiss broke. “His cock is so deep in my pussy. He feels so good.”

Our eyes were locked as she said it. I saw her pleasure. I saw the truth in what she’d said. I saw that it wasn’t just for my benefit.

“He fucks me so good, baby,” Piper said. “My boyfriend fucks me so good…and I love that you’re watching. I love that you get to see how good he fucks me. I love that your dick is so hard, too. Fuck, I fucking love that your dick is so hard right now.”

She was right. My dick was hard as a rock, and with good reason. I was in the midst of the single most arousing experience of my life. I was staring into my wife’s eyes as another man fucked her with the intention of cumming inside her. I was holding her hand and playing with her breasts - and hopefully enhancing her pleasure - and kissing her when she wasn’t offering up dirty talk. I was as turned on as I’d ever been and there was a part of me that hoped it would never end.

It did end, though, and as it turned out, the ending was the best part.

“I’m close,” Cal announced.

Piper smiled like those words brought her genuine, deep joy. “Cum inside me,” she said while staring into my eyes. “Cum in my pussy so my husband can lick it out of me.”

Holy shit. Those words. Said in the way they were said. Said while she held my gaze and smiled. Fuck me I was so turned on. My dick was so hard it hurt.

Cal came immediately and I wondered if he was just as turned on by those words as I was, though obviously for different reasons. He certainly made quite a bit of noise as he unleashed in Piper’s pussy.

She kissed me as he came. She kissed me deeply, too. It was so erotic and so intimate. Strangely intimate, in fact. You wouldn’t think you’d experience deep intimacy while another man is cumming inside your wife, but in my case I was wrong to think that because I felt as connected to Piper as I’d ever been.

When he’d finished cumming, Cal pulled out and fell onto his back in the bed as Piper smiled at me. She studied my face for a few seconds, leaned in to kiss me once more, and then softly asked, “Do you want to clean him out of me?”

“More than anything,” I replied.

Her smile was so bright and beautiful that it made me think she really wanted me to clean his cum out of her, that she might have enjoyed it to a certain degree. With that same smile Piper crawled backwards, got up on her knees, and slowly fell onto her back until she’d cuddled up next to Cal, who put his arm around her before they shared a kiss.

“Go ahead, baby,” Piper said with Cal’s arm around her. “Clean him out of my pussy.”

My heart was pounding. I was nervous, or anxious, I suppose. It felt weird to do it in front of Cal. There was something a little bit exciting about it, too, though. It was the excitement that lured me into the bed and between her legs.

I dropped down and put my tongue inside her. I listened to her moan as I licked another man’s cum out of her. My anxiousness washed away the moment I tasted his load. The excitement took over completely. My heart was pounding. My dick was hard as a rock. It was actually more exciting this time than when Cal hadn’t been there.

“How does it feel to see my husband lick your cum out of my pussy?” Piper asked.

I glanced up to see Cal watching me.

“It’s…it’s really hot,” he answered after a few moments. “I mean…I don’t know why, but it’s really fucking hot.”

She reached up to guide his lips to hers for a kiss. A long, deep, passionate post-coital kiss with more than a little tongue. It was a beautiful thing to witness and it made me push my tongue deeper inside her, like I was somehow contributing to their sense of intimacy by cleaning her pussy thoroughly.

“Thank you for coming back,” Piper said softly. “As it turned out, having you just once wasn’t enough for me tonight.”

“Once is never enough for me,” he replied.

Piper stared at him with absolute joy - love, really - on her face. At a different time in my life I would have been ruined by that look, but in that moment I was turned on. I was fully secure in Piper’s love for me, which probably made all the difference, because she was absolutely in love with Cal too.

“Why don’t I give you two the time alone that you deserve,” Cal suggested. “Thank you for inviting me back, though. Can I see you again tomorrow?”

“Absolutely. I’ll text you in the morning.”

They kissed again and my tongue remained deep in my wife’s pussy. Cal got out of the bed, dressed quickly, and left all while I kept cleaning her.

“Make love to me,” Piper said soon after her boyfriend left.

I didn’t need a second invitation. I crawled forward. I slipped my cock into her wet pussy. I made love to her. We kissed. We caressed each other. It felt exquisite and based on her moans, Piper seemed like she was going to cum again, which made me happier than I thought it would. As it turns out, I really like the idea that I can still make my wife cum even though her boyfriend’s cock is bigger than mine.

“Thank you for letting me watch,” I said as I got close to cumming. “It was so beautiful, Piper, and so hot. So much hotter than I thought it would be.”

She moaned and wrapped her legs around me. “I loved knowing that you were watching. I loved being able to kiss you as he fucked me.”

“And as he came inside you.”

“Mmm, yes, I enjoyed that part most of all. There was something so sexy about it, Joel. So deeply sexy and intimate.”

My thrusts sped up. I couldn’t help it. Her pussy felt so good.

“It turns me on that you’re in love with him, Piper,” I said. “It turns me on to hear you say it. I don’t know why, but it really turns me on that you’re in love with your boyfriend.”

She smiled. “That’s good, because the company asked me to be the liaison out here, to come back once or twice a month for a few days to help as they implement our recommendations. I wasn’t going to say anything tonight, but it would mean that I can keep dating Cal…that I can date him for a lot longer, actually.”

I felt my cock swell up inside her. I felt my balls tighten. I slowed my thrusts a little because I didn’t want to cum.

“Is that what you want? To keep dating him?”

She nodded. “I’m in love with him, Joel. Of course I want to keep dating him. I’ll stop if it’s what you want and while it will be painful at first, I’ll get over it. I love you far more than I could ever love another man. But yes, I want to keep dating him. I want to be his girlfriend when I come out for work. I want to stay at his apartment. I want to fall asleep in his arms. I want to wake up with him. I want him to fuck me before I go to work. I want to think about him while I’m at work. I want to come home and give him a blowjob after he’s had a rough day at work. I want to stay for a long weekend every once in a while to go on a little vacation with him.”

It was an incredible way to end the night. I was massively aroused at that point. So much so that I was barely thrusting because I would have cum if I put any real effort into it.

“And I want him to come visit us in New Hampshire every once in a while,” she added.

A million images ran through my head. Piper and Cal in our bed at home while I slept in the guest room. All three of us renting a house on the coast where they could be a couple away from the prying eyes of our friends. The two of them getting a room in Boston for the weekend. For some reason the idea of my cuckolding invading my real life felt intensely arousing in that moment.

“I want all of that too,” I replied.

I kissed her. I fucked her hard and fast. She wrapped her legs around me.

“Joel…I’m cumming!”

I came inside her. I came inside my wife while celebrating the fact that my cuckolding wasn’t coming to an end, that it was going to continue for the foreseeable future.

I had the most spectacular orgasm of my life. Without question it was more pleasurable than any climax had been up to that point and it was cuckold fueled, which was really quite delightful.

“Do you really want all of that?” Piper asked a few minutes after I’d cum. “All of the stuff I mentioned? Would you really be okay with that?”

“Yes. Is that what you want?”

She studied my face - probably to try and discern if I was telling the truth - and said, “Yes, I want all of that. I will also break up with him if it’s what you want.”

“I don’t want you to break up with him. I want you to keep dating him. I’d even love to figure out a way for him to visit the East Coast without everyone in our lives finding out that you have a boyfriend. A vacation for the two of you…or the three of us, maybe.”

She smiled. “The three of us? You’d be willing to do that?”

I nodded.

She kissed me and wrapped her legs around me. “I think that would be fun. All three of us at a house on the coast? Or two hotel rooms, maybe? I think it might be a lot of fun.”

“I do too.”

So there you have it. My cuckolding isn’t over now that Piper is done with her time in San Francisco. She’s due to go back for the first time a week and a half from now, in fact. She’ll be flying out Wednesday and coming back Sunday night.

We’re not sure when, but Cal is going to come back east for a long weekend at some point this summer, too.

They text every day and talk or FaceTime a few nights a week. Sometimes they have phone sex and sometimes I listen in. I even went down on Piper once while she was having phone sex with Cal. It was amazing.

For now I’m going to end the story. I might pop back up later in the summer to tell you about Cal’s visit, assuming it’s worthy of a story.

Until then, I hope you enjoyed hearing about my long distance cuckolding.
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I loved that Piper and Cal had fallen for each other during her stay in San Francisco. I loved that my cuckold fantasy had come to life in the most vivid manner imaginable. I loved hearing about the sex she’d had with him. I loved having sex with her after she’d been with him. I loved cleaning his cum out of her (a lot more than expected, in fact). I loved every element of it. I really did.

That’s why I was more than happy for Piper to keep seeing Cal even after her time in San Francisco ended. She would still go back once or twice a month as part of her job and she would see Cal when she did. It was kind of the reverse of how things had been for the first four months of their relationship. I was now the one spending lots of time with her and Cal was the one that got to see her every once in a while.

I’m not sure why, but I wasn’t fully prepared for what it would be like when Piper came home. When she was mine again.

You see, she wasn’t mine again. She’d always been mine, of course, but now she was mine and Cal’s. She was in love with both of us. We’d basically entered into a polyamorous relationship where Piper was splitting her time and attention between two men. It wasn’t like before she’d left, when I was the sole focus of her romantic and sexual energy.

I’m not complaining, though. It’s what I wanted. It’s what I craved. I was a cuckold. Piper was a hotwife. She had a boyfriend. She thought of him constantly. She liked talking to him, and texting with him, and FaceTiming. She liked tending to his sexual needs as best as she could even while 3,000 miles away, just like she’d done for me while she was in San Francisco.

The first thing that caught me off guard was the volume of texting she did with Cal. We’d be out for breakfast or on a walk and her phone would ding. Before, Piper would have waited until after our meal or until we’d gotten home to check her texts. That’s not the case anymore. Now she always checks just in case it’s Cal texting her.

I can tell when it’s him by the smile on her face. The kind of smile someone flashes when they’re in that early love phase and literally any kind of contact from the person they’re in love with is enough to be utterly thrilling. That’s how Piper would look almost every time Cal texted.

Sometimes she tells me what he’s texted and sometimes she doesn’t. I find it exciting that I don’t get to know everything she and Cal text about, though I’ll admit that it does inspire cuckold angst from time to time.

The same goes for when he calls. Sometimes she’ll talk to him in front of me and sometimes she’ll walk out of the room if she wants privacy. I’ve developed a habit of giving her a foot rub while she talks to him if she stays in the room. I don’t really know why other than it feels good to rub her feet while she’s talking to her boyfriend.

Every once in a while the talk turns naughty and Piper will have me go down on her while she and Cal have phone sex. That is significantly hotter than I imagined possible.

It’s happened countless times in the month and a half she’s been back and it’s always fairly similar, though sometimes Piper ramps up the dirty talk and makes it a little more cuckold-flavored, by which I mean she tells her boyfriend that she misses how good he fucks her, how deeply he fills her pussy, how hard he makes her cum.

At first I thought she was doing that for me. She is, but she’s doing it for Cal, too. Unsurprisingly, he likes the idea that his married girlfriend has better sex with him. Unsurprisingly, I like that idea too, though sometimes it does trigger a fair bit of angst to hear Piper talk like that. That angst disappears quickly, though, because those phone sex sessions almost always end with me having an orgasm, too.

Just a few nights ago Piper was on the phone with Cal. We were on the couch and she was texting with him. I was massaging her feet. Something was on the TV but I wasn’t paying attention.

“He wants to talk,” she said.

“Do you need privacy?”

Piper smiled and shook her head. Her phone rang. She smiled again, answered it, and said, “Hey, baby.”

She was wearing a pair of shorts, which made it easy for me to run my hands up her legs. She likes having her inner thighs caressed. It almost always turns her on, as does the sound of Cal’s voice.

“I miss you too,” she said softly.

I can usually hear when Cal is talking (if I’m in the room), but I can never make out the words. I don’t think I’d want to hear it, to be honest. I like only getting one side of the conversation. I like that there’s a little mystery to it.

“What do I miss the most?” Piper asked as she smiled at me. “Well, I don’t know if I could pick just one thing.”

I ran my hands up her legs and let my fingers dance over her inner thighs, eliciting a soft moan.

“I miss the way you put your arm around me when we’re walking down the street. I miss the way you kiss me when we’re waiting at a crosswalk. I miss the way you run your hands down my back and give my ass a quick squeeze as we’re kissing like that. I miss the way your cock gets hard for me, the way it presses into my stomach, making it perfectly clear that you’d fuck me right there on the street corner if we weren’t surrounded by people.”

I unbuttoned her shorts and Piper lifted her hips so I could pull them off. I ran my fingers over her cotton panties and felt a slight dampness.

“I miss the look on your face when I take you in my mouth for the first time,” she continued. “I miss the way you moan when I suck and stroke you at the same time. I miss the way you roll your head towards the ceiling and arch your back when you’re really close to cumming in my mouth.”

Piper is fond of giving Cal blowjobs. Quite fond of it, I’d say. She’s given me a few blowjobs since getting home but I know I don’t receive them at anywhere near the volume that Cal did when she was in San Francisco. I’m not sure why this is the case - perhaps it’s just because it’s a new relationship - but I find it endlessly arousing. Truly, all I have to do is think about the fact that Cal gets way more blowjobs than I do and I get turned on.

“Do you miss my blowjobs, Cal?” she asked.

Piper was looking right at me as she asked it.

“Do you miss the way I make you feel good with my mouth? Do you miss the way I suck your cock? The way I swallow your cum?”

I was hard as a rock.

Piper then smiled and I imagined Cal had said something quite complimentary. Either that or he was full on masturbating and Piper was delighted in her ability to turn her boyfriend on from 3,000 miles away.

I pulled her panties off and rubbed her pussy as she moaned. I slipped two fingers inside her, got them nice and wet with her juices, and then gently rubbed her clit while softly kissing her inner thighs.

“Do you wish I was there right now, baby?” She paused to listen. “Yeah? You wish I was there right now? Wearing pretty lingerie for you. Doing a little dance for you. Sitting in your lap and grinding on your cock while you play with my tits. Kissing you as I feel your dick get hard for me. Your tongue in my mouth as I get wet thinking about getting on my knees and sucking your beautiful cock?”

My dick was beyond hard. Painfully throbbing, in fact. But how could it have been anything other than painful.

“I wish I was there, baby,” she said after pausing for a few seconds. “I wish I was there and dressed in my sexiest lingerie. I wish I was there and kissing you right now. Kissing you as I stroke your cock. Kissing you as I get you so fucking hard for me. Kissing you right before I tell you how desperate I am to suck your cock, to make you feel good, to make you cum in my hungry little mouth.”

The thing that made it so arousing was that I believed every word of it. Piper really did like giving Cal head. She liked putting on lingerie for him. She liked arousing him. She liked making him cum in her mouth. Hell, she even liked swallowing his cum.

“Picture me on my knees, baby,” she said softly. “Picture me on my knees between your legs. Picture me kissing and licking your cock.”

That’s when Piper grabbed my hand and pulled my fingers to her lips. I crawled forward to accommodate her desire and watched in awe as she kissed and licked my two fingers like they were a cock.

“Mmm, you’re so hard for me, baby,” she said. “Your cock is so fucking hard for me. I want you in my mouth, baby. I want to suck your beautiful cock. I want to suck your cock and make you cum. I want to make you cum so fucking hard.”

She took my fingers in her mouth. She closed her eyes. She gave a blowjob, of sorts, and she made it noisy. She was doing that for Cal’s benefit, obviously, but it was massively arousing for me, too. I watched. I listened. I felt the pleasure of her mouth on my fingers - it was no blowjob, of course, but it was really fucking hot - and I stroked my dick a little through my shorts.

“Cal, baby, I want you to cum in my mouth,” she said with genuine-sounding desperation. “Please, baby, cum for me. Cum in my mouth. Cum in my mouth so I can swallow your load.”

She took my fingers in her mouth again. I heard Cal moaning. It was loud. It seemed to delight Piper, too, as she sucked my fingers noisily. Then Cal was grunting and groaning. He was cumming. My wife had given her boyfriend an orgasm while sucking on my fingers like they were his cock.

Piper smiled at me, wiped my fingers on her shirt, and blew me a kiss as I sat back and rubbed her clit once more. She closed her eyes and bit her lip and I felt such delight that I was the one with her at that moment, that Cal was all the way on the other side of the country and didn’t get to slide his fingers into her.

“I really enjoyed making you cum,” she said softly. “And I can’t wait to see you again.”

There seemed to be a surge of arousal as she mentioned seeing him again, a notion that turned me on. I love that Piper gets excited to see Cal. I love that she still gets to see him with some frequency, too, because she definitely enjoys her time with him and I get to indulge in all that cuckold pleasure when she’s with him.

“I love you, baby. I’ll talk to your tomorrow.” Piper hung up, put her phone down, and said, “Fuck me, Joel.”

We both got naked - I nearly fell off the couch while doing so - and then Piper took me inside her in missionary. She kissed me deeply as I fucked her with wild abandon. Her legs were wrapped around me and as her tongue entered my mouth I couldn’t help but imagine it having been coated with Cal’s cum as if she really had just given him a blowjob.

“That was so fucking hot to listen to,” I said.

“Yeah? You like it when I talk dirty to my boyfriend?”

“I fucking love it. Just like I love that you’re really into giving him blowjobs.”

She grabbed my ass and squeezed it hard.

“And I love…I love that you give him more blowjobs than you give me. I…fuck…I love that you really seem to enjoy sucking his cock.”

I fucked her harder and Piper moaned. She was turned on and I could tell she was going to cum as long as I lasted long enough.

“I do love sucking his cock,” she said. “It really does turn me on. It always has. He has a really nice cock, but to be honest, I think I just get really turned on at the idea of being a good girlfriend for him, of being so good that he wouldn’t give a second thought to another woman, and that if he did the only thing he would think is that there’s no way she could make him feel as good as I do.”

Piper was a good girlfriend for Cal. A really good girlfriend. Just like he was a good boyfriend. It was her efforts that turned me on, though. I just loved that she was eager to make sure he was into her, that he wouldn’t cheat on her, that he wouldn’t even dream of it because she made him feel so fucking good that it would be insane to turn to someone else for his pleasure.

“Good girlfriends give blowjobs,” she said in a soft, erotic tone. “They swallow, too.”

She was saying that for my benefit. She knew it turned me on to hear about how much she liked being a good girlfriend for Cal. She knew it really turned me on to hear about the things she did for him that she didn’t really do for me, like lots of blowjobs.

“Luckily, I like sucking Cal’s cock and swallowing his cum. I like the way his dick feels when it expands in my mouth right before he’s about to explode. I like how he moans while I’m taking his load. I like how happy he looks, how utterly enthralled he is that I’m so eager to take his load and swallow it like a good girlfriend.”

I was moments away from cumming.

“Though I think I’d also like sharing it with you,” she said while grabbing my ass hard. “Do you think you’d enjoy that? Kissing me after Cal had cum in my mouth? Sharing his cum? It would kind of be like how you cleaned his cum from my pussy, and I think we both know you enjoyed that.”

I nodded and fucked her harder. “Yes, I’d like that. I would.”

“Me too,” Piper said with a smile. “In fact, I think I’d love that. I think we’re going to have to do that when Cal comes to visit in two weeks. I think we’re going to share a deep, slow kiss after he cums in my mouth, Joel. Fuck…that’s so fucking hot.”

She kissed me and I closed my eyes and imagined it. I imagined her mouth being full of her boyfriend’s cum. I imagined Piper gleefully sharing that cum with me, luring me deeper into my cuckold fantasy. I pictured Cal watching us as we shared his cum. I felt a touch of the gentle humiliation I would have experienced doing that in person. I’ll be honest, it was a turn on, just like when I’d cleaned his cum out of her pussy while he’d watched.

“Cum inside me,” Piper implored.

She came a few seconds later. I came inside her as she desired. I had a fantastic orgasm. Fucking fantastic.

We kissed and caressed each other as I stayed inside her. Her legs remained wrapped tightly around my body as her hands moved over my bare flesh. It felt deeply intimate even though another man had been involved - albeit from afar - in the sex we’d just had.

“I’d really like to do that. The…the kissing thing.” I tended to reinforce my desires if I’d expressed them in the heat of pleasure, as men often change their minds about such things when they cum.

Piper caressed my face and smiled. “Me too. I think Cal will really enjoy it too. He gets really turned on at the idea of you swallowing his cum.”

My cock stirred inside her. I didn’t pop an erection or anything, but there was a twinge of desire, mostly because while I knew that Cal had enjoyed watching me clean his creampie, Piper hadn’t mentioned it since she’d left San Francisco.

“Really?”

She nodded and kissed my neck. “He likes when I bring it up when we’re having phone sex or masturbating together on FaceTime. I brought it up once when I was back there last time, too. He came really hard the moment I mentioned it. I don’t bring it up all the time - I think he likes it because it makes him feel kind of superior to you - because I don’t want him thinking that I think less of you because you like eating his cum. But it’s fun to be able to turn him in so much and with such ease.”

It makes perfect sense that Cal would be turned on by that sort of thing. He’s knowingly dating a married woman, after all, so he must find some pleasure in the fact that Piper has a husband who’s into being cuckolded.

I’ll admit that it turns me on a little bit that he likes feeling superior to me. I don’t think he is. Not in a general sense. We’re pretty similar, in fact, but it’s hard to argue with the idea of him feeling superior when I gleefully lick his cum out of my wife’s pussy. I mean, right? It only makes me want to clean her pussy - or share a cum kiss - even more, maybe to the point of it being a little self-destructive. I still want it, though, and I will likely still indulge in it when Cal comes to visit and we all rent a house on the coast. I mean, how could I not? It’s such a fucking turn on that I imagine I’ll be completely unable to resist.

I’ll write again after our little weekend getaway. Talk to you then.

Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 20 (Patreon)

So, Cal came to visit. He flew into Boston and Piper went alone to pick him up. I waited back at the house.

I saw them pull into the driveway. I saw that he was in the driver’s seat. I knew that meant she’d given her boyfriend a blowjob on the drive home. At least, I suspected as much.

There were no outward signs of affection as they got out of the car, but that was for the best. It was after dark, but we have neighbors and some of them are friends and I imagine Piper thought it didn’t seem worth the risk of letting the neighborhood know that our marriage is different than most.

I greeted Cal with a handshake and he set his bag down as Piper came into the house right after him. She closed the door and stepped closer to her boyfriend, who put his arm around her. She looked up at him and they shared a kiss just like they were a perfectly normal couple.

I’ll admit that it was a bit strange to see my wife kissing another man in our house. It was also fairly exciting, though, especially since I’d been in a state of excitement just thinking about how the long weekend was going to unfold. There was also the added thrill of having guessed that Piper had given Cal a blowjob while he drove to our house.

It was a little past 10 p.m. at that point, but Piper suggested we open a bottle of wine. We all agreed and she poured everyone a glass. She and Cal sat on the big couch and she cuddled up with him almost immediately. She looked so beautiful in jeans and a light sweater and they looked very much like a real couple on the couch. I sat on the loveseat opposite the couch and I couldn’t keep my eyes off of them.

It turned out to be the little things I found so thrilling that night. There were little jokes only the two of them understood. There were shared memories of their time in San Francisco. There was the way Piper touched his leg and the way he brushed her hair out of her eyes. There were the small kisses, some on the lips and some just Piper kissing her boyfriend on the cheek because she was just so happy to see him.

We talked like normal people talk. It wasn’t a deep conversation, but it was beyond small talk. In some ways I felt like I was the friend that had been invited over to a couple’s house to spend a little time with them as we all enjoyed a glass of wine. It was oddly enthralling, though. I liked that feeling, in part because I knew it was temporary. It was something I could indulge in while knowing that it would come to an end when Cal flew home on Tuesday morning.

Eventually our wine glasses were empty and the conversation had wound its way to a natural end.

“What do you say we go to bed?” Piper asked her boyfriend with a smile.

Cal seemed a little surprised, though he had no reason to suspect that he’d get to spend the night with Piper. She and I had talked about it, though, and she’d expressed a desire to have him spend the night in our bed. The fact that I’d gotten really turned on at the suggestion only solidified her desire for it.

“I’d like you to spend the night with me,” she said. “Assuming you’re okay with that.”

Cal looked at me and then back at Piper. “In your bed?”

She nodded and kissed him. This wasn’t a cute, soft, couple kiss, though. It was a deep and romantic kiss. It was a kiss designed to inspire arousal and the fact that she started stroking his cock through his jeans made it perfectly clear that she intended on having Cal fuck her in our bed.

“Yes, in our bed,” she whispered.

“I’m definitely okay with that,” he answered.

Piper kissed him again - this time it was quicker - and then stood and said, “Grab your suitcase. I’ll take you to our room.”

Cal glanced at me and I smiled. He followed Piper and grabbed his suitcase. They headed upstairs while I grabbed the wine glasses and cleaned up in the kitchen. Not long after, I heard the shower come on.

I’d just finished cleaning the glasses when Piper stepped into the kitchen. She was still in her sweater, but her legs were bare and she wore only a delicate pair of lace panties.

“Are you sure you’re okay with Cal sleeping in our bed?” she asked.

“Absolutely,” I replied.

She stepped closer, smiled, and caressed my cock. It took almost no time to get me hard. “And you’re okay with my boyfriend fucking me in our bed? With the two of us having sex and perhaps having sex more than once in the bed that you and I share?”

“You know I want that,” I said.

She kissed my neck. “I just wanted to make sure. You deserve to say no if you’ve changed your mind, but once I go upstairs and get in the shower with Cal, I won’t be able to stop myself. I’ll have to have him. I’ll have to have him in our bed.”

I kissed her. I grabbed her ass and she stood on her toes and pressed her body against mine. Her tongue explored my mouth eagerly and I slipped a hand into her panties and fingered her, eliciting a series of moans that made my dick throb with desire.

“He’s going to cum inside me,” she said as my fingers worked her pussy. “Do you want me to come see you after? Do you want me to come to the guest room and let you clean me?”

“Please,” I said.

“You won’t be able to fuck me, though. You’ll just be able to clean me.”

She didn’t elaborate further, but it seemed that she was choosing to have Cal be the only man to fuck her that night. I was, unsurprisingly, hugely turned on by that.

“I would love to clean you,” I said. “So if you can, please come see me after you’ve fucked, after he’s fucked you in our bed, after he’s cum inside you in our bed.”

“I love you, Joel.”

“I love you too, Piper.”

She stepped back, smiled, and said, “I’m going to go shower with the other man I love. I’m going to have sex with him in the bed I share with you. I’m going to make him cum inside me. Then I’m going to come see you, baby. I’m going to come see you so you can clean his cum out of me.”

She walked away and I stood there with my dick throbbing. Holy shit. What a thing to hear your wife say. My cuckolding had reached new heights. My wife was going to have sex with another man in our bed. With a man she was in love with. She was going to feed me that man’s cum while forbidding me from fucking her. I mean, holy shit.

I stayed downstairs - cleaning, closing up the house, that sort of thing - for another fifteen minutes before making my way upstairs and to the guest bedroom.

The shower had since stopped, but I didn’t hear much of anything as I walked by the door to the master bedroom - which was shut - and went a little further down the hallway and into the rarely used guest room.

I left the door open as I pulled back the sheets, took off everything but my boxers, and climbed into the bed. I grabbed my phone and was ready to kill time when I heard a moan.

It was a deep moan. It was Cal. He said something, but it was too low and muffled by the door for me to hear. Piper didn’t say anything in return and Cal kept on moaning. I assumed she was giving him a blowjob.

I pictured her naked with damp hair. I pictured him in our bed. On my side of the bed, actually. I pictured him sitting propped up against my pillows. I saw Piper between his legs with her fingers and lips wrapped around his cock. I saw her head and hand moving up and down as she pleasured him while he wore the biggest smile a man has ever worn. He was getting his dick sucked by my wife in the bed she normally shares with me, so of course he was smiling in my imagination.

I listened and I masturbated. I kept my strokes nice and slow because I didn’t want to cum, but it felt really fucking good. It was an entirely different experience for the sex to be unfolding in our house. I thought of how it would so easy to just close my eyes and imagine that my wife and her boyfriend had fucked in the bed we sleep in. It would forever allow for easy access to overwhelming arousal, and wouldn’t that just be amazing.

It wasn’t long before the sounds of sex began. Piper moaned. Cal moaned. The bed creaked a little, too, and I imagined him fucking her rather hard as they surrendered to their intense lust for each other, lust that had built up over the course of the weeks since they’d seen each other.

Unsurprisingly, they didn’t fuck for a terribly long time. A little more than five minutes. Piper managed to cum twice, though, and there’s something so hot about listening to your wife cum on another man’s cock while she’s in your bed. It was hot enough for me that I actually refrained from masturbating as it happened because I didn’t want to cum.

The second time she came, Cal came with her. Of course I pictured him cumming inside her. She’d said something right before - it was muffled just like when he’d talked - but I imagined her urging her boyfriend to cum inside her. Maybe she even urged him to do so in the bed she shared with her husband. That would have played into how much Cal loved that his girlfriend was married and that he sometimes fucked her better than I did.

The door to the bedroom opened soon after they both came. I heard it shut just a moment later and looked towards the door to the guest room. I didn’t bother putting my cock away. I wanted Piper to see that I’d been masturbating.

She stepped into the doorway and stopped. She was wearing a pair of panties. My favorite pair of her panties, actually. They were black bikini cut underwear and they were entirely sheer except for the elastic trim. I stared. I could see her pussy. I could also see that some of her boyfriend’s cum had already leaked out of her, that it was pooling in the panties and against her pussy. It looked astoundingly hot.

“I take it you enjoyed listening?” she asked with a smile.

I nodded and Piper stepped into the room. I actually felt my pulse quicken a bit as she approached. I couldn’t do anything other than stare between her legs.

“You really like cleaning my pussy, don’t you?”

She stopped at the edge of the bed and I looked up at her to say, “I hope that’s okay. I know it’s a little weird.”

She leaned over and kissed me. “It’s not weird, Joel. It’s wonderful. It turns you on. It excites you, which means it excites me too. I thought about you as Cal came inside me. I thought about how much you were going to enjoy getting to clean my pussy again. It’s been so long since you had that pleasure.”

It had been months and I’ll admit that I was overwhelmingly excited about getting to do it again.

“Would you like it if I sat on your face?” she asked.

“Holy shit, yes.”

Piper pulled the pillow out from behind my head and I scooted forwards a little and laid back. She straddled me and crawled forward until her pussy - which was still clad in her panties - rested over my face. Honestly, the sheer panties were genius. I don’t think her pussy has ever looked so inviting.

She sat on my face and I licked feverishly. I could taste his cum as it soaked through her panties. Piper moaned a little bit, too, and I could see the smile on her face as she looked down at me.

“I really do love how excited you get at being able to do this, Joel,” she said. “It really turns me on.”

She began to move her hips a little. I ran my hands up her body and grasped her breasts. She placed her hands over mine, rolled her head back, and moaned like she was experiencing genuine pleasure, which I had every reason to believe was true.

“Should I pull my panties aside, Joel? Should I pull them aside so you can clean me?”

“Yes, please.”

She lifted her hips, reached down, and slipped a finger into her panties. A moment later she pulled them aside and some of Cal’s cum dripped into my open, waiting mouth.

“Oh, fuck, that’s really hot,” she said. “Swallow it, baby.”

I swallowed his cum and opened my mouth again. Piper sat down on it. I pushed my tongue inside her. The taste I’d experienced while licking her panties was nothing compared to the taste of having my tongue inside her. It had been long enough that I’d forgotten just how thrilling it was to clean her boyfriend’s cum out of her. Arousal surged through my entire body. It was most potent between my legs, but I felt it everywhere. My senses were heightened. I felt more alive. When Piper leaned back and caressed my legs it felt fantastic. When she touched my cock it was like pleasure exploded from my loins and reverberated outwards.

“Fuck, Joel, baby, clean my pussy. Clean my messy pussy. Clean my boyfriend’s cum out of me.”

She knew I liked the dirty talk. She had to have known. She knew I liked dirty talk of all kinds related to my cuckolding and she was being remarkably generous in offering more of it. I moaned into her pussy, of course, and she was kind enough to stroke my dick a little, though she seemed in no hurry to make me cum.

I cleaned Piper thoroughly, bathing my tongue in another man’s cum and swallowing it all while bathing my mind in a rare kind of arousal. I also gave her an orgasm, or perhaps it would be more accurate to say that she took one for herself by riding my face while I cleaned her. Either way, it was incredible.

When she’d finished cumming, Piper laid next to me, took my cock in her hand, and kissed me deeply as I enjoyed a handjob.

“His cum tastes good, doens’t it?” she asked after a particularly long kiss.

I nodded. I wasn’t sure that was actually true, but it was pretty hot to have that exchange with my wife. “Do you like swallowing it?”

“I do,” she answered. “And he loves that I swallow it for him.” She stroked me a little faster. “Though he also loves that you swallow it. He gets off on it, in fact. Right before he came he asked if I was going to make you eat his cum out of me.”

It’s maybe a little weird that I like how much Cal wants me to eat his cum, but I fucking love it. Piper didn’t make me eat it, of course, but I get where that’s a little bit hotter for Cal.

“Well, I love eating his cum out of you…and I’d love to add another load to your pussy right now.”

She smiled. “I know you would.” She kissed me. “But you can’t. Not tonight. Not this weekend.”

I knew the answer, but I asked, “Why not?”

Her lips brushed against my neck and she moaned. “Because I’m his this weekend. Because my pussy is his until he leaves.”

I came. My loins tensed up and I came so fucking hard. Piper moaned and stroked me slowly right through the orgasm and I felt cum spilling all over my stomach. I didn’t expect to be quite so aroused at the idea that her pussy belonged to another man for the weekend, but holy hell was it hot.

“That was amazing,” I said afterwards.

She kissed me softly, grabbed my underwear, and cleaned me up. “I’m glad I could make you feel so good.”

“You always make me feel that good.”

I got a kiss on the lips - a deep kiss - after that and then Piper got out of bed and headed for the hallway. She stopped in the doorway, turned to me, and blew me a quick kiss.

“How would you feel about going out for a late breakfast tomorrow before Cal and I leave?” she asked. “There’s a place a few towns over where I think we’d be pretty certain not to run into anyone we know.”

“Would you be his girlfriend at this breakfast?”

“That would be the plan. Sitting next to him. Kissing him. Holding his hand. Maybe a little teasing under the table. Would you enjoy being…well, I guess being the third wheel for a little bit?”

I nodded. “I think I would. If you feel pretty confident that we’re not going to run into anyone we know, I’m up for it.”

“I’m confident enough that I’m willing to take the risk.”

“Then so am I.”

She blew me a kiss and walked away as I grabbed the pillow from the floor, put it behind my head, and smiled at the idea of having breakfast with my wife and her boyfriend. I could absolutely see being all kinds of aroused by the time breakfast was over. It would be a fairly unique experience, too.

Oh, and in case you didn’t pick up on it, our vacation plan included Piper and Cal spending a night alone in the rental house before I joined them.

So I’ll tell you about that breakfast and that first night - or my experience of it, at least - the next time I write. See you then.

Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 21 (Patreon)

I wasn’t entirely sure about going to breakfast with Piper and Cal. I’d said I was, but in truth, I was nervous.

I didn’t need to be, as it turned out. It was both thrilling and quite pleasant. First, I learned that Cal’s a pretty great guy. I mean, I’ve talked a lot about the sex he and Piper have, but obviously she’s been dating him for months - and really dating him - so of course he’s a good guy. He’s charming and smart and he has a good sense of humor and I could totally see why my wife had fallen in love with him.

Second, it was really obvious at breakfast that my wife was in love with him. She’d basically chosen to play the part of his girlfriend - and not my wife - and so it was a lot like sitting across from a genuine couple at a restaurant, only I was in a cuckold headspace and watching my wife laugh with her boyfriend, kiss him, caress his leg under the table for a few moments, share food with him, etc.

Like I said, it was thrilling and quite pleasant. We all drove in the same car and we’d gone a fair distance to find a place where there was a good chance no one we knew would see us, so it was a fairly long ride home, which is why I offered to drive if they wanted to sit together in the backseat.

They took me up on that offer. I think Piper had a sense of what I was hoping would happen, which is why she and Cal were making out no more than five minutes into the drive. They fooled around for a while and then I heard the distinct sound of a zipper being lowered. A blowjob followed, of course.

My wife gave that blowjob. She gave her boyfriend a blowjob in the backseat of our car while I drove them back to our house. Holy shit. It was so much hotter than I thought it would be. I was hard and I hadn’t even touched myself. The sounds of the blowjob were more than enough to get me tremendously excited to the point that I was leaking precum.

They didn’t stop there, though. They went all the way with it. Piper took off her panties and straddled him. She asked me to please stay safe as she was no longer buckled up. Then she took her boyfriend’s cock inside her and rode him.

I got harder, obviously. A lot harder. I kept both hands on the wheel and both eyes facing forward, though. I had no interest in an accident on a small New England road.

If you ever get a chance, I’d recommend you drive your wife and her boyfriend around as they fuck. It’s an experience unlike any other. There’s the sounds of sex. There’s the moaning. There’s the idea that you’re basically a chauffeur while your wife is getting laid in the backseat. There’s her experiencing this beautiful connection with her boyfriend while you’re holding the steering wheel. There’s also the idea of being so close to the sex but not being able to see it. It’s all just sound and imagination.

They came together, which was also amazingly hot. They had unprotected sex, of course. I heard my wife tell her boyfriend to cum inside her, which I think was the moment where my cock throbbed the hardest. It was incredible.

You know what was even better? That after they’d fucked, Piper told me to pull over at the next gas station. I did so and she had Cal take over the driving. She then invited me into the backseat so I could clean her pussy, which was amazing.

I felt every bit like a cuckold in that moment. The guy that had fucked my wife was now driving my car while I was busy cleaning his cum out of her pussy. That’s what made it hot, though. It should be obvious at this point, but if it’s not, I love being a cuckold. I absolutely adore it. It gets me off like nothing else and I was hard as a rock cleaning her pussy.

When I’d finished, Piper climbed into the front seat and I stayed in back for the rest of the way home, which was only about fifteen minutes. After we got home they set about packing the rest of their stuff for the weekend rental while I offered what help I could.

At one point Piper and I got a moment alone and she asked me if I wanted a handjob. She said she felt bad that I didn’t get to cum in the car while she and Cal did. I kissed her, told her I loved her, and said that I’d be okay with not cumming. She asked again just to make sure that I was actually okay and I considered taking the handjob. I kind of liked the idea of not cumming, though, so I passed on it.

They packed up pretty quickly and then Piper gave me a long hug and a deep kiss before she and her boyfriend got in her car and headed to the coast for a night together.

I definitely felt a little sad when they left. I was alone in the house, after all. Then I thought about how I’d be driving to the coast tomorrow, how I’d get to join them for a weekend where I played the third wheel for most of the time, though Piper had promised that she would take care of me and I had no doubt that she would.

I busied myself around the house for the rest of the day - it was actually a Friday, but I took the day off - and I went out to dinner with a couple of friends.

I did get a handful of texts from Piper. She let me know when they arrived. She sent me a picture of their stuff in what she called ‘their room,’ which I found thrilling, mostly because it was confirmation that I’d be sleeping alone in the rental house. I liked that, of course. Piper had a few short days with her boyfriend so of course I was going to sleep in the second bedroom.

She did treat me to a selfie of her in the lingerie she’d bought special for the trip. I’d gone shopping with her, but she hadn’t let me see the lingerie on her. It looked spectacular, obviously. It was pink and lacy and it really did make her body look stunningly hot, which is exactly what lingerie should do.

Then, to my absolute delight, I got a picture of Piper taking Cal’s cock from behind. They looked to be in bed and he’d obviously taken the picture.

“He fucked me in every position tonight,” she said. “It was incredible. He came in my pussy twice. He’s got such stamina!”

Yes, I jerked off to that picture and that text. I masturbated while thinking of my wife having sex in that lingerie and I came really, really fucking hard. I even thought about jerking off again before bed, but I figured I’d be cumming again the next day, so I abstained.

I’d agreed that I would give Piper and Cal a good portion of Saturday together, so I didn’t arrive at the rental house until close to 5 p.m. I got inside and found them cuddled up on the couch. They were under a blanket and it appeared as though they were both naked.

“Hey, honey,” Piper said. “I’m so glad you’re here.”

I stared for a few seconds and imagined them fucking on the couch. It was well positioned to have a view out the sliding door that led to the backyard, which meant they might have fucked with an ocean view. Oh, yeah, the house was right on the water, which made it all the more romantic, especially since there was a huge back deck with a big table for dining. There were stairs down to a grassy area with chairs where you could watch the ocean.

Before I could say anything, Piper slipped out from under the blanket. Her lithe body was fully naked - as I suspected - and her hair was a mess in the way it often is when a woman gets fucked in missionary. She smiled and walked towards me as I stood at the entrance to the living room with my suitcase by my side.

“Let me show you your room,” she said.

I followed my naked wife with my suitcase rolling behind me.

“Our bedroom is the next door down,” Piper said before opening the door to a small bedroom with a lovely ocean view out the sizable windows. “And this is your room. There’s another one on the other side of the house, but I figured you’d enjoy being close to us.”

“You figured correctly,” I said.

Piper smiled and stepped into my arms. There’s something strangely arousing about kissing your naked wife while you’re fully clothed, especially when you know that she has no intention of having you take your clothes off. I wasn’t at all sure if I was going to have sex with her that weekend, but I suspected that wouldn’t be the case and I had no problem with that.

“It was really hot to see you on the couch like that. Naked and cuddled up with your boyfriend.”

Piper smiled and kissed my neck. “If you’d come half an hour earlier, you would have seen us having sex. Well, making love, actually.”

I groaned and my cock surged. There’s just something about the implications of that phrase. I know she meant they were having a slower, more connected kind of sex. That they were taking their time and reveling in the pleasure of doing the thing that people do when they feel that beautiful convergence of love and lust.

She rested her forehead against mine and softly said, “You like that he makes love to me sometimes, don’t you?”

“I do.”

“I do too. I love it, actually. It’s different than getting fucked, though of course I love that too. I mean, obviously. I got fucked this morning and he made love to me this afternoon, so I got everything today.”

She kissed me softly and added, “Well, not everything.”

“No?”

“I’d love it if my husband licked my boyfriend’s cum out of me. Some of it has already leaked out, but there’s still quite a lot inside me and I’d love for you to make love to me with your tongue, Joel.”

She backed up and fell into the bed. I kicked my shoes off and crawled between her legs. I put my tongue inside her and tasted Cal’s cum. Piper ran her fingers through my hair and even caressed my face a little. It was like I was making love to her with my tongue. It was slow and I probed deep inside her. I took my time and she moaned softly. I licked her clit a bit, too, and each time my tongue made contact she closed her eyes and let out a beautiful noise.

Eventually I made her cum. I did so only after I’d licked every bit of cum I could find out of her pussy. I did so while my cock throbbed as it pressed into the bed. I actually moved my hips a little bit to generate some friction down there and it proved to be remarkably arousing.

“Come here,” she said after I’d made her cum. “Kiss me.”

I crawled on top of her naked body. I kissed her softly. She parted her lips and our tongues entwined. Her fingers danced through the hair on the back of my head and she ran her other hand down my back and grabbed my ass. Piper spread her legs and wrapped them around me. I pressed my crotch against hers and moved my hips slowly. I knew I wouldn’t be invited to fuck her, but we were kissing deeply and she’d spread her legs, so I took the opportunity to enjoy that blissful friction.

“Thank you for the orgasm,” she said. “And thank you for cleaning me.”

“It was my pleasure.”

“If it’s okay with you, I’m going to go back to my boyfriend now,” she said with a smile.

My dick twitched as I climbed off of her. She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and then walked out of the room as I stared at her utterly perfect ass.

Once Piper was gone I unpacked, figured out which bathroom I’d be using, and ran to the car for the bottle of champagne I’d forgotten. I popped it in the refrigerator and saw that Cal and Piper were still cuddled up under the blanket and that they still appeared to be naked. Her body was pressed tightly against his and she looked like a woman enjoying some wonderfully intimate time with her boyfriend. It might not surprise you to hear that I got really turned on witnessing that.

“Joel, come sit with us,” Cal called out.

I made my way to the living room and sat on the armchair opposite the couch. I had a perfect view of my wife and her boyfriend and Piper was kind enough to offer a handful of sensual kisses against Cal’s neck the moment I sat down, no doubt for my benefit as well as his.

“So, Piper and I were talking while you were getting unpacked,” Cal began, “and I suggested - and you’re totally free to say no to anything like this - but I suggested that maybe you join us for a threesome of sorts.”

Piper pulled the blanket down a little and ran her fingers over Cal’s chest. She kissed his neck again and I was fairly certain she was making it clear that she was fully on board with the idea of a threesome.

“I mean, that sounds amazing,” I said. “If Piper’s comfortable with it.”

“I am,” she said. “I’m kind of annoyed that I never thought of it, honestly, because the moment Cal suggested it I got excited. I mean, getting to have the two men that I love at the same time? That sounds really hot.”

“We were thinking tomorrow night for that,” Cal said. “We all have dinner together. We have that champagne. We all go to the bedroom. We let the night unfold however it’s going to unfold. I mean, I just figured that we might not get another chance at something like this and if Piper was on board that I should at least ask you about it.”

“I’m glad you did,” I said as my head spun with possibilities. I mean, I’d honestly never considered a threesome either, but the idea sounded like it had the potential to be amazing, especially if Piper was genuinely on board, and it certainly sounded like she was.

“Well then, I guess we’ll have a threesome tomorrow,” Piper said. “And, if I’m being honest, I’m already more than a little excited about it.”

Cal kissed her neck and Piper turned her head towards me. She smiled and ran her fingers through her boyfriend’s hair. It seemed impossible that she could be turned on again after I’d just given her an orgasm, but Piper is clearly a more sexual woman than I’d ever given her credit for.

“I think Cal’s a little bit excited, too,” she said as I watched her hand quite clearly stroke her boyfriend’s cock under the blanket.

I figured I might as well join in, so I stroked myself through my pants. I hadn’t cum that day so it really didn’t take long for me to get rock hard.

“What about a little preview?” Piper asked.

“What did you have in mind?” her boyfriend said.

She pulled the blanket back and revealed that Cal was fully erect. His cock head looked a bit shiny, too, like he’d been leaking precum. She got up off the couch and sauntered towards me. She stopped between my legs, bent over, and put her hands on my knees.

Then Piper looked back at Cal and said, “How about you fuck me from behind while I rest my hands on my husband’s knees?”

Cal popped up off the couch and strode across the living room. He spit in his hand to lube his cock and then slipped inside Piper from behind. She smiled at me and moaned as he began to thrust.

“His cock feels so good inside me,” she said. “He’s so deep. He always goes so deep in my pussy.”

I put my hands over hers. Our fingers entwined on my knees. I was holding my wife’s hands as her boyfriend fucked her. I was in cuckold heaven. If this was just a small preview of the threesome - which I assumed would include me fucking her - it was a perfect way to get me excited for it.

Piper ran one of her hands up my leg. She found my cock and stroked me through my jeans as Cal fucked her. He’d picked up the pace, too, and I was mesmerized by the way her breasts swayed with every thrust.

She took a few small steps forward and Cal moved with her before resuming his long, deep, hard thrusts. I leaned forward and kissed Piper. Her lips pressed hard against mine with every thrust from her boyfriend, but that somehow made the kissing even hotter.

“Take your cock out,” she said.

I got my pants and underwear down to my ankles and Piper wrapped her fingers around my cock. She stroked me in time with her boyfriend’s thrusts. Cal was fucking her even harder at that point. I reached up to play with her breasts as he fucked her. She stroked my cock and we kissed a little. I’m pretty sure I was about as turned on as I’d ever been at that point.

“I want you to cum as he cums inside me, Joel.”

I nodded. It was about all I could manage at that point.

Cal put a hand on Piper’s shoulder for better leverage and he fucked her harder. Her mouth opened, her eyes closed, and it took a few seconds before she let out this long, slow, steady moan of pleasure as she got pounded. It was the kind of doggystyle sex where it looks a little like she’s not entirely enjoying it, but Piper came and she came hard, so it was impossible to argue that she wasn’t enjoying it.

Cal came soon after giving her an orgasm in standing doggystyle - no small accomplishment, by the way - and she then stroked me to a fucking fantastic climax. It was the first time I’d cum at the same time as her boyfriend and it was a genuinely unique experience, though there was a chance we’d be repeating it the next night.

Cal pulled out and Piper collapsed on top of me. I saw him smiling before he walked away and gave his cock a quick wash in the kitchen sink.

“That was amazing,” I said. “And if you’re really up for the threesome, then so am I.”

She smiled. “Oh, I’m up for it. I’m eager for it. Truly. I got wet the moment Cal mentioned it, so I’m absolutely up for it.”

That settled it. We were having a threesome. A much more involved threesome than the scene I’d just described. I’ll tell you about it soon.

Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 22 (Patreon)

Most people don’t want to feel like the third wheel. Cuckolds are different, of course, but I’d imagine there are even cucks that don’t enjoy feeling like the third wheel out in the world (in the bedroom is different, of course).

It’s a unique experience to watch your wife act like another man’s girlfriend. To see her holding his hand. To see her step into his arms for a long hug. To see her smile when he kisses her on the cheek. To see her look at him with a flash of lust in her eyes when he grabs her ass through the tight, thin material of her leggings. I’ll bet not every cuckold is into that part of this kind of relationship because that part actually inspires the greatest sense of jealousy and angst, at least in my experience.

I like it, though. In fact, I love it. I feel the angst, of course, but it turns me on. I like that it affirms that my wife is in love with another man. I like that it affirms the entirety of the cuckold experience. I’d probably like it less if I was worried about Piper leaving me for Joel or if Piper and I never had sex of any kind, but none of that is part of our cuckold relationship so I don’t have to think about it. I can just enjoy the bliss of living out my fantasy in a pretty great way.

I mention all of that because I spent a good portion of our Sunday at the rental house on the coast - the little house Piper and Cal rented for a romantic weekend getaway - as the third wheel.

We went out to breakfast together and they fully embraced being a couple as they sat next to each other. The waitress told them they were a cute couple. They both smiled and thanked her. My dick damn near got hard as I watched.

After breakfast we went for a hike together. Piper put on those leggings. It was a long hike so they didn’t ignore me the whole time, but there were also lots of moments where they were a couple. Cal put his arm around her when we reached a view point. She put her arm around him. He told he loved her and she affirmed her love for him before they shared a deep kiss. They held hands at several points during the hike. I got some attention too - again, it was a long hike - in large part because Piper is sensitive enough to understand that I might be worried at witnessing such affection between them.

I should also point out that there’s pleasure for me in the simple moments, like when we had a snack on the hike. Piper and Cal sat on a log while I sat on a rock across from them. We talked about the most normal stuff in the world, but I was also a husband sitting there while his wife and her boyfriend sat next to each other like a couple. There was nothing sexual about it, but it was erotic for me. That’s part of why I love the cuckold fantasy, though. There’s eroticism to be found even in those incredibly simple moments.

After the hike it was decided that we would shower and that the threesome would begin once we’d washed off the sweat. Piper then took Cal’s hand and led him into the master bathroom. I watched them kiss as they stripped each other naked. I watched her stroke Cal’s cock while he turned on the shower. I watched them kiss again before they shut the bathroom door.

I felt a little jealous that they were getting started on the sexual play before I got involved, but there was nothing to be done about that. Instead, I went to my bathroom, got undressed, and showered as I slowly stroked my cock and thought about my wife and her boyfriend.

I couldn’t help but picture Piper on her knees in the shower. I saw her soft lips wrapped around her boyfriend’s stiff cock. I saw her offering him oral pleasure while he leaned against the wall and looked down at her. There’s no guarantee they were doing anything other than some gentle touching and kissing while they washed off the sweat and dirt of the hike, but I couldn’t stop my brain from picturing a blowjob because that turned me on.

I finished showering faster than they did, which is no surprise. I dried off, put on a pair of boxers and a t-shirt - I’m not really sure how you dress for a threesome - and then waited alone in my bedroom.

Ten minutes passed before I heard them step out of the master bathroom. I was tempted to rush right to the bedroom, but I gave it a few minutes. It wasn’t until I heard Cal moan that I got up and made my way to the bedroom my wife and her boyfriend were sharing on their weekend getaway.

I saw Cal sitting at the foot of the bed. Piper was on her knees between his legs. They were both naked, of course. Her hair was still damp and her skin looked dewy. Her lips moved up and down his impressively long shaft and her fingers followed suit. She had his balls in her other hand and was gently playing with them.

“Fuck, Piper…that feels so good.”

Cal ran his fingers through her hair and then looked at me. It was an odd experience to make eye contact with him while my wife sucked his cock, and yet there was something intoxicating about it.

“Joel, baby, I want to feel your lips on my neck. I want to feel your hands on my breasts. Come, join us,” Piper said.

I saw her smiling at me with her fingers around the base of Cal’s cock, which was slick with her saliva. She kept one eye on my while leaning forward and kissing his shaft. I stepped into the room, stripped out of my clothes - they were naked so I figured I might as well be - and then dropped to my knees behind her.

I took Piper’s breasts in my hands as she took Cal’s cock in her mouth once more. He moaned and closed his eyes while she gently fellated him. I kissed the back of her neck and shoulder. She moaned and I let a hand drift between her legs. My fingers slipped inside her and I buried them in the remarkable heat and wetness of her pussy.

Cal’s cock popped free from her mouth and Piper stroked him as she turned her head. Our lips met and her tongue slipped into my mouth. I inched my hips forward and the top of my cock rubbed against her pussy lips as I fingered her.

“Mmm, there’s something so hot about watching you kiss him right after my cock has been in your mouth,” Cal said.

Piper looked up at him and I couldn’t help but do the same thing. The lust on his face made it seem like he meant every word he’d said. She crawled a bit closer and took him in her mouth again. I inched closer to keep my body pressed against hers. My stiff cock continued to rub over her pussy lips, though the angle wasn’t quite right for me to slip inside her. Still, I could reach down and press my fingers against the underside of my dick to guide just a bit of the head inside her.

Piper then swallowed almost all of Cal’s cock. He threw his head back and moaned, likely at the pleasure of her throat tightening around the head of his dick. She held him in her mouth like that for a handful of seconds before pulling back and quickly gasping for air.

Cal’s face was awash in pleasure when he looked down at her. “Kiss your husband,” he said.

Piper turned her head. She lifted her hips and arched her back. She reached down, moved my fingers out of the way, and guided my cock inside her. I couldn’t fully penetrate her from that angle, but half my cock was inside her and it was astonishing.

“Slow,” she whispered as I began to thrust.

Then her lips met mine. The kiss was messier. The deepthroating had brought up plenty of saliva and as her tongue entered my mouth, she shared some of it with me. I moaned as I moved in and out of her pussy and I heard her stroking Cal’s cock. Piper moaned too, of course.

Cal stood as our kiss ended. Piper looked up at him and I did the same. Our cheeks were damn near pressed together as admired the underside of her boyfriend’s cock.

He stroked himself and the sound of it - his dick was wet with her saliva - proved far more enticing than I would have imagined possible. Cal positioned himself so his balls were right over Piper’s mouth. He then shifted his hips and his cock - the upper part of his shaft, really - hovered over my mouth.

Piper took his balls in her mouth. She sucked like her boyfriend absolutely wanted her to. He moaned and began to stroke the head and the upper part of his shaft. It was close enough that his knuckles brushed over my lips a few times.

I stuck out my tongue. I licked his knuckles. It felt strangely exciting to do so. Cal stopped stroking and removed his hand from his shaft. I kept licking. I licked his cock. I moved my tongue all over any part of his cock I could reach. I was mostly tending to the underside of his shaft, but holy shit was it exciting. It was…I don’t know, naughty or wild or whatever. It just felt really fucking good. My dick was hard as a fucking rock as I did it, too. Hard in that way that really only happens when you’ve reached a new level of arousal.

The fact that I was inside my wife and playing with her tits while doing it - and that she was sucking her boyfriend’s balls while I did it - only made the whole thing that much more exciting.

Cal then stepped back. He took his cock in his hand and looked down at me. He shifted a little to the side until his cock head was right in front of my mouth. I felt Piper’s lips on my neck. She moaned softly.

Cal inched forward. The plump head of his cock rubbed over my lips and coated them in precum. My heart pounded as hard as it ever had.

Then I parted my lips. Cal pushed his cock into my mouth. I sucked on the head. I moved my tongue around it. He pushed a little deeper and then pulled out until only the very tip remained in my mouth.

Cal smiled, put a hand on the back of my head, and began to slowly thrust in and out of my mouth. I was inside my wife’s pussy - though I’d stopped thrusting by that point - and I had another man’s cock in my mouth. It was the most intensely erotic moment of my life and based on the way Piper was moaning she was entirely on board with me taking a very distinct step into bisexual territory.

Piper kissed me - and deeply so - the moment Cal pulled out of my mouth. He then directed his cock into her mouth once more and she throated him almost instantly. We shared yet another kiss - this one kind of messy - and then she stood, kissed her boyfriend, and had him sit on the edge of the bed.

Piper climbed into his lap, guided his cock inside her, and sat down on it as I watched from my knees. I stared up at her perfect ass cheeks, at her exposed and lovely asshole, and at her pussy lips as they opened around her boyfriend’s cock. Almost all of him was inside her as they kissed deeply.

Cal then grabbed her ass and helped Piper ride him slowly. I watched in utter awe as I felt her pussy juices drying on my cock. I was awash in desire, too, and it made me want to do more than simply watch.

That’s why I crawled closer and licked my wife’s asshole. She moaned the moment my tongue made contact and then I heard her kiss Cal. She started riding him faster, too. I had to move my head up and down in time with her bouncing to ensure that I could keep licking her asshole - and I wasn’t perfect about it - but there was something so exciting about adding a little extra to their sex, just like a good cuckold should.

Eventually my neck started to hurt from all the up and down action, so I moved back to watching. I didn’t stay that way for long, though. I’d already had Cal’s cock in my mouth so suddenly it didn’t seem that strange to have his balls in my mouth. In fact, it sounded exciting. So I leaned in and took one between my lips.

I sucked his balls while my wife rode him. I sucked another man’s balls while he was inside my wife’s pussy. I was so turned on I didn’t dare touch my cock while I did it. I was far too worried that I’d cum.

“Oh, fuck,” Cal said.

“Is he helping?” Piper asked.

Cal moaned. “He’s sucking my balls. It feels so fucking good.”

Piper moaned too and then she kissed her boyfriend and rode him even faster and harder.

She came while I had Cal’s balls in my mouth. My wife came on his cock while I was sucking his balls and doing so with a painfully throbbing erection of my own. It was fucking fantastic.

I relented on the ball sucking as she climaxed. I placed my tongue over her asshole and massaged it gently. She moaned while kissing him and I gave my dick a few gentle strokes to enjoy the intense pleasure that comes from masturbating when you’re so aroused you feel like you might lose your damn mind.

Piper climbed off of Cal and moved behind him. She wrapped her arms around his torso, kissed his neck, and took his cock in her hand. She gave it a few strokes and then looked down at me.

“Taste me,” she said.

I knew what she meant. I don’t know if she was saying it because she was turned on at the idea of me blowing her boyfriend or if she knew it would turn me on and it doesn’t really matter. I went for it. It was a fucking turn on, too.

I took him in my mouth. I gave him a blowjob while she kissed his neck. Their lips met as he turned his head. She made out with her boyfriend while I gave him head. It was fucking insane. It was not something I’d really ever imagined would happen and yet it was absolutely happening while I was really, really fucking turned on.

“I’m still really turned on,” Piper said. “Watching him do that…it’s really hot. I need you to fuck me, Cal. I need you to fuck me again.”

I pulled off his cock and watched as they moved into missionary. I remained on my knees on the floor. I watched Piper’s pussy take her boyfriend’s cock once more. I watched them fuck in missionary position. It was not slow, gentle lovemaking. It was hard and fast fucking. It was the pursuit of pleasure without any desire to take it slow.

They came together. Cal buried every inch inside her and I watched his balls bounce a little in their sack as he came in her pussy. I watched her lips spasm around his cock. I watched her thighs tremble and her toes curl.

Afterwards I moved to the side of the bed and watched them kiss for a bit. I heard them declare their love for each other. I felt that incredible blend of angst and pleasure as they uttered those beautiful words.

Cal then pulled out and rolled onto his side next to her. Piper turned to me and extended her hand. I took it and crawled into the bed. She spread her legs and I got on top of her. I slipped inside her wet, stretched out pussy.

She smiled at me as I began to thrust. She turned to Cal and he rolled closer and kissed her while I was inside her. I moved in and out of her pussy while watching their tongues entwine from no more than a foot away. Cal took one of her breasts in his hand and expertly worked her flesh as she moaned into his mouth.

There wasn’t much friction as I fucked her, but the notion that I was thrusting my cock into the pussy that another man had just filled with his seed more than made up for the lack of direct physical stimulation. Add in the fact that they were kissing so deeply - and romantically, honestly - while I was on top of my wife and inside her and I was right on the edge of an orgasm without much effort.

“I love you, Piper,” Cal said softly.

“I love you too, Cal.”

That’s the moment I came inside her. She was staring into her boyfriend’s eyes and declaring her love for him and I buried my dick inside her and experienced one of the most pleasurable orgasms of my life.

Piper turned to me as I spilled my load inside her. She smiled and caressed my face. As soon as I’d come down from the height of pleasure - a great height in this case - she smiled and said, “I love you, Joel. I love you madly.”

“I love you too, Piper.”

She pulled my lips to hers and wrapped her arms and legs around me as we kissed. It was a long, slow, deep kiss. It was a loving, connected, incredible, perfect kiss.

Afterwards, she caressed my face once more and said, “We’re just getting started with our little threesome. There’s so much more I want to do with my men.”

That was very, very good news.

“How would feel about cleaning me?” she asked softly.

It’s nowhere near as exciting to clean her pussy after I’ve had my orgasm, of course - I’m sure the cuckolds reading this know that - but it was actually exciting to hear her ask it. I liked that it was an ideal way of making it clear which of the two men in the room was the cuckold, as Cal absolutely wouldn’t have been willing to lick any cum out of her pussy. I was, though.

“I’d love to clean you,” I answered.

I pulled out, kissed my way down her body, and plunged my tongue inside her. Cal then moved closer and they kissed deeply. I watched while licking the combined loads from her pussy and I felt my arousal stirring - gently stirring, but stirring - once more. I couldn’t have been more excited that our threesome was going to extend far beyond one orgasm for everyone and I was open to it taking just about any shape as the night wore on.

Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 23 (Patreon)

“Can we talk about something?”

It was a few weeks before Halloween when Piper popped that particular question. We’d just finished a movie and I’d reached for the wine glasses on the coffee table to clear them away. I set them back down as soon as she uttered her question, though, and I couldn’t help but feel a touch of anxiety. You can’t blame me, right? I mean, how many good conversations start with a question like that?

“Absolutely,” I said while trying my best to hide my nervousness.

Piper took my hand and squeezed it gently. “Cal’s company is opening a Boston office.”

“Oh, really.”

She nodded. “He’s been offered a position. It’s a promotion, actually. He’ll start out in charge of staffing up the office and then he’ll be in a management role.”

“Is he going to take it?” I asked.

“That’s what I wanted to talk about.”

Piper smiled and it seemed obvious that she was excited about the prospect of her boyfriend moving much closer. For a moment I considered trying to initiate some sort of sexual interaction, but it seemed like the wrong time.

“You want him to take the job in Boston, don’t you?” I asked.

She looked down, squeezed my hand, and then smiled as her eyes met mine once more. “I do. But I also want you to be happy, Joel, and I know that it would be a big change for Cal to be so close by.”

“I assume he wants to take the job?”

She nodded.

“So he can be closer to his girlfriend.”

Piper nodded again and my mind immediately jumped to the sexual implications of Cal living close by. I’d be cuckolded a great deal more often. Piper would probably spend a great deal more time with her boyfriend, though that was no guarantee. There was every chance that she’d see him more often but not actually spend more total time with him if she was just driving into the city for a night, even if she saw him once a week.

“I know it’s been a while since Cal visited and we all went to the coast,” Piper began, “but he’s talked about how much he enjoyed that. How much he enjoyed…well, the fun we had together that weekend.”

She was talking about the fact that I’d indulged in my first - and only - bisexual encounter by joining Piper in giving Cal a blowjob. I hadn’t seen Cal since that weekend, but the fact that I’d taken his cock in my mouth had come up quite often. The truth was, I enjoyed it. It was a turn on to suck the cock of the man that fucked my wife a little better than I do (maybe more than a little better, as Piper isn’t always clear about the truth on that matter).

“You’ve talked to him about the fact that I…”

I trailed off but Piper leaned in, kissed my neck, and said, “The fact that you sucked his cock, baby. Yes, we’ve talked about that. You’re not the only one that’s still turned on by that.”

I was turned on by it. Piper knew that because I tended to cum exceptionally hard every time she brought it up. It’s not like she talked about it every time we fooled around - we didn’t talk about Cal every time we had sex, actually - but it came up often enough because she knew it packed a powerful erotic punch for me.

In fact, I got hard as she kissed my neck and mentioned it. Piper’s hand found its way between my legs and she stroked me through my jeans while moaning.

“It turns me on too,” she whispered. “I’m sure you know that.”

I did, as Piper tended to cum hard whenever we talked about the fact that I’d sucked her boyfriend’s dick.

“The last time I went to visit Cal I gave him a handjob while whispering to him about my cocksucking husband,” she said.

I’ll be honest, I came pretty close to cumming in my pants when she said that. There’s a part of me that still struggles with the fact that I gave a blowjob - or, more accurately, struggles with the fact that it turns me on so much that I gave a blowjob - but cuckolding can be that way.

“You did?” I asked.

She smiled. “The cuckolding dynamic turns him on, Joel. He likes that my husband sucked his cock. He likes that my husband is eager to get between my legs to lick another man’s cum out of me. He likes that he tends to fuck me better than you do. It’s actually part of why he wants to move here. He wants to see me more often. He wants to experience that pleasure more often. The longer we’ve been together the more it all turns him on.”

“What about you?”

“The same is true for me. I honestly wasn’t sure about any of this when it all started, but now I love it. Now it turns me on like nothing else ever has. I get to be in love with two men. I get to experience things that very few women get to experience. I know most women wouldn’t enjoy it, but it really turns me on when you crawl between my legs and lick Cal’s cum from my pussy, and I swear I tingled from head to toe when you sucked his dick with me, baby.”

We kissed deeply. It was intense. She lowered my zipper. I undid my belt. My pants were on the floor soon after. Piper stripped out of her leggings and got on top of me. We kissed and I felt her wetness through the thin material of her panties.

Soon enough she’d pulled her underwear aside and I was inside her. She rocked back and forth on my cock while I took off her shirt and bra and grasped her breasts.

“If Cal moves here…would I be…would I join you guys more often?” I asked.

Piper slowed her hips, tilted my head back, and kissed me deeply. “Would you like that?” she whispered.

I nodded.

She began to bounce on my cock in a slow, stunningly seductive manner. “Would you get on your knees for him again?” she asked. “Would you get on your knees with me so we could both pleasure my boyfriend’s big cock?”

It was a good thing she was riding me slowly because I was already close to an orgasm. “Yes. I’d…I’d get on my knees with you. I’d pleasure your boyfriend’s cock with you.”

She was genuinely turned on. Her nipples were rock hard and her pussy felt wetter than usual. I still couldn’t fully wrap my head around the notion that my wife was turned on at the idea of me sucking cock with her, but it was true and I fucking loved it.

“Will you suck his big balls while I suck his cock?”

“Yes.”

“Will you suck one of his balls while I suck on the other?”

“Fuck…yes.”

“I love that you want to show your appreciation for him, Joel. That you want to show how appreciative you are of the other man in my life.”

I’d never really thought about it that way, but there was something to that notion. In fact, that might have been at the heart of my desire to go down on Joel, to pleasure him even though the idea of sucking a man’s cock wasn’t the slightest bit attractive to me on a very basic level. I did appreciate him and there was something thrilling about showing that appreciation in a decidedly kinky, out-of-character kind of way.

“I could…I could suck his balls while you ride him,” I offered. “Right here on the couch, maybe.”

She smiled and rode me faster. “Yeah? You’d do that? You’d suck my boyfriend’s big balls while I rode his beautiful cock? You’d help him cum inside me? You’d help him cum in my pussy and then you’d lick up his load?”

I nodded as I felt my orgasm building. “Piper, I’m close.”

She leaned forward and directed one of her nipples to my mouth. I took it between my lips, sucked hard, and then flicked my tongue back and forth over it.

“Cum inside me, Joel.”

We came together. I moaned with her breast still in my mouth. I grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard as she sat down and gently moved her hips back and forth, bathing my cock in her juices and offering her clit a little extra stimulation as her body trembled with the same kind of pleasure I was feeling.

“Well, that was amazing,” she said.

I laughed. “It really was.”

We shared a remarkably long, slow kiss as I remained stiff inside her.

“I need more,” she said. “Let’s go to the bedroom. I want you to fuck me again, and again after that if you can.”

We did end up fucking twice more that night. It was incredible, honestly.

We talked more about Cal moving to Boston, too. We didn’t make a decision that night, but a few days later we agreed that we were both in support of him taking the new job and moving a lot closer to his girlfriend.

–

Cal moved to Boston in the first week of November. Piper and I helped him move in, of course. He’d shipped most of his stuff across the country and he moved a few days before its arrival to shop for furniture, most of which he opted to buy new as it was very nearly the same cost as shipping the old stuff.

Piper volunteered to go furniture shopping with him. It was, after all, the sort of thing a woman would do with her boyfriend. I felt a rather remarkable level of jealousy when she announced that’s what she was doing. I think it was the first moment that things felt different than they’d been when it was a long distance arrangement.

Piper left early in the morning. She wore a dress and a pair of knee high leather boots with three inch heels, which seemed far sexier than most women would dress for furniture shopping. That made me a little jealous, but it turned me on, too.

I got a few texts from her, but mostly I was very much like a single man that day. I met up with some friends for brunch, went home to rake the last of the fall leaves from our lawn, watched some TV, and ordered takeout for dinner.

Piper got home late. It was after 10 p.m. I was lying on the couch when she walked in and flashed a beautiful smile. She looked really good in her dress and boots. Really, really good.

“Did you have a good day?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded. “I think I’m really going to enjoy the fact that my boyfriend lives in Boston instead of all the way across the country.”

I felt that same twinge of jealousy. “Yeah?”

She reached back and unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor and I was surprised to see that the bra and panties she’d worn that morning were nowhere to be found.

“I figured it would be nice to have a change of underwear at my boyfriend’s house,” she said with a flirty smile. “So I left mine with Cal.”

Piper looked incredible in nothing but a pair of high heeled leather boots. Breathtaking, even.

“The panties were a little dirty with my pussy juices, but I’ll wash them next time I’m over there.”

I tossed the remote aside and stood up. Piper turned and headed for the bedroom. I ran to catch up with her and she took off at a sprint. She was in bed by the time I stepped into the room. She was on her hands and knees. She was looking back at me.

“He doesn’t have a bed yet. They delivered his couch same day, though, so that’s where he fucked me.”

I stripped and Piper smiled as she remained on her hands and knees. My dick was hard by the time my underwear hit the floor. I approached the bed and reached out to caress her ass, but she crawled forward, forcing me to crawl into the bed to get to her.

“That’s where he fucked me the first time, at least,” she said.

I ran my fingers over her ass and the small of her back. I guided the head of my cock to her pussy lips and rubbed it all around, bathing myself in her wetness. Piper pushed her hips back and I slipped inside her. I was hit with that blissful shock of warmth and wetness that comes with that first moment of penetration and I closed my eyes, grabbed her hips, and pulled back until the entirety of my cock was buried in her pussy.

“His bed is coming tomorrow,” she said. “He wants me to come back so we can christen it.”

“Are you going to go to him?”

I pulled out and slowly filled her again. Piper arched her back and moaned.

“Yes. He invited you, too. He wants you to watch as he fucks me in his bed for the first time. I told him you’d probably be willing to help put together the bed frame and move everything into place before you watched him fuck me. You don’t mind doing a little work to make your cuckolding possible, do you?”

I don’t know if it’s because I was already hugely aroused, but I found the idea thrilling. I’ll admit that there’s something humiliating about it - working to put together another man’s bed and then watching him fuck my wife in that bed - but I’m more than happy to admit that I find pleasure in that kind of erotic humiliation. Most cuckolds do, don’t they?

“I wouldn’t mind at all,” I said. “I’d be happy to help out in any way Cal wants, in fact.”

Piper leaned forward until my cock had fallen out of her. Then she spun around, pushed me onto my back, and mounted my cock. Piper pressed her hands into my chest, rode me hard for half a minute, and then lifted her hips and dragged them forward until her pussy was positioned over my mouth.

“He came inside me,” she said. “Twice. There might be a little left in there. I think you should clean it out of me before I ride you.”

Piper dropped her pussy onto my mouth. I pushed my tongue inside her. I tasted Cal’s cum. It was diluted, of course, but I could taste it. I turned me on, and when Piper leaned back and stroked my dick I moaned into her cunt.

She wasn’t on my face for long. She fed me what remained of his load and then slid back and mounted my dick once more. It felt so good inside her. It felt better knowing I’d just cleaned her.

“Cal’s looking forward to making you watch as he fucks me,” she said.

Making me watch. It was a shift in tone. I wondered if there was going to be a different approach now that Cal was living so close to us. Was he going to shift even further into enjoying his role in our triumvirate?

“I told him that he should make you suck his cock, too,” she added.

Make me. Fuck. It turned me on to hear her phrase it that way. Maybe it shouldn’t have, but it did.

“I told him you said you’d suck his balls while I rode his cock, too,” she said. “He likes the idea of you sucking his sack while he fucks your wife, Joel. He really, really likes it. He especially seemed to like the idea of you sucking his balls while he’s cumming inside me. I told him he should make you suck his dick clean right after he cums inside me, too.”

“Piper…fuck…I’m close.”

She leaned down and kissed my neck. She rode me harder. The way she was breathing made it seem like she was close to cumming, too.

“I love that you’ve gotten so into this, Joel. I love that both of my men are so into this. I honestly can’t wait to spend the day with you and Cal tomorrow. I can’t wait to have him inside me while you suck his balls. I can’t wait to have you clean his cum out of me while he’s kissing me. I can’t fucking wait!”

We came together after that. I came so fucking hard. Piper was trembling on top of me, so she came hard too.

It was all incredibly hot. So was the fun we had at Cal’s the next day. I’ll write about that soon.

Long Distance Cuckolding - Part 24 (Patreon)

I was alone in Cal’s apartment on Christmas Eve. For a few hours, at least. He and Piper were out to dinner. A romantic dinner, in fact.

The evening’s plans were Piper’s idea. She and I would go to Cal’s apartment in the city. I would wait while they went for a romantic five course dinner. When they returned, we’d all have a bit of Christmas Eve fun, including giving Cal our gift.

Piper looked resplendent when she left. She’d picked out a low cut red sweater dress that was belted at the waist and paired it with a stunning pair of thigh high faux leather boots that clung to her legs. She was walking sex appeal as far as I was concerned and the way Cal couldn’t keep his hands off of her as they left the apartment made it seem like he felt the same way.

I had a few hours to myself in Cal’s apartment. I could have watched Netflix or messed around on my phone - and I did a little of that - but I chose to be useful instead. It might sound strange, but I tidied up. I made his bed. I vacuumed. I did a bit of dusting. I cleaned expired items out of his fridge. I even did a load of laundry.

It’s among the only times in my life that doing chores has been genuinely exciting. I’d done something similar on a few occasions - like helping Cal move in while he and Piper fucked on his couch - and it had proved thrilling each time. It was a little different to be doing chores around his apartment while he wasn’t there, but I felt a low level hum of excitement the entire time.

Receiving the occasional text or picture from Piper certainly aided in my excitement. First was a shot in front of a fully decorated tree in a park near the restaurant. That one proved exciting because someone else had taken it, which meant they’d no doubt thought of Cal and Piper as a happy couple celebrating Christmas Eve. That put a smile on my face.

There was a selfie of the two of them toasting at the restaurant. They were seated on the same side of the booth like couples tend to do when they’re still completely in lust with each other.

There was also a video of them kissing at the booth. Kissing rather deeply, in fact, in the kind of way that would likely make some of the other patrons wish they’d knock it off. Unsurprisingly, it made my dick hard to watch that video and it made me want to put even more effort into cleaning up around Cal’s apartment while he was busy romancing my wife on Christmas Eve.

It started snowing a little after 8 p.m. Thankfully, the restaurant was walking distance away so Cal and Piper weren’t in any risk of a car accident. She texted me when they were on their way and I made sure to look down at the street from the window. I spotted them walking hand-in-hand down the sidewalk. I saw them stop across the street and step into each other’s arms. I saw them share a long, deep, romantic kiss like two people in love. My cock was hard as I stood at the window like a cuckold.

Piper was the first to notice that I’d done some cleaning. She and Cal both smiled as they noted my work and Piper offered a soft kiss on the cheek.

“There’s a bottle of champagne in the fridge,” she said. “Would you open it up and pour three glasses?”

I did so and Piper and Cal moved to the living room, which was now fully furnished and decorated for Christmas, including the tree that Cal and Piper had picked out in early December.

They were kissing - making out, really - when I placed their champagne glasses on the coffee table and returned to the kitchen to retrieve mine. They were still kissing when I returned once more, this time with Cal’s hand up Piper’s dress. He was rubbing her pussy through her panties, no doubt expressing his desire for my wife in a manner that she found quite pleasing, at least based on the way she was moaning into his mouth.

I sat in the armchair near the couch and they both came up for air, grabbed their champagne glasses, and raised them.

“A toast to the most amazing year of our lives,” Piper said.

Cal smiled. “A worthy toast.”

“Agreed,” I added.

We all sipped the champagne as I considered that it really had been the most amazing year of my life. I’m sure that some of you might find that an utterly mad notion, but I’m happier as a cuckold than I’ve ever been before. I even like that Cal now lives so close to us as I get to be a cuckold a great deal more often than before. Plus, Piper loves me madly and her sexual desires for me haven’t dimmed despite more frequent dalliances with Cal, though I’ll admit that he fucks her more than I do, in no small part because there’s something about being the secondary sexual partner that really turns me on.

“I have a gift for you,” Cal said to my wife. “Joel, it’s the small box under the tree. Would you mind getting it for me?”

I happily hopped to my feet, retrieved the small and expertly wrapped box, and offered it to Piper.

She smiled, set her glass down, and gently loosened the ribbon. She tore the paper and revealed what seemed to me as a jewelry box of some sort.

“Oh, Cal, it’s beautiful,” Piper said as she opened the box.

I couldn’t see what he’d gotten her, but the look on her face made it obvious that she loved it.

“Will you help me put it on?” she asked him.

Cal reached towards the box and removed what turned out to be a necklace from it. Piper turned around and pulled her hair aside so Cal could help her wear the jewelry he’d purchased for her.

When she turned back towards me I saw a sparkling stone – a diamond, as it turned out - set in what looked like a platinum flower resting against her chest. Piper smiled at her boyfriend and reached up to touch the flower.

“Our first date was in the botanical garden,” he said. “I had the necklace made to commemorate that.”

Piper looked beyond happy. Blissful, really.

Cal reached up and caressed her face. “I knew on that first date that I would fall for you, Piper. I wasn’t entirely sure I’d get the chance given your unique situation, but I’m so happy that things have unfolded the way they have. I’m so happy that I get to love you, Piper, and I love you madly. I really do.”

“Oh, Cal, I love you too.”

They shared a long embrace and then she kissed him. It started as a soft kiss with their lips pressed together. Then Piper’s parted and so did his. Then, a few seconds later, she offered her tongue. Her body had clearly communicated a desire for more than a simple kiss. She needed more and Cal was more than happy to go along with that need, perhaps because he felt the exact same desire.

“I love you so much, Piper,” he said with their foreheads gently touching.

“I love you too, Cal. I love you madly.”

I can understand that some men would have felt deeply uncomfortable in that situation. Impossibly uncomfortable, in fact. I’m not most men, though. I couldn’t have been happier. My wife deserves all the joy this world has to offer. She deserves to love and be loved by two men. She deserves to have a cuckold husband that finds it thrilling that she loves another man. She deserves to have a boyfriend that dotes on her, that desires her, that treats her like a queen. She deserves everything she desires and giving her that is a huge part of what makes me happy, as I’ve discovered since we began our cuckolding journey.

“I have a present for you,” Piper said. “Or, well, I think it’s a present. I guess it might not be.”

Cal looked a touch confused, and with good reason, as Piper was being a bit cryptic.

“Joel and I have talked about it a great deal and we’ve come to a decision.”

Cal glanced at me and then turned his attention back to Piper.

“We’d like to start a family,” she said. “And we’ve decided that we’d like you to be the father.”

Cal’s eyes went wide. “Really?”

Piper nodded. “Yes, really. I want you to get me pregnant, Cal. I want to have your baby. I know it’s a lot and it might not be how you imagined being a father, so I wouldn’t blame if you if you’re not interested or if you want to think about it, but I love you, Cal, and I want you to be a part of my life, of our lives, going forward. I want to be with you for a long, long time.”

Yes, we’d talked about it. We’d talked about it every day for weeks. We’re not unaware of the risks. We know it’s unusual. Crazy, perhaps. It’s the right choice for us, though. It feels right for so many reasons. I won’t bore you by going over all of them, but trust me that this wasn’t some spur of the moment decision driven by blinding lust.

“I don’t need to think about it,” he said with almost no hesitation. “It’s the greatest gift anyone has ever given me, Piper. Nothing would make me happier than to get you pregnant, than to help you start a family.”

Piper straddled her boyfriend on the couch and they kissed deeply. I sat back and sipped my champagne as I watched Cal lift the bottom of her sweater dress and expose her smooth, perfect ass with a red thong running between her cheeks. I watched him grasp two handfuls of her backside and squeeze hard as she moaned into his mouth.

“I’ve already gone off the pill,” Piper said. “It’s only been a handful of days so it’s not likely you’ll get me pregnant tonight, but I’d like to try. Maybe we can try several times.”

Cal smiled. “We can try as many times as you can handle.”

They kissed again. She moved her hips back and forth over his crotch, no doubt luring his cock into a turgid state. Mine was certainly hard as I watched my wife and her boyfriend make out while thinking about him getting her pregnant.

I’m not going to lie, the idea of Piper carrying Cal’s baby is arousing. I know that perhaps there’s something unhealthy about that, but I can’t help it. It’s possible there’s something unhealthy about the whole cuckold thing, but I’m not sure that’s true as long as you’re smart and sane about it, and we’re smart and sane.

“I’d like Joel to participate tonight,” she said. “Actually, I’d like him to participate as often as possible until I’m pregnant. Would you be okay with that?”

Cal looked at me and smiled. “Of course I’d be okay with that. You know I like it when your husband helps out.”

She looked over her shoulder at me and offered a smile as well. “Get naked, baby.”

I stripped as Cal and Piper continued to make out. I watched him play with her tits through the sweater dress. I watched him grope her ass. I watched her reach down to stroke his dick through his slacks.

Soon enough I was naked and I moved to my knees in front of the couch. I stared at my wife’s tight ass and listened to them kiss and moan. My dick was hard as a rock, but I kept my hand off of it. There would be plenty of time for pleasure as the evening unfolded and I was in no rush.

“Joel, baby, would you take my dress off?”

I stood and lifted Piper’s dress over her head as she remained in Cal’s lap. He took her breasts in his hands the moment they were free and leaned forward to kiss the flesh that wasn’t covered by her bra. She rolled her head back and moaned as I tossed the sweater dress aside and fell to my knees once more.

“Do you like it when Joel and I suck your cock together, Cal?” Piper asked.

“I love that. You know I love that. You know it’s so fucking hot to see you both on your knees.”

We’d done that quite a bit since Cal had moved to Boston. It was something I’d gotten more and more comfortable with and I’m pretty sure something that Cal had found increasingly pleasurable. In truth, we’d both shifted deeper into our roles as cuckold and bull/boyfriend as time went by.

Piper climbed off his lap and we helped Cal out of his shoes, socks, pants, and underwear, leaving him naked from the waist down. He stood and looked down at both of us.

“Pleasure me,” he said softly.

We went to work as we’d done many times before. We’d done it in that same spot in his apartment, in fact. Something about it felt hotter on this night, though, I think because we’d taken another step in solidifying everyone’s roles in our trio. After all, we’d just asked Cal to impregnate Piper. We’d asked him to donate his seed, to do what a husband is usually supposed to do. We hadn’t made the decision lightly, either, and it felt right to both of us that Cal should be the one to get her pregnant.

Piper and I took our time pleasuring Cal and we pleasured each other, too. I fingered her pussy. She stroked my cock. We kissed each other, almost always doing so over the head of his dick so he too could experience a bit of physical joy as our tongues entwined.

We’d take turns sucking his cock and balls. I couldn’t quite throat him, but the truth was, I was getting better at giving head. That made sense given how much practice I’d had. I found it more enjoyable the more I did it, too, mostly because nothing made me feel more like a cuckold than sucking the cock of the man my wife was dating.

Eventually, Piper stood as I sucked Cal’s cock. He put his arm around her as they both looked down at me.

“It really turns me on that you’re into being pleasured by my husband,” Piper said. “It turns me on that he gets to show his appreciation in this way.”

They kissed as Cal unhooked her bra. He played with her tits and I watched with a hint of jealousy coursing through me.

“Will you make love to me, Cal?” Piper asked softly. “Will you take me to your bed, make love to me, and fill me with your seed?”

“Nothing would make me happier.”

Piper looked down at me. “Joel, baby, take my panties off. Lick my pussy. Get me wet knowing that Cal’s going to try and get me pregnant.”

I did as she desired. I removed her panties and pressed my face between her legs. I licked her pussy feverishly, doing so with the full knowledge that her boyfriend would soon take ownership of her pussy until she was pregnant.

“I’ll likely need to see you more often,” Piper said to Cal while resting a hand on the back of my head. “After all, Joel won’t be permitted to have sex with me until I’m pregnant, and my sexual needs have grown since I met you, Cal. His cock was tending to some of them and his tongue will continue to do so, but I’ll need you more often. Do you think you’ll be able to make time for me?”

He laughed softly. “You’ll have as much of my time as you need, Piper.”

She pushed on my forehead and I leaned back and looked up at her. “Follow us to the bedroom. I want you to place his cock inside me.”

They walked hand in hand into Cal’s bedroom and I followed. Piper crawled into the bed and rolled onto her back. Cal crawled on top of her and they kissed as the head of his cock moved around her swollen pussy lips.

I waited at the side of the bed and watched with a throbbing erection. My mouth tasted of cock and pussy and my body tingled with a wondrous kind of pleasure at the momentous occasion about to unfold.

“Place him inside me,” Piper said.

I reached over, grasped Cal’s cock at the base, and guided the head inside her. He pushed his hips forward and I released his shaft and watched him fill her.

“Kiss me, Joel.”

I crawled closer as Cal lifted his body. It was awkward, but I kissed my wife deeply while another man’s cock was inside her.

“I want you to stay and watch him make love to me. I want to hold your hand as he cums inside me, Joel. I want to be connected to you as we embark on this journey.”

I smiled and backed away. I dropped to my knees by the side of the bed and watched Piper and her boyfriend share a deeply romantic kiss while he began to thrust in and out of her.

Sometimes they fuck. Sometimes they make love. The truth is, I enjoy watching both equally. They’re different, of course, but both are exceptionally beautiful and arousing to witness as a cuckold.

This, though, was the most thrilling sex I’ve ever witnessed between my wife and her boyfriend. The difference, of course, was that he intended on getting her pregnant. This lovemaking was, as Piper had said, the start of a new journey. Our lives were about to change in a significant way.

Part of the thrill for me, if I’m being honest, is that we’d all agreed - without coming right out and saying it - that Cal was going to be a bigger part of our lives. That we were bonding ourselves together forever. We’d agreed that our relationship as a trio would change, even if we didn’t know exactly how it would change.

I was also rather turned on by the idea that I wouldn’t be permitted to have sex with my wife until she was pregnant. There’s something undeniably arousing about that, if I’m being honest. Something hot enough that I couldn’t stop thinking about it as I watched them make love in his bed.

They remained in missionary as they made love. Every thrust proved thrilling to watch. I enjoyed the way they kissed, the way her hands moved over his body, the way he would shift his body to play with her tits or reach down and grab a handful of her ass, the way he’d caress her legs and the way she would sometimes wrap them around him.

When Piper offered me her hand I knew the moment was close. I took it and squeezed it tightly. She looked at me and said, “I love you, Joel.”

“I love you too, Piper,” I replied.

She turned back to Cal. They kissed slowly and deeply. “Please, Cal, cum in me. Cum in me and get me pregnant.”

I could have masturbated. I could have cum. It would be been blissful, too. I chose not to, though. I chose to watch Cal try and impregnate my wife. I chose to bask in the bliss of their love for each other.

They came together. They kissed while he buried his cock inside her and released his seed. She squeezed my hand tight while another man emptied himself into her unprotected womb. It was the single most erotic moment of my life.

Piper held my hand as they kissed and touched each other in the aftermath of their orgasms. She told Cal she loved him. She told him she couldn’t wait to keep trying to get pregnant. She told him she couldn’t wait to have his baby. He told her he loved her, that he was the luckiest man in the world. It was beautiful.

Eventually he pulled out and rolled onto his back next to her. Piper turned to me with a beautiful smile on her face.

“Normally I’d let you clean me, but I’m afraid you won’t be doing that until I’m pregnant. I would like you to clean Cal’s cock, though, assuming you’d be okay with that.”

“It would be my pleasure.”

Piper rolled towards Cal as I stood and moved to the foot of the bed. She rested her hand on his chest and they kissed as I crawled between his legs. I took his half hard cock in my mouth and sucked gently until he was clean of every bit of cum and pussy juice he’d collected while inside her. I sucked his balls clean, too, and then backed out of the bed and waited on my knees. I’m not sure I’d ever felt like more of a cuckold. It was more thrilling than you can possibly imagine.

“Joel, come here. Come lie next to me,” Piper said.

I crawled into bed next to her as Piper rolled onto her back. She took a hand of each of the men in her life and placed both on her stomach, with mine on top of Cal’s.

“We’re going to start a family together,” she said softly. “And I’ve never been happier.”

Cal and I both agreed that we felt the same way. Piper then kissed us both, Cal first and me second.

“Joel, my love, Cal and I are going to cuddle for a little while. We’ll join you in the living room when we’re done. I think we’d both like a fresh glass of champagne when we join you.”

She kissed me again and I rolled out of the bed, put on my clothes, and left the room. Piper had curled up next to her boyfriend and they were kissing as I looked back before shutting the door.

My dick was hard. My body hummed with desire. I was blissfully happy, too, as my life had just taken a turn towards something impossibly beautiful.

She’s not pregnant yet, of course, but I’ll update you when she is and we’ll see how things have unfolded. With any luck, all of this bliss will continue.

Long Distance Cuckolding - A Diary - Part 25

It probably won’t surprise you to hear that Piper spent a great deal of time with Cal when she was striving to get pregnant.

She was at his place several nights a week and he’d come to our home once or twice a week. In part it was because she wanted to give herself the best chance at getting pregnant, but that wasn’t all of it.

Piper had confessed to me that as soon as we’d made the decision that Cal would be the father of her baby she felt a strong pull to be with him. She wanted to be close to him, to spend time with him, and, of course, to have as much sex with him as possible.

I’m more than willing to admit that I struggled during that period. To be frank, I felt like I was losing my wife, like my desire to be cuckolded had led us down a hugely destructive path that would end with Piper leaving me and moving in with Cal to raise a family with him.

Piper wasn’t blind to my needs, though. I got to watch with great frequency and of course I was permitted to help. When I watched, we developed something of a ritual. I would undress Piper. I would arouse her with my mouth, leaving her wet and eager for Cal’s cock. Then I would arouse him. They’d kiss and touch each other while I took him in my mouth and sucked his cock until he was hard and slick with my saliva. Then I’d guide him into my wife’s pussy and watch as he tried to impregnate her. Most of the time I would clean Cal’s cock with my mouth when they were finished. I would not be permitted to clean her pussy, of course, as Piper wanted to keep every drop of Cal’s cum inside her.

Watching them make love was almost always a source of overwhelming arousal and pleasure for me. Piper was engaging in the ultimate form of cuckolding as she urged another man to get her pregnant while I watched. I suppose we were both engaging in that act of cuckolding. It’s not like I’d been forced into the situation. I’d gone into it with arms wide open. Each and every time I watched I was fully erect and my body was flooded with arousal. I wanted it to happen. I craved it.

I still made love to Piper during this time. I had to use a condom, of course, but she still welcomed me inside her. It happened more at first. The frequency slowed, though. I still came as often, but instead of during sex it would be during a handjob or via masturbation.

Looking back, the timing of the decline makes sense, as it began as soon as Piper got pregnant. She didn’t know she was pregnant, but her body seemed to know and it seemed to be telling her that she wasn’t quite as interested in having sex with me.

It probably won’t surprise you to hear that I wasn’t entirely disappointed by the decrease in the frequency of sex between Piper and me. I’m a cuckold, after all, so I found pleasure in the fact that she and her boyfriend were making love a great deal more often than she and I were.

Then we found out that Piper was pregnant. She told me first. She was overjoyed. I was too. We hugged tightly. We kissed deeply. I got hard. I’m pretty sure Piper was turned on, too, because she was the one to drag me into the bedroom. She pulled my clothes off. I did the same for her. We made love. It was slow and soft and beautiful and it ended with us cumming together.

“Clean me,” Piper whispered.

I pulled out and kissed my way down her body. She spread her legs. I took my place between them. I plunged my tongue into her pussy and cleaned my cum out of her as she picked up her phone and called Cal. She informed him she was pregnant with his baby. She told me she’d never been so happy, so excited, so utterly joyful. She made plans to see him that night.

We showered together. Piper asked if I wanted to dress her for her night of celebration with Cal. I gleefully accepted. I picked out a delicate light pink bra and panty set. I picked out a beautiful dress. I put every stitch of clothing on her while she smiled and told me how happy she was that I was so supportive of her getting pregnant with Cal’s baby. She didn’t have to say anything, though, as I could feel the happiness emanating off of her.

She gave me a kiss, told me she was going to spend the night at Cal’s, and left for the city. I didn’t hear from her until she was on her way home the next morning.

We kissed in the foyer. She smelled a little bit like him, which I always enjoyed. She led me to the bedroom and I undressed her until she stood naked in front of me. I moved to get naked but Piper stopped me and carefully removed my clothing, showering my body in kisses as she did so.

We crawled into bed together. I tried to get on top of her, but she directed me to my back and laid next to me with her body pressed against mine. We kissed as her hand moved over my chest, my stomach, and my crotch. She lured me to an erect state with a slow handjob and lots of tender kissing and soon my body was flooded with desire.

“Have you noticed that we’ve been having less sex?” Piper asked softly.

“Yes,” I admitted.

“You haven’t said anything.”

I looked at her and smiled. “I know. It just…it doesn’t bother me. There’s a part of me - the cuckold part, I guess - that likes it, that feels like it makes sense for us to have less sex now that you’re…well, now that you’re pregnant with Cal’s baby. I can’t really explain it, but it’s weirdly satisfying to have less sex.”

“Do you still love me now that I’m pregnant?”

I was stunned by the question. “What? Seriously? Piper, of course I still love you. I love you more than I ever have. You’re perfect in every way. I want nothing more than to spend the rest of my life with you raising our family and doing whatever I can to make you happy.”

Her eyes welled up and I was, for a moment at least, utterly confused.

“I guess it will sound stupid to you, but I was worried,” she said. “Worried that you’d feel differently, that some sort of instinctual thing would kick in and you’d abandon me once you knew I was carrying another man’s baby.”

I turned towards Piper and caressed her face. Her eyes were still full of worry and it was entirely needless.

“I can understand your fear,” I said. “I really can. Most men would probably react like you were afraid I’d react, but it’s also pretty clear that I’m not most men, and I’m not embarrassed about that.”

“You shouldn’t be. You make me so happy, Joel.”

I kissed her. It was a warm, soft, lingering kiss and I felt closer to her when it was over. I wanted to make love to her, but I didn’t get the sense that Piper was interested, so I made no move to take things further.

“Did you have a good night with Cal?” I asked.

She nodded. “It was perfect. We made love. He held me in his arms. We made love again. I fell asleep in his arms. I woke up in his arms. We made love again.”

I felt a fairly potent form of jealousy in that moment, but that was part of being a cuckold, so I didn’t shy away from it. I embraced it. I let it flow through me. I let it become a source of arousal.

“Sometimes it feels so strange to be in love with two men,” she said. “It’s beautiful and not something I thought I was capable of, but there are times when it’s unquestionably strange.”

I laughed softly. “Yeah, I believe that. Is it…the love you feel, is it different for each of us?”

She nodded. “It’s hard to explain, but yes. My love for you feels deeper, more foundational. The kind of thing I don’t ever want to let go because my entire life is built on it. My love for Cal is…well, I suppose it’s that fresh kind of love, the sort that is always on my mind, that drives desire, that seems to inspire hormonal releases that make me want to spend as much time in his arms as possible.”

“And perhaps spend as much time with him inside you as possible?”

Piper smiled sweetly. “That too.” Her face turned serious for a moment before she asked, “You really don’t mind that we have less sex than we used to? That I have a lot more sex with Cal than I do with you?”

I shook my head. “I…in a way, I like it. It makes me feel more like a cuckold, and maybe that’s not something I should openly admit, but I really like feeling like a cuckold. It gives me this ever present sense of desire and of a strange kind of satisfaction.”

She kissed me softly. “So would it be okay if…if for a little while we didn’t have much sex at all?”

“Yes,” I answered. “Is that…is that something you feel like you need?”

Piper nodded. “I can’t explain it, but I think it has to do with the pregnancy. I just…it’s not that I don’t want you or that I don’t enjoy having sex with you. I enjoyed it last night. I came hard. It’s just that…I don’t know, there’s some part of me that rejects the idea of sex with you, that feels a little bit off when we’re in the midst of it, like my body is saying that the father of my baby is the only one I should be having sex with.”

It was embarrassing, but I’d gotten hard. I tried to shift my hips so Piper wouldn’t feel my erection pressing into her thigh, but I didn’t do so quickly enough. Her fingers found their way around my shaft and she stroked me while studying my face.

“Cal wants to spend more time here,” she said. “He wants to spend more nights in our bed.”

I got harder in her hand.

“He didn’t come right out and say it, but I think he likes when all three of us are together. I think he likes the interplay. I think he likes putting his arm around me and holding me close while my husband sits just a few feet away. I think he likes making love to me while you watch. I think he likes how you eagerly clean his cock afterwards. I know he likes it when you clean his cum out of me, which you can start doing again.”

Cal was, in many ways, my counterpart. He was more than a bull, but he fit that mold. He liked being with a married woman. He liked that I was an active participant in my cuckolding, that I showed my deference to Cal in numerous ways, including servicing him in a sexual manner. I don’t think of myself as an inferior man, but I’d certainly taken on the subservient role, especially in a sexual context.

“Is that what you want?” I asked.

“Yes,” Piper admitted. “I’d like it very much if Cal spent more time here, more time in our home, in our bed.”

“Then that’s what I want, and I’ll do everything I can to make sure Cal feels welcome.”

Piper rewarded me with a long, deep kiss. “Would you like to cum on my breasts?” she asked.

“I would.”

She had me straddle her stomach and then she jerked me off onto her tits. It felt spectacularly good, but I’ll admit that the power of the orgasm was at least in part due to my mind racing with thoughts of Cal spending more time in our home, more time as Piper’s boyfriend, more time as a part of our lives.

–

Things have changed in the handful of months since Piper found out she was pregnant. She’s showing now. It’s exquisite. She looks so beautiful and she’s one of those women that absolutely adores being pregnant. In fact, she adores it so much she’s already talking about having a bigger family.

Cal typically spends two or three nights a week at our house. He’s able to work remotely on some days, so there are times when he’s in our house all day. In truth, it’s become his home just as much as ours. He’s welcome to come over whenever he wants, and when he’s here, Piper is effectively his. I don’t know if it’s the pregnancy or if because Cal is a bull to my cuckold, but Piper is drawn to him when he’s at our home. She wants to be with him, to be held by him, to make love to him.

I still spend nights in the master bedroom with Piper, but I’ve moved my stuff to the spare room. Or what was the spare room. Now it’s my room, really. I did so because we’ve all agreed that Cal is now a permanent fixture in our lives and it didn’t make any sense of him to be bringing a suitcase every time he wanted to come see us.

When Cal is here I play the part of the cuckold and I thoroughly enjoy it. I tend to show deference to both of them. It’s often simple stuff like offering to refill their drinks or make them a snack when they’re watching a movie together. I serve them sexually, too, just as I’ve done for quite some time now. I’ve gotten very good at giving blowjobs, to the point that there have been a few times where Cal asked me to suck him off because Piper wasn’t feeling good and wasn’t up for sex. Before this started, I never would have believed you if you’d told me that I’d give a man a blowjob to completion, and yet I’ve done it half a dozen times now and I suspect I’ll do it more in the future, too.

Things are going to keep changing, too. There’s been talk of buying a piece of property nearby and building a house from the ground up. A house where we could all live. A house where we could raise a large family together. I’m not sure if that will happen, but no one has raised an objection yet and I feel like there’s a pretty good chance that’s where this is all going to end up.

I think it’s what I want. Sometimes it’s hard to know. The pleasure of being cuckolded clouds things. It’s so overwhelming that sometimes I wonder if it’s leading to bad decisions.

Still, Piper’s love for me is rock solid. She’s not distant. She’s not gotten cold. She’s never looked down on me. She tells me she loves me constantly and does so with Cal around. I feel that love, too, and it’s the thing that makes all of this work.

I would never have guessed this was where things would end up. The crazy thing is, though, that I’m blissfully happy. Happier than I’ve ever been. I think the same is true for Piper and Cal, too. This works for us. This unusual trio works perfectly for us.

I want it to continue. I want to become a better cuckold for my wife and her boyfriend. I want us all to be as happy as we can be for as long as possible. This isn’t where I imagined things going when Piper first left for San Francisco, but I’m so happy this is where we’ve ended up and I can’t wait to see what the future holds for us.

The End.
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