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May 1st

It all started on a warm Spring afternoon. Before that night, my ex-wife Sarah and I had a fairly normal relationship.

We had met almost seven years ago at a concert, where we were introduced by a mutual friend. From there, it was a whirlwind relationship filled with passionate sex and crazy adventures. We traveled to Paris, spent a week on the beaches of St. John, and did a few cross country trips. Within a year, we were married, and a year after that, our son was born. Things seemed to be going along decently, until that initial fire started to fade. Once that happened, we both realized that, despite a mutual respect for each other, we were two very different people.

The divorce was quick and painless, and in the end, it really was the best thing for both of us. It had been a year since everything was finalized, and while I still missed being with her, we remained friends and occasionally did things together with our son, Jackson.

More than anything, the one thing I really missed was the sex. Sarah was a beautiful blonde with a slender frame and full breasts. She was one of the most beautiful women I had ever met, and that alone was enough to draw me to her sexually. Our hobbies and interests may have been wildly different, but when we were naked between the sheets, we always moved well together.

Part of the reason for our impressive sexual chemistry was our different backgrounds. I grew up in a very liberal household and went through a phase in college where I experimented with a lot of alternative sexual activities. As a result, I am very open-minded to new and different ideas. Sarah comes from a more traditional family where vanilla sex was the norm. When I began sharing the dirty ideas that went through my mind with her, it seemed to bring out another side of her; a deep, dark side that she was almost afraid to admit existed. The ideas always turned her on, but she hesitated when it came to actually trying something out of the ordinary. I struggled to convince her to let go and follow her desires, because when she did, she became a sexual demon.

We had enjoyed a healthy sex life for most of our relationship, although things did taper off in the months before the topic of divorce came up. There was one fantasy that I had never been able to convince her to try, though.

I had always wanted to watch Sarah with another guy. Ideally I would have wanted to watch her fuck him, but I would have been perfectly content to hear about her exploits afterward. Maybe it was the timing, but I had never been able to catch her in just the right mood to go through with it.

That all changed on that night.

It was a Tuesday night. Sarah had to be at work early the next day, and Wednesdays are one of my days off, so every week she would drop him off at my place so he could sleep in. On that particular night, Sarah’s family had been out to dinner celebrating her sister’s birthday, so she had warned me that she would be dropping him off late. I knew he would likely be asleep by the time she got there.

I was sitting at the dining room table, going through some paperwork. It was almost nine when I heard a quiet knock on the door, followed by the sound of the door handle turning. Sarah let herself in, just as she usually did, and made her way to Jackson’s bedroom with his limp body passed out on her shoulder. The kid always slept like a rock once he was asleep.

I watched her make her way down the hallway to his room and tuck him in before coming back to the living room. Usually she dropped him off and left, but this time she came over to the dining room table and took a seat.

“Hey, you,” she said affably.

“Hey,” I said, putting down my pen and looking up. “How is everything?”

“Everything is going well,” she said. “Things are busy at work, so that's good. Jackson’s teachers said he’s being doing great in class, and he's super friendly with the other kids. How about you? How have you been?”

“I’ve been doing alright. I’m in line for a promotion at work, so if that goes through, I think I might be able to buy my own place instead of renting this one.”

“That's great,” Sarah replied with a smile. “Have you been dating at all?”

“Not really,” I shrugged. “I’m focusing on myself and trying to get my head into a better place. I really need that before I can jump into a relationship of any sort.”

“That makes sense,” she said quietly.

Sarah averted her eyes from me, looking down at the papers on the table. I knew that look. It was the look she got every time she was nervous about discussing something. It was the same look she had given me the night she told me she wanted a divorce.

“I don't like that face,” I said, closing my eyes. “What’s wrong?”

Sarah looked up at me sheepishly and faked a half-hearted smile.

“I need to tell you something, but I don't want you to hate me,” she said. “I really want to be upfront and honest about this, but I know you aren't going to want to hear it.”

“Just say it.”

“Do you remember Jacob?”

As soon as she said his name, I felt my stomach drop. Jacob had been in Sarah’s life for several years by the time we had met. She would always tell me about the special connection between the two of them, and how something always seemed to get in the way. I had always been nervous that someday he would come back for her and I would lose her. When I proposed, I even brought it up. She assured me that she loved me and she would never let him ruin our marriage. Now our marriage was no more though, and she was free to do what she wanted.

I nodded.

“Well, we started talking again a few weeks ago. I don't know if it will lead to anything, but I don't want to hide anything to you, either. You and I have been working so well together, and I felt I at least owed it to you to be honest.”

The thought wrenched my mind, but in the end, I came back to the same place that had helped me get through the divorce. Getting mad or jealous or angry wouldn't change the fact that we were better off not being in a relationship together. If she didn't want to be there, then getting angry wouldn't change that. In the long run, it was better for Jackson if I could put aside my petty emotions and work together with her for his benefit.

“Well, if that's what you want, then I hope it works out for the best. I really hope he steps up this time and doesn't hurt you the way he did before.”

Sarah looked down at the table again and pursed her lips. I could tell from her expression that I had just hit a sore spot, and that she likely had the same concerns about Jacob not standing up for her. There was something inside her that drew her to him though, and she couldn't ignore that. She had to face it head on once and for all and see what would come if it.

I had always known that I saw the world differently than other men, but on that day, I truly realized how different I was. As we sat there silently at the table, something interesting happened. I imagined my ex-wife with her beautiful naked body wrapped around an anonymous male figure. I had never seen this guy except for maybe a fleeting glance in some old picture, but I found myself getting aroused rather than jealous. I began wondering if he was better than me in bed. I wondered if his manhood was bigger than my average size.

That's when I found myself asking questions that I knew I shouldn't be asking, questions that I probably didn't want to know the answer. There was a part of my mind that did want to know, though.

“If I ask you a question, will you promise to answer me honestly?” I started, unsure of how far I was going to take this. “I mean, we’ve come this far. I won't be upset if you tell me the truth.”

“Of course,” Sarah replied, looking up at me hopefully. I could see how important it was to her for me to be okay with this.

“Did you ever sleep with him while we were together?”

“No!” she exclaimed sharply. “I swear I never did. We talked here and there, but I never met up with him.”

“What about since the divorce? Has anything happened recently?”

Sarah looked away again, her face riddled with guilt. That was enough to tell me the answer, but for some reason I wanted to hear her say it.

“Just tell me,” I pushed.

Sarah sighed deeply, then started.

“I ran into him about six months ago. We started talking and decided to head somewhere to grab a drink. We spent a few hours catching up, and when he invited me back to his place, I said yes. We ended up spending the night together.”

My soul howled inside. The jealousy was definitely there, but it was just a small part of my inner turmoil. My mind began actively constructing a picture, imaging the two of them at a bar. Jacob would say something to her, and she would begin laughing uncontrollably until tears spilled out of her eyes. I imagined him asking her to come over, and Sarah biting her lip excitedly and nodding, knowing that she was about to embark on a crazy night of great sex. I imagined them going back to some anonymous house where he lived, stepping through the door and ripping each other’s clothes off as they struggled to make it to the bedroom.

All of those images flooded through my head, and my cock stirred. I pushed them away and tried to think of something better, but I couldn't get rid of them.

“Was it good?” I asked bluntly, no longer filtering my words.

“What do you mean?” she asked with a puzzled look.

“Was the sex good that night?” I continued.

Sarah’s brow furrowed angrily. The question almost seemed to annoy her.

“Why would you ask me something like that? I’m trying to be nice about this, not trying to hurt you more. Please don’t be like that.”

“I didn't mean it like that,” I said with a chuckle.

My pants had grown tighter as I felt my erection swelling. I reached down and adjusted my crotch a little to relieve the pressure. Sarah noticed, and her eyes grew wider.

“Wait, are  you getting turned on by this?” she asked incredulously.

My cheeks suddenly burned red with embarrassment, like she had just discovered some deep, dark secret. It really wasn't much of a secret though, since she knew a lot of the twisted sexual ideas that went through my brain.

“Don't act surprised,” I said. “I’ve asked you to sleep with other men before. I just never expected it to be after we were divorced.”

Sarah opened her mouth to say something, but no words came out. She stared at me coolly while her mind processed what was going on.

“So that really does turn you on?” she asked, still a little taken back. “I always thought that was some sort of test to see if I would stay loyal to you.”

“Not at all,” I replied. “I use to fantasize about it all the time, in fact.”

“Oh, really?” she said as a smile crept across her lips. “Who did you think about when you imagined it? Who did you picture in bed with me?”

“It changed over the years. When we took our honeymoon in St. John, I thought about bringing back one of the islanders to our apartment for a fun night. One time I imagined you inviting the neighbor over while I was at work. It really depended on what guys I saw you hanging around with at the time”

“I can't believe you,” she said, burying her face in her hands. “This is just crazy.”

“Of course it is,” I said. “You know how my mind works, and you know how kinky I get. We may not have had a lot in common, but we always had the most incredible sex when you went along with my twisted ideas. How is this any different?”

“I guess it really isn't,” she said with a disbelieving shrug. “I mean, you’re right. The sex was always great with you, and I loved the things you would come up with to turn me on.”

“You still haven't answered my question, though,” I said, not giving up that easily.

Sarah stared at me, the wheels in her mind turning as she tried to decide if she wanted to play along or push it away. I met her eyes with an unblinking gaze, daring her to take the first step. She was never one to back down from a challenge, and today was no different.

“Yes, it was good,” she said, never breaking eye contact. “The whole time we were talking at the bar, I kept thinking of how good he always made me feel. I wanted to fuck him the moment we sat down, but I tried to be good. By the time he invited me back to his place, I was already wet thinking about sleeping with him again. The second we stepped inside his place, we started kissing. We managed to make it upstairs, and we spent the rest of the night fucking. He made me cum at least ten times that night. My whole body was sore the next day.”

As she spoke, her faint smile turned into a devilish grin. I could she was still holding back, testing the waters to see what I liked and what was too much. Every word she said fueled my arousal and made me want to feel her incredible pussy wrapped around my own cock. I was jealous, but I wasn't angry or upset. This was even hotter than I had ever imagined it would be.

“Does he have a big cock?” I asked, pushing her further. “Bigger than mine?”

Sarah laughed again and rubbed her face. When she looked up again, her face was beaming with confidence.

“He is. A lot bigger, actually. I mean, I was always happy with the size of yours, but there is something incredible about feeling a cock that fills me up completely. I never felt that with you.”

Her words were demeaning, but they were honest. That made it even better. I was confident in my own sexual prowess, but knowing that he could offer her something that I never could made it even more thrilling to imagine.

“Do you have a picture of him?” I asked, trying to put a face to the name I had heard so many times before.

Sarah picked up her phone and moved around the table so that she was standing next to me. She flipped through some pictures until she found one of him from one of his social media accounts, then turned the screen toward me.

Jacob was tall and built, with broad shoulders and firm muscles that showed through the t-shirt he was wearing. I’m a pretty average-looking guy, so it was clear that the size of his cock wasn't the only thing that he had going for him in Sarah’s eyes.

I turned my head to look at Sarah, but because I was sitting and she was standing, my eyes found her beautiful body instead. She was dressed in a pair of short little shorts and a white tank top with a plain white bra poking out from under it. When I finally looked up at her face, I realized that she had just been watching me while I was staring at her body.

Without saying a word, Sarah reached down with her free hand and cupped my growing erection. Her touch made my cock twitch and swell even more. She squeezed tightly, then leaned down and kissed me.

I slipped my hand around her head and met her lips with equal fervor. There was a fire in that kiss, just like the first kiss we had ever shared. When she pulled away, she lingered for a moment and stared into my eyes.

Sarah glanced down the hall toward Jackson’s bedroom, then looked toward the door to my room. They were on opposite sides of the living room, giving me some privacy when I wanted time to myself. Jackson was already a deep sleeper, but he would never be able to hear anything going on in my room.

“Come in the bedroom,” Sarah said, then pulled me by the hand.

I followed behind her, wondering where she was going. Usually I was the one to take the initiative with the kink, but she clearly had her own agenda for how this was going to go down.

As soon as the bedroom door closed, we resumed our kiss. Sarah pulled me toward the bed, pulling my shirt off as we went. She pushed me down onto the edge of the bed, then dropped to her knees in front of me and started unfastening my shorts frantically. I lifted my hips and she slid them off, freeing my cock. It was already harder than I had felt in a long time.

Sarah grabbed the shaft and slipped her lips around the tip, while my mind floated off into Neverland. For a moment, I forgot all about Jacob, until her words brought me right back to it.

“Yeah, he’s at least twice as big as you,” she said as she paused her oral ministrations to give me an evil grin.

Her words aroused me to the point that my cock was throbbing. Sarah was clearly please when she saw the strain on my face, and she sank her lips around my cock again without another word. Sucking my cock while thinking of the guy she had always wanted seemed to turn her on as much as it did for me. She took me into her mouth and ran her tongue along the underside until my balls were aching for release.

Just when I didn't think I could take it anymore, Sarah let go and stood up, then peeled her shorts and panties off. She left the tank top on and bent over the bed right next to me. Her eyes looked at me and practically begged me to fuck her. There was no way I could say no.

I stood up and moved behind her, rubbing the tip of my cock back and forth across her wet slit. Sarah moaned longingly and pushed back, trying to take me, but I pulled back to tease her a little more.

“Please fuck me,” she pleaded, her fingers gripping the sheets.

The tone of her voice as she said those words destroyed my resistance. I pushed forward and my cock slipped inside her. She had never felt this wet before, and I knew that once again my depraved ideas had found their way into the most primal parts of her mind.

My hands gripped her hips and I began driving my cock into her waiting pussy. Sarah cried out as her entire body grew tense. Within minutes of filling her with my manhood, her entire body erupted in an intense orgasm. Jacob may have had the advantage of size, but I knew her body and I knew how to touch her to make her cum quickly.

I pulled out and Sarah rolled over onto her back. She lifted her legs and spread them wide, opening her pussy up before me. I smiled and slid inside her again, but now it was time for her to tease me.

“Don't you wish you could watch him fuck me?” she purred as our bodies collided. “You could see how hard I cum when he fills me with that thick cock.”

“Yes,” I grunted, “but I would want to feel you after. I want to fuck your pussy after he’s done with you. Do you want that?”

“Maybe,” she replied with a wry grin. “Maybe I’ll just make you jerk off all over yourself while you sit and watch how a real man fucks me. And when he’s done, you can clean up my freshly fucked pussy with your tongue.”

My mind swirled with thoughts and emotions. I was jealous that she wanted him. I was angry that she was going to be his from now on. More than anything, though, I wanted to show her that I could make her cum just as hard as he could.

I grabbed her waist and started driving my length into her with all the force I could muster. Another orgasm spread through her body, and she pulled away from me. I wanted to take her even higher though, and when I took hold of her and continued to drive myself into her pussy, she arched her back and her entire body lifted off of the bed. I finally pulled free and she went limp on top of the comforter.

“Fuck!” she cried. “Oh my god, I don't remember the last time I came that hard.”

There was a permanent grin plastered on her face, but we still weren't done. Sarah grabbed my hand and pulled me down on top of her, kissing me hungrily. She rolled me to the side and straddled me, then lowered her pussy down onto my length. All I could feel was the warm wetness that enveloped my cock, and I felt like I was in heaven.

“Do you think he’ll like it when I ride him like this?” Sarah purred in my ear, driving me crazy with jealousy again.

I grabbed her and rolled her over onto her back, taking control once again. I grabbed her hands and held them over her head, pinning them to the bed.

“Next time you fuck him,” I whispered as I drove my length into her, “I want you to come here so I can clean your pussy and feel his sloppy seconds. Do you understand?”

Sarah opened her eyes and looked up at me with a mischievous grin, then nodded slowly. She was letting me control her, but we both knew exactly who was in charge. All of the power was in her hands.

Her hips swiveled up to meet me, and I felt my orgasm drawing closer. I imagined Jacob fucking her like this, his body hovering over her as he pounded her with his big cock. There was one last question in my mind, one last thing I needed to know.

“Did he cum inside you when he was done?” I muttered through my clenched teeth.

“Yes,” she said with that same evil smile on her lips, “but you can't. I want you to pull out when you cum for me.”

With those words, Sarah told me very clearly what my role in this game would be. Jacob was her alpha male, her primary lover. If she allowed me, the beta male, to touch her, it would be under her rules, as a submissive to both her and Jacob. That meant that he would be the only man allowed to fill her pussy from now on. If I wanted to stay a part of the game, I would have to follow her rules.

My cock grew harder, and I felt the orgasm blossom in my belly and spread down into my groin. Every muscle grew tense, and I pulled my cock free and aimed it at her pussy. White fluid shot from the tip, landing on her naked mound. Sarah reached down and ran her fingers through it, then moved lower and began rubbing the lubricant over her swollen clitoris. I watched in awe as she once again brought herself to orgasm with the help of my cum.

As her climax subsided, I climbed off the bed and grabbed a towel. Sarah cleaned herself up, then slipped her shorts back on. When she was done, she approached me and slipped her arms around me for one last kiss.

“Next time, I think I’ll bring you a present,” Sarah said, then gave me a final peck on the lips. “I should get home now, though. Good night.”

She ducked out the bedroom door and was gone. I knew this wouldn't be our last encounter, and I was excited to see how our new game would progress. One thing was evident: Sarah and I were far from done with each other.

May 4th

The next step in the game came very shortly after that. I received a text from Sarah that was blunt and straightforward.

“Jacob and I are going out to dinner tonight. I think I may ask him if we can go back to his place afterward. Would you like me to stop by on my way home?”

My heart raced as I read the text. My fantasy was on the brink of becoming a reality. She would be coming to me freshly used by another man. I had no idea how this would pan out, but I was excited by the possibilities.

“Absolutely,” I replied once I had gotten ahold of myself.

“Great. I will let you know when I’m on my way over. I hope you're ready for me.”

The rest of the day seemed to tick by at a snail’s pace. I kept myself busy at work, and once I had picked up Jackson, he was enough to distract me. We had just finished dinner when I heard my phone beep. I picked it up and found a message from Sarah.

“Do you think he’ll like this outfit?” the message read.

There was a picture as well, showing Sarah dressed in a sexy black dress. It hugged her body perfectly, and once again my cock stirred. She wasn't wearing that for me, she was wearing it for him. She had chosen it to get his attention, but she seemed to get a rise out of teasing me with it as well. I almost wondered if she had tried even harder knowing that she would be pleasing both of us.

Jackson and I sat down for a movie. and once it was done, I put him to bed a little early. I returned to the living room and dropped myself onto the couch.

As I waited, my mind refused to settle down. It had been several hours since she had sent me the picture. Were they back at his place yet? We're the two of them in bed, fucking like rabbits? Did Sarah have her lips wrapped around his thick cock at that exact moment? I had no way of knowing or finding out, but that didn't stop my mind from constantly imagining it.

At first, I found myself absently touching myself, rubbing my cock through my shorts to relieve the tension. As I grew more aroused, I began rubbing myself for longer periods of time. I didn't want to cum before she got there, but I decided it wouldn't hurt anything to play a little. It only took a few strokes to bring me close to orgasm, so I slowed down whenever I felt myself getting close to the point of no return. It wouldn't take much to send me over the edge.

It was starting to get late when I finally received the text I had been waiting for.

“I’ll be there in a few minutes. I have a present for you, as promised.”

My heart began racing again, and my cock stiffened. It was about to happen. Sarah was about to make me a real cuckold for the first time in my life.

Ten minutes later, there was a light knock on the door, followed by the sound of the doorknob turning. I jumped off the couch and hurried toward the entryway. By the time I got there, Sarah was standing just inside the door waiting for me.

She was still wearing her little black dress, looking exquisitely sexy. When her eyes met mine, I could see a hint of both guilt and nervousness. She had clearly had a few drinks. She stood before me, freshly fucked, her hair a mess, and her dress slightly askew. Our eyes met and the guilt disappeared, replaced with a lustful and mischievous gaze. Without saying a word, I walked up to her and kissed her hard on the lips.

I could smell her perfume, mixed with an unfamiliar odor. It was a masculine scent, like a man’s cologne, and I knew that it was his scent. Her lips tasted salty. These were the same lips that had been sucking another man’s cock a short time ago. She stood there in my arms, kissing me back lustfully. I wanted to take her right there, but she had other plans.

Sarah pulled away from me, then grabbed my hand and dragged me to the bedroom. Once we were inside with the door closed, she pulled her dress up and off, then slid her panties off. She hadn't been wearing a bra, so she now stood before me naked. Her eyes met mine again, and she beckoned to me to come closer as she climbed on the bed and laid down. Her legs parted and her pussy opened up before me. I knew exactly what she wanted, even without her saying a single word.

I crawled onto the bed and moved between her thighs, preparing myself for what I was about to do. As I got closer, I could smell the scent of his cum and I hesitated, but Sarah wasn’t going to allow me to back out.

“He came inside me,” she said calmly and confidently. “I want you to lick me clean until it's all gone. I want you to taste the man who fucked me. My body belongs to him, but you will always be my useless cumrag. Now get to work.”

I ran my tongue across the outside of her labia. The taste of his seed was faint, mixed with the sweat of their physical interaction. I pressed my tongue deeper inside her and tasted the salty sweetness that I had never tasted between her legs before. I knew right away that it was him I was tasting, his cum dripping from my ex-wife. I drew it into my mouth and swallowed, eating another man’s cum for the first time.

My hormones fired violently, and suddenly I wanted more. I wanted to be her submissive, to do anything she asked of me, no matter how taboo or perverted. I wanted to satisfy her every wish, to submit to her and worship her like a goddess.

“Tell me,” I pleaded, wanting to know the details as my tongue explored the folds of her sex.

“He took me to dinner again. After a few drinks, we left to go to his place. When we got into his car, he started kissing me. It felt so good, so amazing. He makes me feel so sexy. I asked him to take me home, but before he could pull out of the parking space, I had him help me pull his cock free. He started driving, and I sucked him off the whole time. I think a few people even saw my head bobbing up and down in his lap while we were waiting at stoplights.

“As soon as we got back to his house, we hurried inside. He led me upstairs to his bedroom, then he started to undress me. While he was looking me up and down with his eyes, I found myself imagining you in the corner, watching me show off for him. He told me how beautiful I looked, then pulled me into his arms and started kissing me. I fell back onto the bed, and he slipped down between my legs to taste how wet I was. His tongue explored me just like you are right now, touching those same exact places.

“It felt good, but his cock was what I really wanted. I grabbed him and pulled him up onto me, and he slid inside me. I cried out so loud, I think his roommate heard me screaming his name. He fucked me so good, tossing me around and taking me in so many different ways. He made me cum at least five times. And when he was ready to cum, I told him I wanted it inside me. He loved that. He grabbed me and pumped me until I felt him explode inside me. Can you taste him?”

I mumbled in agreement as I buried my tongue deeper inside her, digging for more of his cum. I licked hungrily, and Sarah squirmed under the probing tip. Her hands grabbed my head and pulled me deeper until my face was buried in her slit. I kept going, licking her until I could no longer taste his semen, until I had cleaned every drop from her used pussy.

As I savored her sex, my cock throbbed and ached for release. I wanted to fuck her, to show her I could please her just as well as he could. I crawled up over her body until I was face to face with her, then kissed her while my cock hovered above her pussy.

“Fuck me,” she whispered hoarsely in my ear.

My manhood slid inside her easily. She was dripping wet from me licking the cum out of her pussy, and when she felt my cock fill her, she let out a languid moan. I pressed my body down into hers, coming together in a passionate embrace. Thrust after thrust, her cries grew louder, until she erupted below me in an intense orgasm.

As her climax passed, she looked up at me with a devilish glint in her eye.

“Mmm, I wish your cock was as big as his,” she cooed. “When he fucks me, I cum so much harder than I do with you.”

I gripped her tighter, slamming myself into her with even more force. I wanted to show her I could please her as well as he could. I wanted to make her beg for me to cum inside her, even though she had told me I wouldn't be allowed.

“Oh, look at you trying though,” she giggled, taunting me. “It doesn't matter how hard you fuck me. Your little cock will never be able to do what his does.”

I pulled my cock free and rolled her over onto her stomach. I jumped behind her and slammed my cock down inside her, pressing her head down into the bed as I put everything I had into making her cum. That did the trick, and I felt her body growing more tense below me. Her pussy tightened around my cock, massaging my member as I rode her hard from behind.

“Oh, fuck,” she cried as she reached another orgasm.

Her muscles tightened even more and suddenly I felt myself soaring past the edge of control. I could feel my body preparing to fill her with my seed, and she sensed it, too.

“Not inside me,” she growled. “That's only for him.”

Sarah’s words drove me even further, but I knew better than to ignore her command. I pulled my length out and pressed it along the crack of her ass. Warm cum shot across her lower back.

I felt like my body was trying to exude every drop of semen in one single blast. It was the hardest I had cum since she first told me about Jacob. When I was finally done, I collapsed onto the bed next to her, both of us panting to catch our breath.

“Well that was a lot better than using my hand earlier,” I muttered jokingly, still riding my sexual high.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Sarah’s brow furrow suddenly as she turned and looked at me. I didn't realize it at the time, but that one statement changed everything.

“You were touching yourself earlier?” she asked.

“Well, yeah,” I stammered. “I kept imagining you and Jacob together and getting turned on. I didn't cum or anything.”

Sarah scooted up next to me so that she was inches from my face. She leaned in like he wanted to kiss me, giving off an aura that drew me closer. Just before our lips met, she stopped.

“If you want to continue this game we have going, then you are going to have to follow a few rules for me.”

Her tone seemed so innocent, but her words quickly revealed a much more sinister endgame. She took my cock in her hand and began stroking it slowly as she spoke.

“From now on, you are not allowed to touch yourself unless I am present, or I give you permission in advance. Your orgasms are now under my control and whim. I promise I won't torture you too much, and I’ll make sure you are allowed to feel some release every few days, but if I find out that you aren't following my rules, you won't be allowed to touch me ever again. Do you understand?”

I nodded silently, but that wasn't enough for her.

“Say it,” she said sternly.

Sarah’s hand suddenly tightened around my cock, squeezing it until it was almost painful. I gasped, but she kept her grip. My shaft had been shrinking after my orgasm, and somehow the sudden surge of pain had the opposite effect that had expected. It slowly grew harder in her hand, and she smiled when she realized I was enjoying her torture.

Sarah released her grip slightly and began stroking my length. It only took a few minutes before I was completely hard again. I closed my eyes and lost myself in the sensation.

Sarah’s hand disappeared, and I felt the sudden searing pain as she smacked my balls. I flinched reflexively, but somehow my cock stiffened at her touch. She resumed her stroking motion, stopping every few minutes to deliver another slap.

After several minutes of torture, Sarah grabbed the shaft a little harder and started pumping it rapidly. Another orgasm swelled inside me and my fingers dug into the sheets. When I opened my eyes and saw her beautiful naked body lying against me, it was enough to finish me. My muscles contracted, sending my second load flying into the air and all over my belly. Sarah’s hand slowed down as she milked the last few drops out. When she knew I was done, she took her hand and rubbed it on my chest like a dirty rag.

Sarah leaned in and gave me one final kiss, a slow, sensual kiss, then climbed off the bed and grabbed her dress.

“That was fun,” she said with an eager smile. It was clear that she loved this game as much as I did.

She slipped her dress on and grabbed her purse, then turned back to me with a frank expression on her face.

“I was serious when I said that you aren't allowed to touch yourself. I’m in control of your orgasms now, and if I find out you’ve been lying to me, then your fun will be over.”

“I will,” I replied, “but just make sure you let me get off every few days. Any more than that and you know I get cranky.”

Sarah giggled and nodded agreeably. She grabbed the last of her things, leaving her cum soaked panties behind as she exited.

Over the next month, Sarah ended up visiting me at least two to three times a week. Sometimes she would show up fresh from visiting Jacob, while other times she would linger after dropping Jackson off, just long enough to tease me and make me jerk off for her.

The game was fun, but it also grew repetitive after a while. We fell into a routine, until that one night when Sarah stepped up and took it to a whole new level.

June 10th

A few days before our next encounter, Sarah messaged me and asked if I had plans on the upcoming Friday night. She usually had Jackson on Fridays, but I didn't have anything to do, so I told her I would take him for the night.

“I’m planning a special night with Jacob,” she told me after I had agreed to take him. “I want to get some sexy lingerie to wear for him. Would you help me pick something out? I could make it worth your time.”

My cock twitched at the idea of helping her plan ways to turn her new lover on, and I was very curious how she would repay me.

“Absolutely,” I replied.

Sarah showed up at my place on Friday with Jackson in tow. She hadn't dressed herself up yet, sporting a pair of grubby sweats and a plain t-shirt. There was a bag on her shoulder, overstuffed with clothes.

“Can I borrow your shower?” she asked slyly.

I nodded, then sat down on the couch with Jackson while she disappeared into my bedroom to get ready. I put on his favorite movie, and we snuggled up together on the couch to watch it. A half hour later, my door opened just a crack and Sarah poked her head out.

“I can’t find a towel. Can you grab one for me?” she asked.

Jackson was thoroughly lost in the movie, so I hopped up and grabbed a towel from the linen closet. I expected Sarah to be waiting in the bathroom for me, but as soon as I stepped into the bedroom and closed the door, she stepped out from behind it and pulled me to her. She kissed me hard as she pulled her body against me. My hands slipped around her and I realized she was completely naked in my arms.

When she broke away from the kiss, she looked up at me with that same devilish grin. I knew she had something interesting planned for tonight.

“I had a towel,” she said with a shrug. “I just needed you in here.”

Sarah gave me another kiss, then went to her bag. She pulled it open and spread its contents out on the bed. There was a variety of lingerie, from sexy bras to baby dolls and garter belts. I recognized several of the pieces as things she had once worn for me.

“What do you think I should wear for him?” she asked, suddenly giving me an innocent look with a hint of naughtiness behind it.

I went to the bed and looked through the items. They all looked great on her, but there was one item that stood out. There was a special bra and panty set that was still in its box, a new one that she had never worn before. I looked at the picture on the outside, which showed a model with a figure similar to Sarah’s. The cups of the bra were a simple black lace, but the straps were made of bright red ribbon. The bottom was similar, with the ribbons replacing the hip straps.

“I’ve never seen this before,” I said curiously.

“I bought it right before we separated. I never got to wear it for you.”

“That's too bad. You would look incredible in this.”

“Good,” she said, grabbing it out of my hand, “then it's the perfect choice to wear for him tonight.”

My teeth clenched together in frustration, but I took a deep breath and tried to settle my mind. I had asked to be her cuckold, and that meant her boyfriend would be the one to enjoy the things I wanted from her.

Sarah popped the box open and pulled out the contents, then slipped them on. As I watched her dress herself, I was once again struck by how sexy and beautiful she was. Once everything was in place, she turned to me for her approval. I nodded, and she turned to the rest of the clothes in the bag.

Sarah pulled out another tight little dress, this one a vibrant shade of red that went well with the straps on her underwear. She slipped it on, then went to check herself in the bathroom mirror. I followed her, admiring her while she put the finishing touches on her hair and makeup.

“Will you put lotion on my legs?” she asked, holding a bottle out toward me.

I dropped to my knees and squirted some into my palms, then spread it around. Her longs smooth legs stretched out in front of me, and I slowly rubbed some of it into her skin. Sarah closed her eyes as I massaged the lotion into hers legs. I moved up higher until my fingers were brushing just below her pussy. That was where he would kiss her. That was where his body would press against her as he fucked her.

Once I had done both legs, Sarah returned to the mirror to finish getting ready.

“There's something I need to tell you,” she said, taking a very solemn tone.

“That doesn't sound good,” I muttered, suddenly feeling very nervous.

Her eyes were avoiding me, and I could tell she was concerned about my reaction. I took a deep breath, preparing myself for whatever she was about to tell me.

“A few days ago, Jacob asked me to be his girlfriend,” she said, looking down at her makeup bag so that she wouldn't have to look at me. “Tonight is actually our first real date as a couple.”

“I see,” I said.

It wasn't the greatest news to hear, but I had known that would happen eventually. I had expected that would be the end of our little game, but her behavior seemed to contradict that idea. I tried to understand where she was going with this, but it didn't really make sense.

“Does that mean we can't have fun anymore?” I asked.

Sarah looked at me, and some of her fear seemed to disappear. It was clear that she had no idea how I would respond, and the fact that I was calm about it was enough to soothe her apprehension.

“I never said that,” she replied, her lips curling into a subtle smile again. “I was just worried you would be upset that we’re getting more serious.”

“Well, I knew that was bound to happen at some point,” I shrugged. “We’ll have to remain discreet obviously, but that makes it a little more thrilling.”

“It does,” she said, moving closer to me and slipping her hand around the bulge in my pants. “I trust you will help me make sure he doesn't find out. If he did, then that would mean no more fun for you, and I don't think either of us wants that.”

Sarah gave me a soft, seductive kiss. My hormones raged, and I felt my cock swell as she squeezed tighter. I nodded, unable to speak. She smiled again, then slid her hand down my pants and wrapped it around my throbbing shaft. Her perfume filled my nose, fueling my arousal.

“That also means you aren't going to get to fuck me tonight,” she continued. “Tonight, I’m going to spend the night with him, with my boyfriend. I’m going to let him fuck me in any way he wants. I’m going to give myself to him, and he’s going to make me cum over and over again. I know that makes you jealous, and I know you wish you could have me all night like that. Maybe if you're a good boy, I’ll let you have a night alone with me, but tonight I belong to him. You can have your reward when I return tomorrow… if you're good.”

With that, Sarah let go of my cock and smirked at me, then turned and walked out of the bathroom. She stopped in the doorway and paused, turning to look at me thoughtfully.

“Do you still have that camcorder?” she asked.

“Yeah, but I think it's in the bag in the closet. Why?”

“Pull it out and charge it. You’ll need it later tonight. Stay near your phone, and do everything I tell you. Do you understand?”

I nodded again. My mind raced, trying to figure out what she was planning, but I knew there was no point. I would have to wait to find out. In the meantime, my balls would continue to ache for release.

Sarah continued into the bedroom, gathering up her purse and keys. She returned to give me one last kiss, then headed out to the living room to say goodnight to Jackson. Once she had a hug and kiss from him, she left for her date.

I got the camera out and plugged it in, then returned to the living room to watch the rest of the movie with my son. The hours ticked by, but my phone remained silent.

Just as I was tucking Jackson in, my phone beeped in my pocket. I finished with him, then hurried to my room to see what she had sent me.

The first thing I saw when I opened my phone was the picture. It was a selfie of the two of them. Sarah had her arm around him and she was snuggled up close, kissing him on the cheek.

“Don't we make a cute couple?” the accompanying text said.

I started at the picture and my mind spun out with every emotion. Anger, jealousy, lust. I looked at the two of them and began picturing dozens of different scenarios. I imagined them kissing. I imaging his lips wrapped around the nipples that I had once been able to enjoy any time I asked. The strongest image was of the two of them fucking madly, her body wrapped around his as he plunged his cock deep inside her.

The more I looked, the more those emotions turned to arousal. My cock grew hard, and I wanted so badly to touch myself, to relieve the tension that had filled my body. I knew it was against the rules, and I wanted to play the game the right way. I had told her I would obey her commands, so I did just that. I sent a simple reply telling her that they looked beautiful together, then tucked my phone away.

Another hour passed before I received the next message. There was no picture this time, just a long set of instructions for the next part of the evening.

“Jacob is driving us to his house. I can't wait to show him the outfit you picked out! I bet you he’s going to love taking it off of me! I’m going to call you in a little bit. I want you to answer the phone, then immediately press the mute button. Keep it muted until I hang up. While you are listening, you are allowed to touch yourself, but I want you to set up the camcorder to record yourself so I can watch you playing with your pathetic little dick tomorrow. Do you understand?”

I reread the text a few times to make sure I understood exactly what she wanted me to do. It took me a moment to figure out why she wanted me to mute the phone, but it made a lot of sense. I would be able to hear what was happening on her end of the phone, but her phone would remain silent. She could set it somewhere in the room and Jacob would have no idea that she had an open line for me to listen to them.

“I understand,” I replied, then set the camera up and waited patiently.

Twenty minutes later, I got a warning text. It was a picture of Sarah in Jacob’s bathroom, dressed in the black and red underwear I had picked out.

“About to go get fucked by a real man! Have fun playing with yourself!”

My cock stiffened, and I pressed record on the camera. I laid down on my bed and waited for her call. When the phone rang, I answered it and hit the mute button.

At first, there was just silence. Then I heard some footsteps and a door closing. I pictured Sarah leaving his bathroom in her skimpy lingerie, and as she came into the room, I heard his voice for the first time.

“Holy shit, you look fucking amazing,” Jacob told her.

There was a thump as she set her phone down, followed by the smacking sound of the two of them kissing. It was quiet at first, but soon I began hearing Sarah’s quiet moans as his hands explored her body. A few minutes later, I heard the rustling of clothes, followed by a wet slurping sound. Sarah was on her knees sucking her new boyfriend’s thick cock as I listened over the phone.

My own manhood grew harder with every sound. I looked at the camera, its red light flashing as it recorded my response. My hand found the shaft and I began stroking myself openly, knowing that I was putting on a show for Sarah to watch later while she did the same for me now.

The slurping sound stopped after a while and there was some movement, followed by more of Sarah’s moans. Soon I could also hear the sound of their bodies slapping together, and her moans grew louder and more urgent. He was now buried deep inside her pussy, fucking her like I never could.

“Oh god, you feel so good,” she cooed as she rode his length. “Your cock is so much bigger than my ex-husband’s!”

I heard them roll over, presumably so he could take control of her.

“I bet he’s never fucked your this hard,” Jacob boasted, then began pounding his body into hers.

Sarah’s cries grew even more powerful, and within minutes she was screaming in orgasm as she came all over his rock-hard cock.

The two of them continued to fuck for over an hour as I rubbed myself frantically. I felt myself getting close to the edge several times, but I always backed off just in time. I was doing great until I heard Jacob start to grunt.

“I’m going to cum,” he muttered.

“Give it to me,” Sarah pleaded. “Cum inside me!”

The sound of their bodies slapping together stopped abruptly, and Jacob moaned loudly as his cock squirted his seed deep inside the pussy that had once been mine. He grunted a few more times, then collapsed onto the bed.

“I fucking love you, babe,” he said, and I felt my stomach tighten.

“I love you, too,” Sarah purred.

I had heard my ex-wife say those words to me a million times before, but now I was listening to her say them to another man. Just like all of the other events of our recent relationship, it both tore me apart and somehow aroused me at the same time. For a moment, I felt completely dysfunctional. I was so lost in my own head that I didn't feel my orgasm creeping up until it was too late. My cock exploded, sending a spray of cum into the air. It rained down on my belly in thick clumps. As the feeling passed, I realized that the anger and jealousy was all part of the picture. I couldn't explain how that had turned me on, but it did.

I looked at my phone and found the line had been disconnected. Sarah had hung up before I could hear any of the more intimate details. They would be falling asleep in each other’s arms soon, and I would be doing the same alone in my bed. I shut off the recorder, grabbed a towel to clean up, then climbed under the covers and drifted off to sleep.

I was awoken the next morning by the text tone on my phone. I opened my eyes and stared groggily at the screen.

“My mother is coming by to pick up Jackson in a half hour to take him for the day, and I will be over shortly after that. Can you wake him up and make sure he’s ready?”

“Sure,” I replied.

I started to get out of bed when my phone dinged again.

“I’m going to go for one more round before I leave, so I can bring you something fresh!”

My cock was already hard from morning wood, but the thought of Sarah waking Jacob up by rubbing her luscious body against him made it ache. I knew that she had some lewd plans for us if she had asked her mom to take Jackson, so I quickly got up and went to work getting the little guy up and ready.

Sarah’s mother picked him up a short time later, and we exchanged some menial small talk as I tried to fight off my imagination. I was trying not to imagine what my ex-wife was currently doing, or what I would be doing with her shortly.

Once my mother-in-law was gone, I jumped in the shower to clean up and wake myself up a bit. I climbed out and dried off, then wrapped the towel around my waist and stepped into the bedroom. I almost jumped out of my skin when I realized that Sarah was lying on my bed waiting for me. She had already stripped completely naked.

“Well, hello there,” she said seductively. “I hope you don't mind, but I’m a little dirty right now. Care to clean me up?”

I approached the bed as Sarah got up and crawled to the edge to meet me. She grabbed the edge of my towel and pulled it off, then looked down at my exposed manhood.

“That's so much smaller than what I just had,” she giggled as she looked up at me. “Come lay down and you can taste what a real man feels like.”

Sarah grabbed my hand and pulled me down onto the bed, then immediately swung her leg over me and straddled my head, her body facing towards my growing cock. Her pussy hovered inches in front of me, and I saw a small white bubble of cum ooze out from between the lips of her pussy.

“I woke him up by sucking his cock,” Sarah said as she waited for me to summon my courage. “He grabbed me and threw me on the bed and fucked me until we both came together. Now lick me clean.”

I had tasted Jacob’s seed inside her several times, but this was the first time she had sat on my face while I did so. I lifted my head and lapped up the first drops coming out of her, then grabbed her hips and pulled her down until my tongue sank all the way into her slit.

Sarah cried out on top of me and dug her nails into the meat of my thighs. I licked her eagerly, pushing deep into her pussy as more of her lover’s seed dripped out. I felt her mouth suddenly surround my cock as she began sucking me while I worshiped her. It felt incredible.

My tongue moved faster until I felt the tension building in Sarah’s thighs. I could feel the intensity of her budding orgasm, and I knew it would be a powerful one. My mouth was filled with her juices as she began to peak, but that was just the beginning. Her pussy started to squirt all over my face, raining down on me and drowning me. It wasn't just her taste, though. As the walls of her vagina tightened, they pushed out more of Jacob’s cum from inside her. Their juices mixed together in a torrential flood that poured over me. Her mouth was no longer on my cock, but I didn't care. I loved seeing her entire body come to life in a way that I had never seen before.

Sarah fell off of me, rolling onto the bed as she panted frantically. She looked at me wide-eyed, surprised at her own visceral reaction. We sat in silence for a bit before she was ready for more.

“Can you play that video on the television?” she asked.

I got up and grabbed the camcorder, then hooked it up to the screen in my room. I pressed play and returned to find Sarah waiting eagerly for me. I climbed onto the bed and she snuggled up close to me. Her hand went to my cock, stroking it as we watched my performance together.

The video actually came out quite well. My phone had been on speaker, so in addition to watching me touch and stroke myself, we could hear a replay of her wild night with Jacob. Even the second time through, the sounds of her moaning on his cock turned me on and stiffened my length. The veins on my shaft bulged under her soft touch, and she continued a slow and steady motion while she watched.

As I began to spurt on screen, Sarah’s lips curled into an evil smile. Her grip tightened on my cock until I felt my orgasm starting. She must have felt it too, because she stopped and shifted her body. She swung her leg up and over my waist, then lowered herself onto my cock. The warm grip of her vagina was heavenly, and she placed her hand on my chest as she began to gyrate her hips slowly against me.

“I loved knowing you were listening,” she whispered in my ear. “I felt so dirty, so slutty, and I loved it. I was never like this before I met you. What are you doing to me?”

“Making you into my whore,” I said, then grabbed her and rolled her onto her back. I was on top now, thrusting down into her as she smiled up at me.

“Does it feel good fucking me after he had me?” she prodded.

“Yes,” I grunted, pounding her harder.

“Does it make you jealous?”

“Yes,” I said again.

I could feel my orgasm approaching. I wanted to feel more of her, but I couldn't stop myself. I tried slowing down, but I had taken myself too close to the edge. I knew I wouldn't be able to last much longer.

“You want to cum inside me, don’t you?” she purred excitedly.

“Yes,” I repeated, this time almost pleading with her.

“I’ll let you decide. You know you aren't allowed to cum inside me, but I won't stop you. Just know that there will be a punishment if you decide to do it.”

I didn't even have to think twice. I grabbed her hips and slammed my cock as deep as I could as it erupted deep inside her waiting pussy. My warm seed filled her up and triggered her orgasm. We clutched at each other as our bodies peaked together.

We rolled apart and stared at the ceiling, both of us unable to move. I started thinking about what she had said about punishing me, and I suddenly got very worried. I hadn't occurred to me how sadistic she could be, and how much she would enjoy planning my punishment. That was enough to scare me a little.

Sarah cleaned up and left shortly after that. In the weeks that followed, she continued to keep our relationship at a much more intense level. She would occasionally stop by after a few hours at his house, or show up the morning after. On several of those occasions, she asked me to make videos of me playing with myself and send it to her. I wasn't sure if she was keeping them or just deleting them after she watched them, but it really didn't matter to me either way. I was having fun, and that was all that mattered.

My punishment didn't come right away. I was constantly wondering when it would happen, but she never changed her pattern. I began to think she had forgotten about it, until the weekend of the camping trip.

August 15th

Summer was drawing to a close. The month of August was usually the prime time for camping trips, and this year was no different. Sarah had texted me one day to let me know she would be going away to the Forest River for a weekend camping trip. She asked if I would be okay taking Jackson for the long weekend.

When we had been together, the annual trip to Forest River had always been a big deal. Sarah and a bunch of her friends made reservations at a large campground situated on a beach along the river. It was a shallow river with lots of sandbars, but the large stretch of beach in the middle of the woods made for a huge party. There was always lots of drugs and alcohol, with people of all ages getting high on whatever they liked. People would mark off their own camps, but it was basically one  really big open space. You would often have random strangers wandering past your fire, and it was a great way to become friends with total strangers.

I felt a little hurt that I wouldn't get to attend this year, but it made sense. Sarah would obviously be taking her new boyfriend on the trip, and it would be awkward to have her ex-husband hovering in the background. That didn't make it any easier to take, but I resigned myself to knowing that this was the way it was going to be from now on.

They were leaving early on Friday, so Sarah texted me to let me know her mom would have him for the day and I could pick him up when I got out of work.

“We’ll be coming back late on Sunday, so I’ll stop by the house and pick him up before I head home. Would you mind if I popped in and used your shower though? I know I’m going to feel gross, and I don't want to wait until I get home.”

It was an odd request, especially since she only lived fifteen minutes away, but I told her that was fine and let the thought go.

I spent the weekend playing with Jackson. I took him to the zoo on Saturday and spent the night celebrating with ice cream sundaes. After he fell asleep later in the evening, I checked my social media. There were dozens of pictures of Sarah and her friends. I flipped through them, pausing whenever I saw a picture of Sarah and Jacob together. Those pictures were completely innocuous, but they fed my feverish sexual curiosity. Seeing her with her arms around him while wearing a skimpy bikini stirred that familiar emotional turmoil again. I couldn't play with myself, so I found different ways to distract myself from those taboo thoughts.

I didn't hear from Sarah most of the weekend, except for one random text late Saturday night.

“I have something I need to tell you tomorrow,” the message read.

It was a cryptic text, and when I responded asking for more details, I didn't get a reply. I would find out tomorrow, but I couldn't help but wonder what she had thought of in her drunken state of mind that she wanted to share with me.

The next day, I didn't hear from her until late in the afternoon.  I had planned a busy day with Jackson, so it didn't bother me too much. We were just heading home from our last stop when I got her message.

“I’ll be back around nine tonight. I hope that's okay. Can I still use your shower?”

“Of course,” I replied.

As usual, Jackson was fast asleep an hour before she was supposed to get back. It wouldn't be a problem though, because she could just slip him into his car seat. He always slept through things like that.

There was a quiet knock on the door just before nine, then Sarah let herself in. She came into the living room looking flustered and dirty with a bag of clothes over her shoulder. Her hair was knotted and frayed, pulled up into a makeshift bun with strays flying all over the place. With only the briefest of waves, she cut past me and went right into my room. It seemed she had been looking forward to finally feeling clean.

It was almost an hour before Sarah showed up in the doorway to my bedroom, wrapped in only a towel. Her skin was still slightly damp, but her hair was clean and brushed. The only thing she wore besides the towel was her mischievous grin.

“Come in here,” she said quietly.

I didn't argue. I approached her and her arms slithered up around my neck and pulled me down into a sensual kiss. Her body moved against mine and my arms enveloped her. Our lips came together softly but firmly, exploring each other’s passion. When she took a step back and guided me into the bedroom, I followed her.

Sarah broke away and started pulling my clothes off hurriedly. She was so focused on me that she didn't even seem to notice when her towel fell away from her body. Once she had my pants off, she dropped to her knees in front of me and wrapped her soft lips around my growing cock.

It only took her a few minutes to get me fully erect. Sarah pushed me onto the bed and straddled my body, continuing to kiss me as her pussy floated just out of reach above my cock. She leaned down and placed her face right next to my ear.

“Do you want to fuck me?” she purred as she nuzzled my neck.

I broke out in goosebumps as I felt her lips brush softly against my skin. My cock wanted to feel her pussy surrounding it, to feel her warm wetness around my shaft.

“Yes, please,” I begged.

“I was hoping you would say that,” she smirked.

Sarah lifted herself up and straddled my legs just below my throbbing erection. She leaned down and slipped her hand under my pillow, where she had hidden a surprise for this exact moment. She pulled out a condom from below it, and I suddenly understood what my payback for cumming inside her would be.

“Since you can't seem to stop yourself from breaking the rules, this is going to be the only way I allow you inside me tonight,” she said.

Sarah slowly tore the package open and pulled out the little circle of latex. She placed it over the tip of my cock and began rolling it down the shaft. I felt the cold and lifeless rubber clinging to my skin, like a barrier between her body and mine. Most people used condoms to prevents pregnancy or diseases, but not in this case. Sarah wanted to prevent me from feeling her. It was the ultimate denial to have my cock buried inside her and still be unable to feel that warmth pressing against me.

Once she had placed it all the way on, Sarah lifted herself up again and placed the tip between her swollen labia, then slowly lowered herself onto me with a deep sigh.

It still felt amazing to be inside her, but my sensations were extremely dulled. I watched her rock back and forth, pressing her hips down into my pelvis. I slipped deep inside of her, the tightness my only source of pleasure.

Sarah opened her eyes and looked down at me, seeing the strain on my face. She knew what I wanted, she knew what I craved, but she took pleasure in teasing me and denying me. She leaned forward and laid down on me so that her naked body pressed against mine, then softly kissed my neck as she moved against me.

“Remember how you always wanted to fuck me in a tent, but I was never in the mood?” she asked with that same sly grin on her face.

Having sex while camping in a tent had always been a longstanding fantasy of mine, one that she was well aware of for our entire relationship. Despite all of our kinkiness in the bedroom, she never seemed to be in the mood when we went camping. Sometimes there were kids around, and other times her friends were close enough to hear us. Regardless of the reason, it had never happened.

I had forgotten about Sarah’s cryptic text the night before, but it wasn't difficult to see where she was going with this. She was taking her teasing to another level, driving me crazy with desire.

“On the first night, we drank all night and tried a few drugs. I’m not even sure what they were, honestly. They had me feeling really good though, and as soon as we crawled into the tent together, he started touching me all over. It felt so amazing that I ended up hopping on top of him and fucking his brains out for over an hour. I’m pretty sure everybody could hear us, because I was pretty loud.”

I tried to roll her over so that I could take control and regain some of my dominance, but she quickly squashed that idea. She grabbed my hands and pinned them against the bed over my head, destroying any leverage I had to flip her over.

“Don’t even think about it,” she cackled wickedly.

Sarah began moving her hips faster. Even with the condom, it felt incredible. It was as if she was trying to make up for the lack of sensation with her movements. She rode my entire length in long, deep strokes that touched every nerve in my cock.

I could feel an orgasm swelling inside me, but I knew there was no way to stop her with my hands bound. That was exactly what she wanted, too. As she felt me stiffening, she lifted up so that only the tip of my cock was inside her, then began bouncing up and down rapidly on the first inch or two. Not only did it feel great for me, but it was also just enough to bring Sarah to her own powerful orgasm. I felt her muscles tighten around the tip and it carried me over the edge.

Just as I was about to cum, she lifted off of me and pressed her dripping wet pussy against my stomach. She continued to spasm over me, pressing her clitoris against me to feed her own orgasm, while my cock exploded inside the condom. The crowning touch on her payback was a ruined orgasm for me.

Sarah snuggled against me as my length grew limp inside the condom. Eventually it was small enough that she could just pick it up. She disappeared into the bedroom and returned with a towel for me to clean up. Once I had wiped all the sticky goo from my body, she returned to bed and cuddled up in my arms.

We were both silent for a while. Sarah’s fingers traced their way across my skin, touching me softly as she zoned out.

“So was that what you texted me about yesterday? Fucking him in the tent?” I asked her as I watched her fingers dance slowly across my body.

Sarah looked up at me, the averted her eyes. There was something there, and I knew there was more than just sex in a tent. She had something big she wanted to get off of her chest.

“No, that wasn't it,” she confirmed. “I remembered something last night and it made me feel kind of bad. I don't know why I sent you that text. I think I was just trying to make sure I couldn't chicken out and not tell you. I figured if you knew I had something to tell you, you would bug me about it until I had to say it.”

“Okay,” I chuckled, “so tell me then. Don't make me pry it out of you.”

Sarah continued to stare off into space, refusing to make eye contact with me. I was worried she wasn't going to answer me, but then the truth began to spill out of her and it seemed like she couldn't stop herself.

“You asked me before if I was ever with Jacob while we were still together, and I told you I hadn't. That wasn't true. About six months after you and I started seeing each other, he texted me and asked if he could see me. He had been seeing some girl and the whole thing blew up, and he was upset and needed someone to talk to. I figured he wouldn't push to do anything if he was upset about his breakup, and I could just be a good friend and let him vent his feelings. It was about a month after I had moved in, and I was home for the day relaxing while you were at work.

“He got here around noon with some lunch for us. We ate and talked, and I offered him a beer to help him relax. We were sitting on the couch and we’d both finished off a few beers when he gave me this look that he gets sometimes. That look is my weakness. As soon as I saw it, I knew I would be in trouble. I want to say that he started it, but as soon as I saw that look, I needed to kiss him.”

My head was spinning. I was hurt and jealous, but there was nothing I could do about it. It was all in the past, a bygone mistake that couldn't be erased. I wanted to say that this was different than the fact that she had been seeing Jacob now that we were broken up, but it wasn't. It was about her desire for him, those feelings that couldn't be explained in any rational way. It was about that carnal instinct that made her crave him, and something about that turned me on again.

As she continued her story, Sarah seemed to pick up on my response. Her eyes glanced down at my cock and saw the slightest stirring. She reached down and slipped her fingers  around it, squeezing and stroking as she told me of her tryst.

“Once I had kissed him, it was like the dam had broken open. He pulled me close and we started kissing frantically. His hands pawed at my clothes and started undressing me. As soon as I got his pants off and saw that thick cock, I had to have it. I started sucking him right there on our couch. He got so hard for me, and I couldn't help being naughty for him. My heart was racing and all I could think was that I hoped you didn't come home early. I stopped and took him by the hand and dragged him into our bedroom.”

My mouth felt dry, but my cock was almost completely hard in her hand. She hadn't just fucked him. She had done it in our bed. I had slept with me in the same bed where she had cheated with him. I pictured it in my head as she talked, getting more turned on as her words dug deeper into my soul.

“As soon as we got to the bedroom, he pushed me down on the bed and started eating me out. His tongue is amazing, and he got me off at least two to three times in a row. Then he climbed up on top of me and started kissing me. I felt so bad doing it in our bed, but I couldn't say no to him. He just sank down into me and it was done. I was cheating on you. He pumped me so hard, so deep. I came faster with him than I have ever cum with you.

“We rolled all over the bed for at least an hour. He made me cum all over his cock a bunch of times, until he finally just blew a huge load inside me. Just feeling that made me squirt. It was some of the most intense sex I’ve ever had. After he left, I washed the sheets, but the whole room reeked of sex still. I was so worried you’d smell it and realize what I had done. That was the only time we did it, but I wanted you to know the truth.”

As she finished her story, Sarah looked up at me cautiously. My cock ached and throbbed, dying for release. I wanted so badly to feel that sweet release.

“Are you mad at me?” she asked.

The answer was obvious, given the intense erection in her hand, but I played along with her game.

“No,” I replied, swallowing hard. “How soon after that did you sleep with me?”

“I’m not sure,” she answered honestly. “I think it was maybe a day or two later. I wanted to fuck you that night, but I was worried you would know somehow that I had been with someone else.”

“Make me cum,” I said softly.

Sarah smiled at me, knowing that she had complete control of me, as long as she continued our game. It was a twisted back and forth, but there was something in it that worked for both of us.

As if to drive the point home, Sarah reached under the pillow and pulled out another condom. Without a single word, she tore the foil package open and began rolling the rubber over my aching length. She then began stroking me again, this time a little faster. The latex felt cold and impersonal, just like she wanted. Her head turned and I felt her lips kissing my chest, teasing me as she continued to taunt me with her words.

“Jacob fucks me so much better than you. I should have kept fucking him after that day. Maybe we could have stayed married if I had just been a cheating slut and fucked him anytime I wanted behind your back. I always felt guilty for having that thought, but it seems like you would have liked that.”

Her rhythm increased and I knew it wouldn't be much longer. My orgasm swelled deep inside, and just as I was about to climax, she added one last twist of the knife to carry me over the edge.

“Every time you fucked me after that, I imagined it was him inside me. That was the only way I could get off.”

My cock twitched and the reservoir tip filled with my load. Sarah continued to stroke me quickly, drawing even more out. The end of the condom swelled and the rest of my seed began sleeping down along the shaft. As the orgasm subsided, she finally released me and smiled.

I got out of bed and disposed of the rubber in the bathroom, then washed my hands and returned to bed. Sarah was waiting for me, and as soon as I slipped under the covers, she climbed in with me and cuddled up against me.

“So did that really happen,” I asked, “or did you just make that up for my benefit?”

A nervous look crossed her face and I knew the answer. I knew I should be angry, but once again my cuckold mind seemed to handle it differently. I wasn't mad, but I still wanted to hear her say it.

“I did embellish the story a little, but it's mostly true. He came over one day and we ended up sleeping together in our bed. I didn't fantasize about it afterward. In fact, I felt extremely guilty.”

She looked up at me cautiously, still worried that I would snap at her, but I didn't. I simply smiled at her and kissed her.

“There’s one thing I didn't tell you,” she added sheepishly.

“Tell me,” I replied, my heart quickly racing again. It seemed that every time she said that, I was in for something big.

“We didn't just fuck once that day. He came over right after you left for work, and we spent all day in bed until I had to go get the kids.”

My stomach churned and my groin tightened.

“We would fuck for a bit until he came, then stop to watch television or get something to eat. We were snuggling naked on the couch and he would get hard again, so we would go back to the bedroom. That happened like 5 or 6 times, although he only came 3 of those times.”

“Did he cum inside you every time?” I asked. My head was burning with jealousy and arousal, but I maintained a calm exterior.

“Yes,” she said softly. “Are you mad at me?”

“No,” I said honestly. “I just wish I could have been there to see you fuck him in my bed.”

Sarah looked at me with that smile that always seemed to melt my heart. She leaned in and kissed me as her hand went to my crotch. After two orgasms, it would be awhile before I got hard again, but I did feel myself swelling slightly under we touch. She gave me a gentle squeeze and let go, then pulled herself closer to me.

“Can I stay here tonight?” she asked quietly.

I nodded and wrapped my arms around her, just as I had done for so many years. It felt good to have her close, even if it was just a temporary thing. We passed out shortly after.

September 1st

The next few weeks were unusually quiet. Sarah had been coming over several times a week to see me, but after she returned from her camping trip, there was nothing for almost two weeks. I began wondering if I had somehow overstepped by letting her spend the night, but she had acted completely normal the next day. We had woken up early and headed out to breakfast with Jackson before parting ways for the day. She hadn't seemed upset or irritated at me, so I was surprised by the sudden silence.

I was beginning to think the game had ended when I came home from work and found a surprise waiting for me. The door was locked, and for a few moments, I had no idea that someone had been inside my house. Then I saw the camcorder sitting on the kitchen counter, with a note carefully folded and tucked underneath it. I moved it aside and opened the note.

“Hello, dear. I know I didn't tell you I was going to stop by today, but I actually did that on purpose. I thought this might come better as a surprise.

“Earlier today, Jacob and I met up for lunch. I told him that I had to grab Jackson’s jacket at your place, and that you had told me to let myself in so I could find it. I asked him if he would come with me to keep me company and help me look for it. He said yes.

“When we got to your house, I asked him to go search Jackson’s room, then told him I was going to search your room. While he was preoccupied, I pulled out the camera, tucked it under some clothes on the dresser, then asked him to come in and help me look for it. You can see the rest for yourself on the video. You can even play while you watch it. I hope you enjoy it!”

I swallowed hard and looked around the house. Everything seemed in place, but she had specifically said that she had set the camera up in the bedroom. I could only hook the camera up to the television in my room, so it seemed that was my next logical destination.

As I stepped through the door, I immediately noticed something was off. It was a small, subtle thing, but Sarah knew I would notice. Throughout our relationship, we had always fought about the right way to make the bed. She would fold the top edge down in a certain way, and it annoyed her when I didn't do it her way. Now that I lived on my own, I would always make the bed my way. When I stepped into my room, I noticed the top edge folded down just the way she liked it. At some point today, she had remade my bed.

I hooked up the camera and pressed play. As I sat down on the edge of my bed with no idea what had happened, I soon found out as the events began to unfold on the screen.

The television popped to life, with a clear view of my bedroom and Sarah looking at the camera as she finished setting it up. Once she was satisfied with the positioning, she began looking around nearby. A moment later, she paused and yelled into the other room.

“Hey, can you come help me look in here?” she called out.

Jacob appeared in the doorway looking a little weary.

“Are you sure he won't care if I'm in here?” he asked, starting to look around for the jacket

Sarah stopped searching and looked at him with a deadpan face.

“It's not like we’re going to fuck in his bed. We’re just looking for a jacket,” she said, then paused and looked at the bed. “That might be fun, though.”

Jacob stared at her for a moment before a wicked smile crossed both of their faces.

“You’re so bad,” he said, walking up to her and slipping his arms around her waist.

“And you know you love it,” she replied before locking lips with him.

The two of them began making out passionately, right in the room I was now sitting in. Sarah led him to my bed, the pulled him down on top of herself. They rolled around, undressing each other as they continued to make out like teenagers.

My cock had grown hard, so I unzipped my pants and pulled my cock out, then started stroking myself.

Sarah's shirt came off and Jacob began sucking on her small, pink nipples. She moaned excitedly, then pushed him down on the bed and pulled his cock out. Her lips were wrapped around it a moment later, sucking him as his hands slithered between her legs and began fingering her.

Soon they were both completely naked. Jacob grabbed Sarah and pulled her to the bed, pushing her down on her back. He spread her legs wide and dove into her pussy with his tongue, making her wriggle excitedly with every lick and flick. The intensity of her cries swelled as she neared climax.

I was lost in the scene when a sudden knock on the door to my apartment snapped me out of it. The door opened without a response, and before I could stand up and cover myself, Sarah was standing in the door to my bedroom. She looked at me with my cock in my hand and smiled, then glanced at the screen.

“Looks like I got here just in time for the good part,” she said, stripping her clothes off as she crossed the room and dropped to her knees in front of me. “My mom is watching Jackson for me, so I only have an hour.”

Her lips were suddenly around my cock, surrounding it with warm wetness. I looked at the screen and saw Jacob crawling over her and sliding his cock into her pussy, right on the bed I was now sitting on.

Sarah sucked firmly on me, licking my cock as I watched her boyfriend fuck her. He was on top, driving himself down into her. A few minutes later, she rolled him over and rode him harder than she had ever ridden me. It was clearly turning her on to do it in my bed, in my house. It turned me on just as much, especially when she was now in front of me, sucking my cock with the same lips she had used on him.

On the screen, Sarah climbed off and let him move behind her. He grabbed her hips and drove his length into her over and over again. As another orgasm swelled inside her, I could tell from the tension on his face that he was also getting close. He began grunting as he came inside her, filling her with his warm seed. Her orgasm came hard and fast after that, before they both collapsed limply onto my bed.

I had lost myself in the video until Sarah stood up in front of me and crossed the room to shut the television off. When she returned, she crawled onto the bed on all fours and looked over at me.

“Fuck me like he did,” she said seriously.

I swallowed hard. I would get to fuck her, but I knew she would be thinking of him, comparing what I was going to give her to what he had already given her. I still wanted it, but I knew I would be insignificant in comparison.

I got behind her and pressed the tip of my cock into the folds of her pussy. I imagined Jacob, looking at her from the exact same point of view as he slipped his cock inside my ex-wife. He must have felt powerful, taking the woman I loved in the bed I slept in every night. Even in my own home, she belonged to him.

I began thrusting into her, feeling her muscles swallow my length. I knew I wouldn't last long, so I began fucking her as hard and as fast as I could. Sarah let out a guttural moan in response, her hormones surging again. Her body tightened in my hands, and I knew it was working. I was going to make her cum the way her boyfriend had. Just as she erupted into orgasm, she said the words that would take me over the edge.

“Oh Jacob, you feel so fucking good.”

Sarah had said his name while I was fucking her. She wanted me to suffer. She wanted me to know that in that moment of ecstasy, she was imagining him, the other man. The one she really wanted.

I remembered the rule just in time. I pulled free from her pussy and sent my cum flying across her back. Every muscle in her body quivered below me, trembling from the force of her own orgasm.

There was no cuddling, no kissing afterward. Sarah grabbed her clothes and quickly dressed, then gave me a peck on the cheek before flying out the door.

I was still sitting on my bed several minutes later when my phone dinged.

“I hope you enjoy watching that video again later. You can keep it, but you better not show it to anyone!”

“You are incredible,” I replied. “Your gift is safe with me. I will make sure no one else ever sees it.”

I climbed into bed shortly after that and dozed off into a nap. When I awoke later that evening, I watched the video again. The second time around it was just as erotic, but nothing could compare to feeling the real thing. Somehow Sarah had learned the perfect way to both torture and please me.

October 1st

I had known for a while that this day would be one of the most difficult for me. It was the anniversary of our wedding day. Three years ago, Sarah had promised to love and cherish me forever in front of our friends and family. Things were vastly different now, and this would be our first anniversary not being together.

A few days before, Sarah had asked me if she could borrow the camcorder. I didn't think too much of it, assuming she wanted it to record something for Jackson’s school. I had already removed the video of her and Jacob in my bed, so I gave it to her.

When I came home from work on the night of our anniversary, I found a thumb drive sitting on my front doorstep, wrapped in a note. I scooped it up and headed inside, wondering what surprise was waiting for me.

I sat down on the couch and removed the rubber band around both items, then opened the note.

“I know we are no longer together, but today holds a very special meaning for me. I know we aren't together anymore, but you are still important and special to me, and I hope we can make today a happy day, not a sad one. Regardless of what has happened between us in the past, there still seems to be a deeper connection that holds us together. I hope today we can celebrate that relationship, that connection, without lingering on the things we have lost between us. I made this video as a gift for you, and I hope you enjoy it as much as I enjoyed making it. There is a special surprise in it, but you have to pay attention. Text me when you are done and tell me if you liked it. Love always, Sarah.”

Tears started to form at the corner of my eyes, but I fought them back and swallowed hard. It was a very touching letter, and I decide she was right. I wasn't going to dwell on what we had lost, but focus on the good that our friendship still held.

I went to my computer and plugged the thumb drive in. There was a single video file, so I hit play and sat back in my seat.

Sarah’s room popped up on the screen. The video seemed to have been trimmed down, since they usually started with her turning on the camera. This time, there was nobody in the room. Moments later, Sarah stumbled into the room, pulling Jacob along as they kissed. He was still completely dressed, but she was wearing a robe that hid an illicit surprise underneath. I didn't know what she was wearing, but I knew both Jacob and I would enjoy seeing it.

Sarah pulled his shirt off, then pushed him back onto the bed. As he sat there watching her, her hands dropped to the belt of fabric holding her robe closed. She was facing the camera as she prepared to disrobe, and I saw her eyes flit toward me for a split second before returning to her lover. She then pulled at the belt and let it fall to the ground.

My jaw dropped open as I realized her anniversary surprise to me.

Sarah was dressed in a white silk bra with sheer cups, a matching pair of white lace panties, and a white garter belt with stockings. This wasn't a new outfit, because I recognized it immediately. She was wearing the lingerie she had worn on our wedding night.

My mind raced as she stepped toward him. She had only worn that once before, on that special night after she had pledged her love to me. It was the ultimate act of cuckolding and domination to wear something that was special to me for her new boyfriend.

Jacob seemed to love it just as much as I had on our wedding night. He grabbed Sarah’s hand and pulled her toward him. She leaned down and kissed him as his hands slid over the smooth, soft lace. My cock was as hard as a rock, throbbing as I watching the unbelievable scene unfolding before me.

Sarah climbed over his lap and they kissed slowly. His hands slithered up her back and deftly unfastened her bra, pulling it away from her body and tossing it aside. She pulled his shirt off and they embraced as her breasts flattened against his bare chest. After kissing for several minutes, she slipped to the floor and I removed his pants so that she could attack his raging erection with her mouth.

Jacob ran his hands through Sarah’s hair as her head bobbed up and down on his cock. She sucked him passionately, rubbing her tongue up and down the shaft before sliding her lips around it again. Once she had him nice and hard, she stood up and slipped her panties off so that she was left in just her garter belt and stockings, then swung her leg over him and straddled his lap again. She reached between her legs and guided his cock into her waiting pussy.

Sarah let out a slow moan as she slid down onto his length, feeling his enormous cock splitting her open. Her hips swiveled and gyrated, pressing down against him until his cock touched her in places I could never reach. Her face was pure lust and ecstasy. I knew part of that was just being with him, but I was sure that she was getting turned on more thinking about what she was doing to me and how it would affect me.

I was mad. I was frustrated. More than anything though, I was jealous. I am usually not a jealous man, but watching another man fuck the woman I love in the lingerie she had worn for our wedding night had gotten me there. I wasn't surprised in the slightest to find that I was even more aroused now that I could feel the full brunt of my jealousy.

As exciting as it was to watch them fuck, the sex between the two of them seemed very generic and vanilla. Sarah was fucking him wildly, knowing she was performing for my benefit, but Jacob seemed to do very little other than pump his cock into her tight little pussy. That was still enough to bring her to orgasm several times though, and enough to turn me on in ways that I could never have imagined.

They fucked for over an hour. Sarah kept her stockings on the whole time to remind me how the evening had started, to remind me what she had taken away from me. When Jacob moved behind her to fuck her in her favorite position, I knew it wouldn't last much longer. He grabbed her hips and slammed himself into her until his cock unloaded another thick load of cum inside her. The two of them fell to the bed and snuggled up right before the screen cut to black and the video ended.

I stared at the screen for a few minutes while I processed everything. I still hadn't finished myself off, but my cock was as hard as a rock. I remembered that Sarah had asked me to text her after I had watched the video, so I grabbed my phone. I stared at it for several minutes trying to figure out what to say.

“Hi,” I texted finally.

“Hey,” she replied instantly. “Did you get my present?”

“I did.”

“Did you like it?” she asked. “I hope you aren't upset. I did it to turn you on, not to hurt you, but I realized afterward that it could go either way.”

“I loved it, actually,” I answered. “I mean, it was a little hard to watch, but it definitely turned me on.”

“I’m parked up the street. Can I come see you?”

I stared at my phone, perplexed for a minute. She knew when I got home from work, and she had clearly been waiting for me to watch the video and message her.

“Sure,” I replied.

A few minutes later, there was a knock at the front door. I opened it and found Sarah standing there with a bottle of champagne and two glasses.

“Happy anniversary,” she said with a playful smile.

I stepped toward her and slipped my arm around her waist, then kissed her. Her arms floated off to each side, one with the bottle and the other with the two glasses. Sarah seemed to melt in my arms, both of us losing ourselves in that kiss. When I finally stopped, she had a sexy smile dancing across her lips.

“Are you going to invite me inside?” she asked as one of her eyebrows slanted slightly.

“Maybe,” I said with a playful smirk.

I took the bottle out of her hand and pulled her inside.

Sarah poured two glasses and we took a seat on the couch. There was something odd in the air, but I couldn't quite put my finger on what it was. There was the subtle excitement, that sexual tension that seemed to always draw us together, mixed with a kind of nostalgia for the relationship we had once had. It had been a good relationship at one time, and nothing would ever be able to take those good memories away.

We sat and talked about some of the adventures we had shared over the last five years. It had been a great time, filled with new experiences, joy, and sadness. I found myself feeling thankful that Sarah had been a part of my life.

By the time we finished off the bottle, we were both pretty tipsy. We had moved closer to each other on the couch, separated by just a few feet. I looked at her, the face of the woman I had always loved, and felt that familiar urge to kiss her. She must have felt it as well, and we both leaned in at the same time. When our lips met, the sexual tension between us was palpable.

After a few minutes, she pushed me away and stood up.

“I’ll be right back,” she said. “I have one more surprise for you.”

Sarah rushed toward the front door and disappeared for a few minutes. She returned with a bag and immediately ducked into my bedroom. When she emerged a few minutes later, she was dressed in the same white silk robe she had worn for Jacob.

She stood in the doorway to my room and beckoned to me to join her. I stood up and crossed the room quickly, kissing her again without hesitation. I couldn't keep my lips off of her, even as we stumbled into the bedroom. Once we were there, Sarah pushed me down onto the bed and climbed on top of me. She slipped her hands under my shirt and pushed it up and off, then leaned down and began kissing my chest. I could feel her legs tensing as she pressed herself down against me. She kissed her way up my chest until our lips met once again for a fleeting kiss.

Sarah pulled back and sat up, her body still straddling my lap. She looked at me seductively as her hands began to untie the fabric belt. Her eyes watched me carefully, and as she peeled back the silk wrap, I saw the familiar lingerie she had worn for our honeymoon, the same one she had worn for Jacob a few days ago.

“I wore this for you first,” she said as she tossed the robe aside, “and I wore it for Jacob. Actually, I wore with him, but it was for you. I want you to be the last man to take it off of me.”

Sarah fell forward and pressed her body against me as she kissed me firmly. Her body wiggled and squirmed in my arms, filled with unfulfilled sexual hunger. My hands slipped down and cupped her ass cheeks, pulling her closer to me. She pulled back a little and looked into my eyes, and I saw that fire behind them. Whatever was missing from her love life with her new boyfriend, she had found it with me. She needed me to quench her desire.

I grabbed Sarah and rolled her onto her back. As I looked down at her, I grabbed her bra between her breasts. Instead of unhooking and removing it from her body, I wanted to make sure I fulfilled her wish. I gripped the fabric tightly and pulled until the it tore and shredded where the two cups met in the middle. I removed the ruined lingerie from her body and tossed it aside. She would never be able to wear it for Jacob again, or for anyone else.

I reached for her panties next, and tore them as well. The fabric was light and gave way easily, and I tossed it aside. She was now lying below me in just the stockings and garter belt. Her body belonged to me tonight.

I peeled my shirt off while Sarah sat up and began wrestling with my belt. She got my shorts down far enough to free my cock, then swallowed it whole in one quick motion. I fell onto the bed next to her, and she followed me, hungering to taste my manhood in her mouth again. She was aggressive and forceful, but never forgot that I was in charge tonight. Every ounce of her being wanted to please me.

Sarah’s head bobbed up and down in my lap, my cock growing rock hard with every pass of her lips. I ran my fingers through her hair, then gripped her head tightly. As she sank down on my cock, I pushed lightly until she was on the brink of choking. When I let go, she lifted her head and her eyes were watering. That didn't slow her down though, and she dove onto me with a renewed lust.

My eyes rolled back in my head as her tongue danced around my shaft lithely. Her hand cupped my balls, enhancing the sensation and making me light-headed. I felt an orgasm building, but I wanted this to last. I yanked back on her head and mashed my lips against hers as my climax withdrew, then pushed her back on the bed so I could taste her.

I moved between Sarah’s legs and looked up at her as I ran my tongue softly across her outer labia. Her chest rose and fell with every elongated breath. My tongue pressed between the folds, then slid up around her clitoris in a languid circle. The pleasure was apparent on her face, and even more so when she cooed softly.

“I love the way you lick me,” she said, gripping the back of my head tightly.

There was no Jacob. There was no cuckolding. There was just the two of us, friends and lovers entwined as one. She wanted me in that moment, and it drew me to her in a way that I had rarely felt.

I continued in slow, meandering loops, teasing her clitoris by barely touching it. Sarah shifted and moved, trying to get me to brush against her most sensitive spot, but I held back until she was begging me. When I finally allowed my tongue to pass directly across it, a blissful cry poured from her mouth.

I dove into her, licking and circling until I felt her moans getting heavier. I could sense an orgasm approaching, and I continued to trace the tip of my tongue through her sex.

Sarah’s orgasm came slowly but built to a powerful climax. Her back arched and her entire body lifted off the bed. She tried to scream, but the sound got caught in her throat and came out as a few restrained grunts. Once it had passed, she sat up and kissed me in the same way I had kissed her after she had brought me to the edge of orgasm.

Sarah couldn't find the words to tell me what she wanted, but she didn't need them. She managed to push me back and straddled my waist, her lips glued to mine the entire time. My cock brushed lightly across her pussy and we both felt the urgent need to come together as one. She slipped down onto my bare cock and surrounded it with the warm embrace of her pussy.

Sarah’s body writhed and pulsed on top of me with a sexual nuance that was undeniably erotic. I moved with her, pressing my length deep inside her with every thrust. Her mound pressed against me, touching her clitoris as I filled her. Our lips met and separated over and over again, but our hips stayed connected as we made love.

I rolled over on top of her and my cock slipped even deeper. I looked deep into her eyes as I penetrated her body.

“You feel incredible inside me,” she whispered to me.

I kissed her again, unable to say anything else. I wanted to tell her that I loved her and wanted to spend every night inside her like this, but it was too much. I wanted to enjoy the moment, live in it without any hope or fear for the future, just two beings drawn together in the most carnal way.

As I stared into her eyes, Sarah looked back at me. There were words on the tip of her tongue, words with so many layers and meanings, words that we were both afraid to say. Only one thing could make this night complete, and that was the only thing she was actually ready to ask of me.

“Cum inside me,” she purred excitedly.

I hesitated for a moment, and Sarah saw it in my eyes.

“I promise I won't punish you,” she said. “I just want to feel you inside me tonight.”

With that, she kissed me and grabbed my body, pulling me deeper. My orgasm was already close, and when I felt her pussy begin to tighten around me, it loomed even closer.

I began driving myself into her, carrying her even higher. Her fingernails dug into my back, and my cock grew harder in response. I sank myself into her one last time and held myself there, clutching her tightly. We both reached our apex at the same time, and my cock flooded her vagina with warm seed as she began convulsing below me. Every one of her muscles began vibrating as she cried out lustfully.

It took a few minutes for both of us to recover completely. We made love several more times that night, each one more fervent that the rest. In all of the years we had spent together, we had never shared a night filled with as much passion as that one night.

That evening together kindled a new spark between us. It didn't change how Sarah felt about Jacob though, and that was something that created quite a problem. She was left in a state of turmoil.

Over the next few months, Sarah and Jacob hit a few bumps in their relationship. She loved to hang around with him, but it became apparent that he wasn't as invested in the idea of a relationship as she was.

Every time he left her hurt and broken hearted, Sarah would end up my doorstep crying her eyes out. I was her rock, the one who was always there for her, and soon she realized that was what she needed, both for herself and for our son.

Sarah and Jacob broke up a few months later, and we began hanging out more often. We would spend holidays together under the pretense that we were doing it for Jackson, but we both enjoyed the time together as a family. Soon we became a couple again, and renewed our marriage vows on an island beach, just the two of us and Jackson.

Our new relationship was far from normal. Sarah embraced being a hotwife, and would often go out on dates with random male friends. I never asked her where she was going or what they would do together, because I didn't need to. She was always open and honest about it, and would usually come home excited to tell me about the wild adventures she got into with them.

With my blessing, Sarah would also occasionally see Jacob, sometimes as often as several times a week. Just like the other men she dated, he could offer her something that I couldn’t, and I was okay with that. She would always come home to me eventually, bringing stories of their crazy sexual exploits that would fuel our own sex life. It worked for him too, because he could have his fun without worrying about the responsibility of a full-blown relationship.

Eventually, I got to meet the illustrious Jacob in person and we became friends. He was a crazy guy, always ready to go, and I could see why she was drawn to him. The following year, she invited both of us on the annual camping trip. A few of the other people who went thought it was odd that Sarah had brought both her husband and her ex-boyfriend along on the trip, but after a few drinks, everyone forgot about it. Nobody even noticed when Sarah slipped into his tent for the night and left me alone in ours. That's a story for another time, though.


Like me on Facebook for updates on the latest releases!

Other books available on Amazon by Alex Skylar :

Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor

Lisa and Shane had planned for a nice romantic ski getaway in the mountains of New Hampshire for their first anniversary. When they meet their ski instructor for the weekend, however, Shane suggests pursuing his fantasy of watching his wife with another man. While Lisa is hesitant at first, she gives in to her urges. The result is a weekend of sexual exploration that neither one of them will forget.

Warning: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex.

Cheating with Permission: Return of the Ski Instructor

This story is a continuation of Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor: When Shane spent his anniversary weekend watching his wife fulfill his sexual fantasy by sleeping with another man, he thought his cuckolding experience would be a one-time thing. Months later, Lisa tells him that she has been in touch with her bull, and he wants to go on a weekend camping trip with them. Shane knows he will be a cuckold once again, but his wife has plans to take his fantasy to the next level. Will he be able to handle her unbridled sexuality and the accompanying humiliation? 


WARNING: This 14,000- word erotic short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme humiliation, creampie humiliation, and group sex.  

Losing the Bet

Chris had always dreamed of seeing his wife Melody with another man. After using her for a wager over a late night game of pool, he ends up getting his wish. But when Melody and her friend Kristen decide to test the boundaries of his fantasy, will he get more than he bargained for? 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and a threesome. 


Cheating with Permission: The Latin Lover

When Mia went out for some salsa dancing with her sister, she never knew it would change her relationship with her husband forever. At first she felt guilty for getting too close to a stranger, but when her husband encouraged her to explore her sexuality and test her boundaries, her curiosity takes control. How far will she take it? 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story explores the world of hotwives and cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of cheating and exhibitionism. 

Taking the Game Further

Things have been tense between Sarah and her husband as they struggle to get pregnant. One night while they are out for drinks, they start a new game: Sarah flirts with other men while her husband watches. While the game distracts them from their problems for a little while, a big fight eventually causes Sarah to take the game a step further with a handsome stranger. How far will she take it, and how will it change her marriage? 


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story explores the darker side of cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of sex, cuckolding, and humiliation. 

The Night Before the Wedding

Stephanie's fiancé loved to watch her with other men, but she had rarely gone out on her own. For the night before their wedding she plans an exciting sexual adventure for herself that will leave her in bliss, while relentlessly teasing her soon-to-be husband. What sort of trouble will she get into on her own, and what surprises will she have in store for her husband?

WARNING: This 11,000-word erotica short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, bondage, group sex, and humiliation.

Taking his Wife

Her name was Keira, and she was absolutely gorgeous. The only problem was that she was married. It was easy to become friends with her and gain her trust, but I wanted more than that. Could I convince her to give in to her base sexual desires and to give herself to me, a wealthy black man?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, cuckolding, and interracial sex.  

The Reluctant Cuckold

When my wife Kim wanted to bring her younger sister Anna along with us on our anniversary trip to Miami, I hoped I might have the opportunity for some fun with the two of them together. Those dreams were dashed when her younger sister met a black man named Joe. After a game of strip poker and a lot of alcohol, I soon realized that my wife had an equal interest in her sister’s new friend. How far would the three of them go as I watched helplessly?


WARNING: This 9,700-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, group sex, and interracial sex.  

College Cuckold

When Eric and Elise first went away to separate universities, they were just an ordinary couple. But the first time he visits her at school, he decides to play a game. He pretends he has never met her before, while encouraging her to explore her sexuality with her friend Tyler. Elise plays along, and the ensuing adventure creates a new dynamic in their relationship. How far will Elise take it, and how will Eric handle becoming a cuckold?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Revenge Cuckolding

When Eva found her boyfriend’s secret stash of cuckolding porn on his computer, she was furious at first. So she decided that the best way to get even would be to carry out his fantasy right in front of his face with the help of her friend Jon. Would the reality of it be too much for him to handle, or would her revenge turn into a fun night for both of them?


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme public humiliation, and cheating.  

While You Were Away

Chris had always fantasized about watching his wife Kylie with another man. One night after a few drinks, a spontaneous moment leads to their first foray into the world of cuckolding and leaves both of them wanting more. When Chris leaves town on a short business trip a few weeks later, he gives her permission to explore the idea further, but how far will she take it without him there? 


WARNING: This 14,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, hotwife behavior, humiliation, and voyeurism.  

My Fiance Prefers My Best Friend

A week before their wedding, Scott’s future wife Katie learned of the unusual nature of his friendship with his best man Kevin, as well as his fantasy of watching her with another man. When he gives her his blessing to explore her sexuality and desires with his best friend, they begin a sexual adventure that will shape the future of their relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of hotwives, cuckolding, and humiliation.  

The Cuckold Honeymoon

When Scott and Katie head out to the island of St. Lucia after an exciting lead up to their wedding, they find that the island offers them some great opportunities to further explore the cuckolding lifestyle. A friendly cab driver named Joe takes them on a wild adventure that pushes their sexual boundaries, leading to a honeymoon that neither of them would forget. 


WARNING: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  

My Wife Prefers Her Ex

Several months after their adventurous honeymoon, Scott’s wife Katie suggests they explore the cuckolding lifestyle further. Her friend Mina wants to experience a well hung man, so she invites her ex-boyfriend Mike for group date. Scott finds himself both excited and nervous about the possibilities of the night ahead when the four of them head out together. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, anal sex, group sex, and unprotected sex.  

Cheating With Permission: My Boyfriend’s Family

For Amanda, it started as just a simple camping trip with her boyfriend Andy, his best friend, his brother, and his dad. When Andy suggested fulfilling his fantasy of having her sleep with his best friend while spending the night in tents, the thrill and excitement of cuckolding him for the first time with his family around kindled her sexual desires. But when his brother catches her in the act, how far will she go to cover it up? What happens when a woman is given the freedom to explore her darkest sexual fantasies?


WARNING: This 13,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  

The Cuckold Experiment

Bill teases his wife about being curious about sleeping with a black man, but has never told her he'd secretly love to watch her with one. When they are approached by a pair of sexy black students to participate in a research study, neither realizes right away that they are being given the chance to make both their fantasies a reality. Will Kara give in to her deepest sexual desires and violate her marriage vows for the sake of research, and how far will the experiment go?


WARNING: This 8,500-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, and anal sex. 

Cuckolds and Cuckqueans

When Mark decides to confront his wife on her bisexuality, he offers her the freedom to explore a part of her she had been denying. But how far will she push her sexual freedom when she meets a handsome cop?


WARNING: This 19,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cuckqueaning, and threesomes. 

Raising the Stakes

After he loses his job, John and his wife Melinda place an ad to downsize some of their belongings. Two well-built black men answer the ad, and offer John an unexpected bonus: the chance to watch his wife with not one, but two other men. Will John's shy wife let two strangers convince her to push her sexual boundaries and explore a new side to her marriage? 


WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  

The Hotwife Party

This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 

The Hotwife Party: Ella’s Journey

After a drunken night with her husband and his best friend leads Ella into the world of cuckolding, she decides to confess her exploits to her best friend, Gina. Little does she know that Gina is a hotwife herself, and will lead Ella down a path to new and forbidden desires. When her friend invites her to a hotwife party, how far will she take her husband’s fantasy, and will she be able to control herself when faced with the temptation of a sexy black bull?


WARNING: This 16,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial sex, cuckolding, humiliation, group sex, and anal sex. 

Shannon’s Cuckold

I had always wanted to watch my girlfriend Shannon with another man. When we set up our date with Michael, I knew I would be pushing her sexual boundaries. I had no idea she would also be pushing mine. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and male bisexual exploration. 

The Nanny’s Cuckold

After struggling to raise his son on his own after the death of his wife, James decides to hire a live-in nanny named Allie to help out. Nothing seems out of the ordinary – until he overhears her having sex one night. When Allie catches him and confronts him about it, he expects her to be angry, but instead she leads him down a path into the world of cuckolding that will change his life forever. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  

Capturing the Hotwife

Lily wanted to find the perfect gift for her husband, Justin. While he had always wanted to see her with another man, her shyness always seemed to get in the way. Then one day, she decides to do a boudoir photo shoot for him. When she discovers that Eli, her photographer, is the man of her fantasies, the only question in her head is how far will she take her husband’s fantasy.

WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, bondage, and voyeurism. 

The Right Way to Cheat

Sometimes, all it takes is a chance encounter to show you a whole other world that you never even knew existed. For Alexis King, that moment comes when a handsome stranger walks into her diner and leads her down the road to infidelity. That one day would take her down a slippery slope of lustful sex and illicit affairs that would eventually bring her to Mr. Cole, her billionaire boss with a penchant for cuckolding. With her marriage collapsing, could his knowledge of non-traditional relationships be the key to finding her own happiness?


WARNING: This 60,000-word novel contains graphic sexual descriptions of infidelity, cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex. 

The Cuckold and the Rope Party

Brian and Liz had been married for over a decade, and lately the sex had been lacking. Brian wants to find a way to spice things up, so he asks his friend Ian if they can attend one of his monthly bondage parties. Liz is hesitant at first, but when it becomes obvious that she wants Ian to do more than just tie her up, Brian gives her the freedom to take things as far as she wants. With her husband’s approval and a room full of people watching, how far would Liz let Ian go, and how will Brian respond to watching his best friend take control of his wife?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of bondage, cuckolding, group sex, and humiliation. 

The Hotwife’s Massage

When Anna decides to use her husband’s gift of a free massage, she has no idea that the masseuse is her well-endowed ex-boyfriend, Matt. While she thinks it won’t be an issue, she later finds herself unable to control her thoughts about him. It doesn’t take long before she confesses her thoughts to her husband, but she is surprised to find him turned on by the idea instead of being upset with her. When she comes home the next day and finds another gift certificate waiting for her, she decides that it’s time to make her husband’s fantasy a reality, both for her pleasure and his. 


WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and infidelity. 

The Blind Date: A Cuckold’s Tale

Sam has dated a lot of women, but none of them have been able to handle his fetish for being cuckolded. When his friend suggests a blind date with an charismatic woman named Allie, he decides its best to be upfront about his habits. How will she respond to his unusual tastes, and how much will she be willing to try for a man that she has just met?


WARNING: This 5,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and humiliation. 
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