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He Didn’t Even Know

◆◆◆

My husband closed our cabin door behind him, pursing his lips because he fundamentally disagreed with me. Our needs were urgent, and although my solution was extreme, it was essential I get Gary on board. He wagged a finger at me, wearing an expression of disbelief.

“Let’s not argue over this, Olivia. Our cruise is a holiday to get you pregnant, but there must be some boundaries, and your idea crosses that for me.”

“We agreed I could select whomever I wish to impregnate me.”

“Within reason, Olivia. You can’t fuck every guy on the boat.”

“Why not?”

“We won’t know who the father is.”

“You’re the only father our child needs, Gary.”

“The breeding company must record details of the three guys that will fuck you.”

“Yeah, so what?”

“If you fuck other guys, there’s less to no chance of tracking the biological father for medical purposes if we ever need to, and our child may have siblings they’ll never know.”

I need to be fucked, husband, now! This is about more than pregnancy.

“Okay, but can I entertain all three fuck buddies at once, please?”

“You’re asking to be gangbanged, Olivia.”

“Yes.”

My sexual desire hung in the air like a cloud you could chew on. Gary had agreed we needed to source semen from somewhere. The fuck cruise, ordinarily a mecca for cuckolds and their hotwives, had a breeding program, so it made sense for us to sign up, but now, I needed more.

“I already asked if all three guys can fuck you together, and the breeding manager agreed to have our three swains here in two hours.”

“Thank you, sweetheart.”

“We will need to discuss this, Olivia. What started as a pregnancy has become something very different.”

I felt super horny, and Gary sympathized. We’d tried hard for a baby, but his swimmers were lazy, so we resorted to this pregnancy cruise, matching me with three suitable donors. The thing was, I had stumbled over my husband’s browser history on our shared computer because he didn’t delete it.

I was shocked to find my husband had explored every possible version of a cuckold kink, even to the extent he downloaded a massive body of knowledge about the sexualization, motivations, and psychology of the act into a file folder.

If I believed his browsing, it seemed my husband desperately wanted to watch me being gang fucked. I was encouraging that situation now without revealing the context because he didn’t even know I had studied his secret sexual proclivities.

Per our plan for me to be impregnated, I was ovulating, Gary hadn’t fucked me for a month, and we were on a boat in the middle of the ocean surrounded by prime cock, all tested for their supreme baby-making abilities. If ever there were a set of circumstances and a time when a woman needed plenty of cock it was here and now.

Gary opened a pouch the breeding manager gave him.

“What’s that?”

“A fuck swing. There’s a slide-out hook in the cabin ceiling above our bed.”

I leaped onto the bed, fumbled with a slide-out plastic cover, tossed it aside, and found the hook.

“It’s here. Pass me the swing, and I’ll hook it in. Then you can strap me in.”

Once restrained, Gary lowered me gently onto the bed, where I rested until my baby-making boyfriends knocked on our cabin door. The guys shuffled nervously inside, undressed silently, and hung around in an embarrassing standoff with Gary.

They wore masks because anonymity was essential for my baby daddy and me unless, in an emergency, we reached out for medical details. The men had incredible physiques, like my husband, ripped muscles, tall, and, I imagined, very handsome underneath their masks.

I must take control and get the semen we paid for.

“Can you fuck me in size order, please? I can’t take the biggest cock first because you’re all over seven inches.”

One guy put his hand up.

“I’m nine and a bit inches.”

Oh fuck, goodie!

I feigned horror and froze in the swing, not expecting a monster but happy he was here. I could see his erection and salivated at the thought of him pounding my tight cunt, filling me in a way my husband couldn’t

I looked at my husband, who shrugged, and I faked a bit more.

“Fuck, I dunno if I can take that much cock, but let’s give it a try!”

I glanced at Gary, saw him wince painfully, then watched a wry smile and rippling desire through his expression. He was into it, a massive relief for me because the last thing I wanted was to be pregnant and have my soulmate flee. I inhaled deeply, and my blood ran cold while my heart pounded, trying to tear a hole through my ribcage.

My fuck lovers’ profiles specified over seven-inch cocks, so I’d won the lottery and felt the anticipation of the longest, thickest one sliding balls deep inside me. With sidelong glances, my husband checked over the guys who were about to fuck me. He looked concerned but excited.

“I’ll be redundant for a few hours, Olivia.”

“I’ve got a job for you if you want it, honey, Gary.”

I was finally addressing the elephant in the room. Our presence on the cruise was primarily for pregnancy, but my husband also wanted to become a cuckold, something it seemed he didn’t even know. I drooled from my swollen, throbbing pussy lips, down the perineum, into my anal whorl, where the tawdry juices of my arousal pooled.

“What do you mean, a job, Olivia?”

“Do you want to be part of this impregnation?”

“Yes.”

“And do you want me to cuckold you?”

“Yes.”

“Then stay and enjoy us getting pregnant and your inaugural cuckolding.”

“Will there be more times like this?”

“Do you want that for us, Gary? Would you like me to cuckold you regularly?”

“Yes.”

The silence in the room was testimony to the seriousness of the moment. The guys wanted to fuck me as badly as guys always do, but even they respected my husband’s sexual honesty and transparency at the moment. Whether they would or wouldn’t allow another man to fuck their wives was irrelevant, they understood my husband needed to become a cuckold and that his hotwife was prepared to help him with that.

I studied Gary’s body language, enjoying his newfound sexual freedom and joy, and then I stared at the cocks standing ready to fuck me. When I settled on my husband, he looked far more relaxed than I had seen him in years. 

“Everyone is nutting inside my womb today, guys, so there are no blowjobs. Please do your duty for us and our baby. The cuckolding is our business alone.”

They hoisted me until I reached perfect cock access height, strapping my legs at the knees and pulling my ankles wider for best access. Both of my ass cheeks splayed open while my sphincter and pussy got a cold lick of air as I opened gently like a rose.

I beckoned my husband over for a private conversation.

“Will you lick me before these guys start fucking me please?”

“Of course - I would love to.”

“Let’s make this about us, honey - the men here are for breeding and to help with your cuckolding need.”

Gary knelt between my legs and went down on me, gently licking my swollen pussy lips, pulling each petal, sucking off the sticky cream coating, and swallowing. I was fully lubricated by a veneer of slick hormones that would ease the passage of my swain’s cocks inside me, but Gary’s cunnilingus felt like an appropriate way for us to begin.

My pussy was slicker than a seal pup, but my husband’s involvement in preparing me was crucial because our pregnancy was for both of us. He clenched his lips around an engorged, trembling clitoris, pulling and sucking off the sticky cream coating, drawing his tongue across the tip from side to side. I shuddered, already aroused by the fact of my impending gangbang, now further elevated by my husband revealing his cuckold desire in real life and because he was tonguing me better than anyone ever had before.

Steve went first, smiled at me, nuzzled his glans around my pussy hole, then slid right in. I gasped because the only cock I’d ridden in years was Gary’s, except for the night of my sister’s wedding when my cousin Jake fucked me.

Jake’s cock was about the same size as Steve’s, but it had been a while since that night, and my pussy grew used to Gary’s cock. I promised myself never to cheat again but recalled that night fondly, rubbing myself to orgasm many a night, wondering if I might, just once more.

“Fuck she’s tight.”

Steve’s cock was longer and thicker than my husband’s, and my pussy walls clamped down appreciatively, squeezing a friendly welcome to my pink cathedral’s latest visitor. I saw a fleeting reassuring smile below his mask, heard a deep sigh, and knew he was satisfied.

“Don’t worry, Olivia; I’ll wait a few seconds for your pussy to stretch wider, then I will pound you and fill your womb with seed.”

“Thank you, Steve.”

“That’s not my real name.”

“I know honey - I don’t care just as long as you fuck me real good.”

“I will.”

“Good boy.”

I glanced at my husband, saw he was isolated, and felt unwilling to allow it to continue, beckoning him, smiling lovingly while Steve fucked me with long slow strokes, filling my fuck hole with his delightfully solid shaft.

“Gary, can you please lie underneath me to help?”

“I’d love to.”

I released my ankles while my husband slid underneath the swing with his legs wide apart, avoiding Steve’s. He propped his back on pillows and nestled his head on my shoulder, planting soft kisses across my neck before stretching my knees wider apart with his directly underneath mine.

When Steve resumed fucking me, Gary held me tightly, and I felt more comfortable, wriggling gently, cradled by my husband on the end of my lover’s cock. Our positioning felt ritualistic, almost like my husband was helping me become inseminated.

I moaned lasciviously, enjoying how hard and deep Steve fucked me. It was so lovely to enjoy a change of pace and have a new cock deep inside me.

“Does his cock feel good inside you, Olivia?”

“He’s fucking me very deep.”

“Deeper than me?”

“Yes, honey, but I only love you.”

I craned my neck and brushed my lips against Gary’s, electrifying me. I darted my tongue inside his mouth, lovingly exploring my husband while a lover took care of business inside my fuck hole. One man whimpered, the other moaned, each enjoying the hole in which they could do their best work.

“Oh god, Gary, thank you for agreeing to this. Steve feels incredible inside me.”

“I hope he is the one who impregnates you, sweetheart.”

“It doesn’t matter to me just as long as one of them makes you a father.”

I made eye contact with my husband, determined he wouldn’t lose the dignity he’d kept despite applying, vetting, paying, and boarding to have three guys take his wife. Having read all about cuckolding, I knew my husband needed this kink to make him whole.

My husband propped me up comfortably, smiled, and we French kissed while Steve gently fucked me.

Everyone gets what they want.

“You’re gorgeous, Gary, and Steve’s cock feels great inside me. I like him for his seed, but I love you forever.”

I turned to face Steve and felt proud because I knew Gary was giving up the most… my pussy. My lover gripped my ass cheeks, touching his hands against my husband’s, almost like it was a team effort. He hauled my dripping wet cunt on and off his gnarly shaft like I were a well-lubricated wanking sleeve.

“I’ve got the smallest cock, and your pussy walls are crushing it, Olivia.”

“Yours is the biggest cock I have had since… well - in a long time.”

Steve looked ready to nut his load inside me, placing his hands on top of Gary’s, controlling my knees, spreading them wider while pulling my pussy harder and more desperately onto his shaft. Gary helped my lover fuck me, shoving me forward onto my lover’s massive cock, probing deep. I was prepared for his seed, hoping it would love my egg, fertilizing it to create our baby.

“Argh! Argh! Yes… f-fucking hell. Y-your cock head is bouncing off m-my cervix; it’s a first f-for me.”

While Gary planted soft loving kisses on my neck, we both watched Steve’s cock slide in and out of my sticky, tight fuck hole. I swung gently back and forth, enough of a pendulum swing to ensure my lover had excellent access to reach deep inside when he squirted his precious load.

Gary looked down at the cock achieving what he couldn’t, with fascination.

“You’ve heavily lathered his cock with your cream, Olivia.”

“You can taste some later, darling, if you please.”

“I want to clean up.”

“Then you shall honey.”

I stared deeply into Steve’s eyes and recognized the fiery look of a man enjoying my hole.

“Oh fuck! I’m almost there, Olivia.”

“I feel your cock throbbing, go on, Steve, push hard, finish off inside me, and give me your baby-making cream.”

“Fuck, you are such a tempting woman.”

When Steve’s cock twitched, I felt the warmth of his seed squirt inside, filling me. My husband glanced down to make sure my lover’s cock was buried balls deep inside me, and he smiled, staring into my eyes while another man filled me with semen. Rope after rope of hot cum splattered against my cervix, and I knew it would quickly swim into my womb, hunting down the ripe egg deep inside my ovaries.

Steve smiled while shooting his load, satisfied, while his cock twitched vigorously inside me, emptying more of the precious, life-bringing semen we’d paid for. I stared back at my swain, admiring his beautiful body, wishing I could see his face, but with a mask covering each man’s eyes, nose, and half face, there was no point investigating.

When Steve had fully decanted his load inside me, my husband took control, wasting no time to move things along.

“Your cum is dribbling down Olivia’s legs. You’d better hop away and let Bill inside her.”

It surprised me how loving my husband had become during my impregnation. We hadn’t discussed protocols, and, honestly, I never really considered what might happen, especially given the hidden cuckold fantasy desire, but it seemed our entire impregnation scenario was unfolding in the best possible way.

Bill’s cock was a half inch longer and a bit wider, but inside my sticky, semen-filled cunt, he felt similar in size to Steve. He fucked me faster and with more urgency like a jackhammer banging a crack in the concrete to widen it.

After a couple of minutes of severely pounding my squelching fuck hole, Bill smiled and seemed happy to be emptying his balls, pumping me full of more seed.

When his orgasm came, it surprised me how much hot cream he deposited inside my womb, and even though the seal on my pussy wrapped tightly around his shaft; I felt our sticky joy escape, dribbling down my ass crack and onto my husband’s legs.

I felt pleased my impregnation was going well. Gary didn’t seem at all jealous; in fact, quite the opposite was true. I was already full of potent baby-making cum and with another fuck buddy, baby daddy, to fill me up.

Bill moved aside quickly, and Mr. Massive cock stepped up.

Simon rubbed his glans up and down my well fucked slit before nudging it inside my pussy hole, stretching me enormously while I dribbled sticky semen all over his shaft. He withdrew his cock, and plowed my slit with two fingers, then swirled them inside my hole, gathering semen.

I gasped at his practical approach to fucking me when he massaged another man’s seed into his enormous shaft using a palm to stroke up and down a solid shaft. When he grinned at me, nodding down at his immense, sticky cock, I knew he would fuck me like a beast.

My husband leaned closer to my ear and whispered.

“Fuck, Olivia, are you sure you can take it?”

“I’ve never been more certain, Gary. I have to do this for us.”

Mostly for me.

My pussy lips trembled, and I dribbled more semen when Simon dipped two fingers inside my pussy again, harvesting more lubricant and slathering it all over his cock without hesitation.

“This cock will get you pregnant, baby.”

When Simon inserted his cock, I panted, and my reproductive organs screamed with carnal desire, moving to accommodate his girth and length. I had wanted Steve to impregnate me, but something in Simon’s expression changed my mind.

“Give me all of your cock, slow and steady, please, Simon.”

I wriggled into a better position when Simon leaned in, pushing forward, and ignoring the pain, only wincing once when his cock slid deep inside my pussy. Gradually, amid my gasps and unrestrained moaning, my pussy stretched wide to let his massive cock pass and fill me.

My head drooped onto his chest in a submissive salute to Simon’s massive cock and my respectful nod to mother nature for achieving such a thing.

“Oh god, Gary… fuck! Argh! He’s fucking enormous.”

“Is Simon your biggest?”

“Yes.”

“Is he your best fuck ever?”

“No, sweetheart - you are.”

I desperately wrapped one arm around my husband's neck, dragging him closer as if squeezing him might help widen my cunt hole or relieve my anxiety at how much I was being filled. Gary rolled both my nipples between his index fingers and thumbs gently, jolting me toward an orgasm while I wriggled further down Simon’s shaft.

Both men were fully engaged in defiling me, nodding to each other and smiling.

“You are very sloppy inside, Olivia. I’ll have to fuck you hard to make myself cum. I need more friction, sorry.”

“Put me on it however you wish, honey.”

“I will.”

The squelching sound when Simon pounded my hole made me roar joyously towards my first orgasm. The collective cum of two fuck buddies was squeezed out, and my dribbling became a sticky mess all over the bed.

When my orgasm came in multiple waves of ecstasy, I tensed, shuddered, and jerked violently, with my eyes closed and a pussy full of cock. I was completely impaled on my lover and enjoying every moment. My husband leaned close to my ear, soothing me.

“Relax, honey, I think he’s going to squirt his seed directly onto your egg.”

“I hope so, Gary.”

“Me too, honey. I think he is our guy.”

Simon had a primal look in his eye, a determination that he’d be the one to get me pregnant as if it were a competition to survive and procreate. If he succeeded, my child would be a magnificent specimen.

Simon got into his stride fucking me quickly, but I could see he had trouble.

“You can’t cum?”

“It’s like this sometimes.”

One of my used fuck buddies overheard and decided to solve our problem. He licked an index finger and moved behind Simon. My lover’s eyes widened when his friend’s digit sunk deep inside his back passage, seeking out the precious prostate gland that held onto my baby bounty.

My husband looked at the spare swain.

“You can help too. Rub Olivia’s clit.”

The cock inside me swelled when Simon’s prostate was fingered, and he pumped harder, moving my organs around while I kissed Gary desperately.

When a finger rubbed my sticky clitoris from side to side, I blew into an ecstatic, noisy orgasm, bouncing in the swing, cradled in the arms of my beloved while impaled on the most enormous cock to fuck me. Simon became unrestrained, possibly because the other men helped us. He pulled my knees back and forth like pistons, dragging me further onto his creamy shaft.

I shuddered, shook, and squirted like a demon while screaming when Simon sprayed my cervix with his primordial baby-making seed. His immense, jerking cock and copious ocean of semen bloated my insides because there was no room. His cock forced everyone’s seed deeper inside my pussy, intensifying the race to fertilize me.

The walls of my pussy crushed his enormous cock, and I leaked our juices into my ass crack. He held my knees tight, pulling the swing in towards him when he thrust hard. I was thoroughly banged and rested back onto my husband so that I could enjoy both men.

Simon was careful, almost loving, as he fucked me with a regular stroke, bouncing gently off my cervix until his cock stopped throbbing and I could take no more. He had decanted every drop of his seed inside me, and I felt grateful.

When I was done and rested on the bed, with my thighs tightly clamped shut, marinating in their seed, they dressed.

“We have to leave, Olivia.”

“Thank you guys - you did great.”

My husband smiled gratefully at each one.

“Thank you guys.”

As they were leaving, my husband lay on the bed, moving between my legs, spreading them wide open, and began cleaning my pussy as we’d agreed. The last guy to leave was the first to fuck me. He removed his mask, and I gasped, glad my husband couldn’t see him.

“Are you okay, Olivia?”

“Keep licking my pussy.”

I forced my husband's head further into my crotch, smiling at Steve, who was really my cousin, Jake, as he closed the door, blowing me a kiss.

I stared down at my husband, whose love and commitment to a complicated process had set us on a new path affecting the rest of our lives. Jake would become a lover, and maybe I would tell him about how I cheated, perhaps even about my cousins’ involvement today because it was clear from my husband’s joyous face while eating cum from my pussy that he didn’t even know.


No Touching

◆◆◆

When Karl arrived home late from work, I had a romantic dinner ready with lavender-scented candles lit on our dining table and a bath drawn for him to relax in. I waited patiently at our front door, helped him off with his coat, and kissed the man I’d vowed to love, honor, and cherish forever.

As he flew past, hardly bothering to hug me, my husband shot an apologetic look, then dashed upstairs, shouting back.

“I’ve worked for twelve hours straight, honey. I need a bath and then a good night’s sleep.”

I calmly gave chase, determined to have a proper discussion.

“I made us dinner, Karl. Coq Au Vin. Please let’s eat together. I worked hard for us.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“Please, Karl. I also have a job but need quality time with you.”

“You don’t work for twelve hours every day. Stop being selfish.”

“Do I not matter?”

“My work is important, Hannah, pack it the fuck in.”

Overall, I worked equally hard as my husband, but my effort was split between work and home. Quarreling wouldn’t help, so I closed my eyes, counted to ten, calmed my frayed nerves, and tried again, hoping calmer, more reasonable heads would prevail to save our marriage.

“How about we spend some time together and have an adult conversation? I made a nice dinner for us and waited patiently to eat, even though you never returned my messages or answered my calls.”

“I don’t have the time when I’m working.”

“This happens daily, Karl, and it’s becoming a bad habit, but if we work together, we can break the cycle. It’s only 9 pm, and you’re already heading to bed.”

“It can’t be helped, babe. I’m whacked.”

“If work is more important than our marriage, you should say so, and then we can both make appropriate choices. Neither of us signed up for a loveless relationship, sweetheart.”

“I make sure you have everything in life, Hannah.”

“We both contribute to our budget, although I accept you earn much more than I do. You also spend far more than me, which I don’t mind, but we already have too much stuff, and I would trade it all in because I only want you.”

He rounded angrily on me while loosening his tie and collar. I noticed a haunting frustration in his eyes. I knew Karl worked hard, but there are limits to anyone’s patience.

“It is because we need the money, Hannah.”

“Only because you must have the best and biggest of everything. Whether it’s a house, car, holiday, or wristwatch, yours must always be the most expensive. These are just possessions, Karl. Can’t you understand that?”

“I can’t discuss this right now, honey. Is my bath ready?”

“Of course. Shall I help clean you?”

“I’m good, thanks.”

I was desperate for intimacy but knew I would get none. He kicked off his shoes, slid them neatly into our closet, and turned around, smiling weakly while staring at me as though I were an inconvenience. I didn’t much care for his work hours, and, at twenty-six years old, we were both missing the essential love and intimacy that underpins a long-term healthy marriage.

When my husband left our bedroom to enjoy the bath I’d prepared, I decided to take matters into my own hands and make a final push before ending my marriage.

I dressed in my wedding lingerie, covering that up suggestively with a knee-length trench coat I’d worn many times to costume parties when posing as a hooker. With black six-inch stilettos finishing a decadent look, I was ready to challenge Karl’s willpower to resist me.

I opened the door, wrapped a leg around the inside seductively, and swung my body into the bathroom, both forward flaps of the trench coat hanging wide open. I gave my husband the eyeful of my silken thighs and the thin veil of fabric holding my pussy that I hoped might secure his attention.

He glanced up from a bath full of suds, shaking his head.

“I can’t play with you tonight, baby. It isn’t fair to expect me to make love so often. I work too hard for you to pressure me like this.”

I kneeled beside his bath, leaning in for a kiss while dipping my hand into the water, taking his flaccid cock in my hand. At this stage, I would have settled to drain his balls by masturbation, at least pleasing him, but Karl pushed me away with one hand, grabbing my wrist and moving it off his cock with the other.

“No touching.” 

“You’re neglecting our marriage, Karl. We have plenty of money and not enough intimacy.”

“C’mon, Hannah. You always seem horny these days. When did we last make love?”

“Three weeks ago, just after my last period, which is due again tomorrow. It’s our last chance to make love for a week.”

“I just can’t do it tonight, baby. I’m so tired.”

“Umm… okay then.”

In absolute distress and floods of tears, I left our bathroom and fled the house. I hadn’t thought about my undressed state because Karl had upset me so much. My head was swimming amid a tumult of overwhelming emotions that forced me into all kinds of negativity.

As I strolled down the street on a pleasant evening, nobody paid me any attention because, although practically naked, my long coat hid that slutty demeanor. After an hour, I reached an area of town where several bars, restaurants, and clubs were located. I looked around, thought, what the fuck, and randomly chose one, entering.

Inside, the club was empty and very upmarket. Its dim lighting suited my mood. A cute bar manager who was busy drying wine glasses set his work down, smiled, and placed both palms on a highly polished wooden bar counter. He leaned forward and eyed me from toe to head, making me smile deep inside.

“What can I get you?”

“I’ll have a beer, please.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I heard Ella Fitzgerald, the First Lady of Song’s unmistakable three-octave vocal range. Her dulcet tones tantalized my ears, perking up my mood a notch.

“Is this a jazz club?”

“We’re always playing jazz here. The live bands are where it’s really at, but they only come in for weekends.”

“It’s a nice joint. You haven’t crammed everyone in like sardines. I like it,”

“We have a private lounge out back. It’s empty tonight and has a separate audio system.”

“Could I take Ella in there, please? Louis too, and some Miles Davis later but only his slower tunes.”

“Aren’t you a bit young for that playlist?”

“Is anyone too young for Jazz?”

“True.”

I drifted towards where he pointed, cradling my beer in the crook of my arm so I could pretend to play the piano while stepping lightly in time to dreamy Ella and Louis singing in a duet.

My mood changed almost instantly as an exquisite club’s music and seductive ambiance permeated through my soul, lifting me. What was a grumpy disposition when I entered the club became much happier before I reached its lounge.

The lounge was an incredibly comfortable and well-appointed sanctuary for jazz connoisseurs. Deep-cushioned, dark brown leather sofas with burgundy piping along seams were arranged around pristine glass-topped, brass tube-framed tables scattered throughout the room.

I chose a sofa facing the central highly polished wood floor stage that was around two feet high and big enough for a six-piece band. I relaxed, nestling snugly into the sofa corner, listening to some of my favorite jazz on an exemplary audio system.

My server returned, strutting across the room confidently, standing tall when he arrived close by, checking me out while I admired him. He was about my age, athletic, and with a heartwarming bulge, slighting tenting his pants. I felt unattractive to my husband but fared better with a stranger.

Maybe I was being selfish. Perhaps I was justified in staring at his solid cock, but either way, I was cheating and knew it. 

“Would you like another beer, Miss?”

“It’s Mrs.”

“I see.”

“Do you?”

“I think so.”

“I’d prefer gin and tonic, please, and some company if you aren’t too busy.”

“I get off shift in ten minutes.”

“I can wait that long.”

“Can you?”

His tone was sexually suggestive, and because I liked him and intended for someone other than my husband to fuck me tonight, I spread my legs wide open, pulling both knees high, exposing myself beautifully.

“My wedding lingerie has quite an absorbent gusset, but I wouldn’t make the pussy inside it wait too long unless you enjoy cleaning leather with your tongue.”

“I’ll be right back.”

“Bring a friend, please.”

His voice choked a response, but it was unintelligible. By the time my server reached the interconnecting door to the bar, he was almost running.

While I waited, my whole body reverberated to the elegant music, so I stepped onto the stage and started dancing. He’d added Frank Sinatra singing with Count Basie to the track selection. It wasn’t strictly jazz, but who doesn’t love that duo?

In its current form, my marriage was dead, so there seemed little point in cherishing it.

I gripped, then spun tantalizingly around, a floor-to-ceiling steel dancing pole while entranced by Fly Me To The Moon, lost in a hedonistic cloud of delight and desire. The music was my beat and guaranteed to have my panties sliding off, regardless of wedding band or marriage vows.

I had a body count of two plus my husband, and I was firm in the belief that giving myself cheaply would not endear me to good men—how wrong I had been. When my gin and tonic arrived on a silver tray with a single red rose offered by my cute lover-to-be, I was ready for his attention.

“What’s your name, madam?”

“No names. I’m married and don’t want any connection with you or your pal after my pussy is filled and I leave.”

“My friend will arrive in ten minutes.”

“You’d better get started then. Warm things up down below, so to speak.”

I strolled to the edge of the stage, where he stared at me through starry eyes filled with lust. My trench coat slipped off both shoulders easily without unbuttoning the front, ruffling seductively in a neat pile around my feet. When I stepped out and my server examined what he was about to enjoy, his chin almost dislocated and fell to the floor.

“Don’t let that tongue fall out, honey. I have great need of it betwixt my legs.”

“I’ll help you with that, madam.”

“I know you will.”

When he slipped his thumbs into the side waistband of my French lace panties it felt nice that he was only the second guy to do that to me in my wedding lingerie. He slid them down carefully, enjoying the view of my damp pussy as she was revealed, much as my husband had on our wedding night, with his mouth agape and a big lump growing in his pants.

“That’s a very cute pussy.”

“She hasn’t been fucked for three weeks and barely enough for the six months before that.”

“She looks very smooth.”

“Freshly shaven this morning for a husband with no time or inclination to enjoy her.”

“He’s a fool.”

“Maybe - we’ll see when I go home.”

“He will know you were fucked.”

“He needs to.”

I spread my legs a little wider, slid one hand down a diligently maintained washboard stomach, and prised my labia wide apart, showing him the tiny pink hole that he’d soon be licking, then fucking later. My pussy was perfectly positioned at eye level for him to view.

I dipped two fingers inside my sticky, tight hole, swirled them around amid stormy, creamy seas, and popped both into his mouth, pleased by the vigor with which he licked and sucked them clean.

I sat on the stage, wriggling to its edge while he gripped my heels, handling my legs until they were spread wide apart, almost pointing upwards. He dove straight into my pussy with an enthusiastic tongue, plowing my slit from anal whorl to my throbbing, swollen clitoris. I helped, using a thumb and forefinger to spread open the protective hood.

I breathed in deeply when he sucked my sticky pearl out from her protective sleeve, engorging the pink nub filled with sensitive nerve endings. His tongue action was perfect, gentle, but rapidly flicking across my tip until my ass rose involuntarily on a wave of pleasure forced by his excellent work.

When he slid a finger onto my anal whorl, rubbing his spit just inside my back passage, I bucked like a bronco at the rodeo, shuddering out my first orgasm. Butterflies rose from my trembling womb like warm flutters that rippled through my entire body while he sucked so hard on my clitoris that I would have paid him right there and then for excellent service.

At the very least, his excellent tongue deserved a big tip when I settled my bar bill.

My swain wrapped his arms around both my upper thighs, hauling my cunt into his mouth, licking up and down my creamy furrow with a broad, flattened tongue. I screamed and loved it when my orgasmic tune synergized perfectly with Nat King Cole’s — Unforgettable.

He leaned back, licking my pussy juices off his lips while wiping more from his chin before devouring that, too. I chuckled at the irony of my joy and the words of the song playing.

“What a fucking song to have my pussy licked out to.”

“I’ll never forget this shift.”

“We’re only getting started sweetheart.”

I placed both feet on the floor and sat upright on the edge of the stage with some help from my accomplished pussy licker. His friend arrived, so I beckoned him over to join us.

“Show me the cocks, please, boys.”

When they stripped off, I knew it would be a great night for all except perhaps Karl. Both guys were stiff, veiny, and seven inches, plus or minus a quarter inch. I pulled them both close until the guys stood shoulder to shoulder.

Holding two cocks at the same time, one in each hand, felt like I’d missed out on something before tonight. While I wanked the circumcised one gently, keeping his erection on the boil, I peeled the foreskin back on the other, bobbing my head down, clenching my lips over the whole cock head to suck delicious, salty pre-cum my husband had denied me for too long.

I sucked his cock hard, to the point my lips kissed his pubic bush, before gagging and sliding my face off. I moved to the circumcised cock, sniffing the beautiful musky coating before slipping it into my mouth, so heavily aroused that I leaked pussy juice onto the floor because I was getting the full benefit of two men. 

As I swilled their precum around my mouth, savoring it, every synapse in my head lined up and detonated in an explosion of fireworks, celebrating my choices. I felt free, happy, and fulfilled, albeit I knew my behavior was cheating and slutty when sliding the man’s cock deep inside my throat, gagging on his delicious musky cream that coated my tonsils and soft tissues.

I alternated the men, giving head to my other swain, licking a heavy load of salty cream from his delightfully puffy and wrinkled foreskin. When I sucked one while wanking his friend each for a minute, I could have gone on for ages, devouring the almost ever-seeping salty veneer I loved so much.

Once I’d deep-throated both guys a few times, I was ready to be fucked. They agreed and moved me gently around the stage until I was on all fours.

“I’ve never been fucked in the ass. My husband wanted to for ages until he lost interest, but I’d rather offer that v-card to one of you.”

“Can’t we both fuck your asshole?”

“Nope. I want my pussy well fucked and filled. You can both cum inside me. Pick a hole and stick with it, guys.”

One guy lay down on his back with both legs dangling off the stage while the other helped me straddle his friend’s cock. I enjoyed him kneading my tits as he took my weight and helped me slide down the bar manager’s stiff pole.

I frowned, gasped, sighed, and smiled in utter satisfaction, thanking the universe for my exceptional choices. My pussy was full of cock, throbbing in ecstasy, clenching tightly on and off the veiny shaft buried balls deep inside me.

“Oh, thank fuck! I needed cock so badly.”

I planted my hands on his knees, powered my quadriceps, and slid up his gnarly, pussy cream-coated shaft, then wriggled my way back down, grinding out a heavenly orgasm through my swollen clitoris onto his pubic bone. My anal swain bent me forward, and it seemed appropriate to kiss the man with his cock impaled balls deep inside me while my back passage was prepared.

When he clawed my anal sphincter wide open and spat inside, fingering his saliva into my rectum with two fingers, I climaxed again, squeezing the cock buried deep inside my cunt like it was the last one on earth.

I felt a large glans press hard against the virgin sphincter on my puckered anal hole. For a few seconds, he bounced back and forth, going nowhere. When I relaxed, he pressed harder and popped his cock inside my back passage. It stung; I gasped and felt the tissues around my sphincter tear. The pain felt raw while the act was insanely sexy; undoubtedly, my ass was bleeding, but it drove my libido high as another taboo slid off the bottom of my list into a bucket of naughty things I’d enjoyed.

“How does that feel?”

“I want both your cocks fully inside me. Both of you.”

“Are you sure about us cumming inside you?”

“I’m certain. I take birth control.”

I choked on the words but felt pleased when he slid his cock deep inside my back passage where new pleasures stimulated by nerve endings I never knew about exploded, rubbed by one cock or the other. I felt so full inside my guts that my head was fit to burst open while my body shuddered.

“Fuck me harder in both holes, please, guys.”

“I don’t want to hurt you.”

“I need to feel properly fucked.”

As one cock slid steadily in and out of my cunt, the other pounded my ass like a steam locomotive on a land speed record attempt. The combination of both my pleasure holes being fucked at the same time was too much for my body, and I rose quickly to the most vigorous orgasm of my life. As I shuddered and screamed out, holding onto the guy inside my pussy, I squirted unicorn pee all over him, clenching my ass and pussy holes tightly, gripping the most delightfully accommodating cocks.

My head slumped onto the bar manager’s chest as I submitted to whatever debauchment they determined appropriate for my two fuck holes. As the guys pounded my fuck holes methodically, I thought of a husband I’d cheated on and felt regret, hoping his forgiveness would be granted, but prepared for the worst if it wasn’t.

The men timed their orgasms perfectly, each grunting and twitching with jerking cocks, filling and seeding me, burying their solid shafts, balls deep inside my two aching holes. With my ass cheeks spread wide open, giving excellent access to my holes, I ascended to the heavens, screaming an orgasm while digging my fingernails deep into a lover’s hairy chest.

I worked hard, clenching tightly with every muscle, gripping both cocks, milking their precious semen to swim freely through my slutty, married body.

They continued fucking me hard, regardless of the madly jerking cocks that were neverendingly dribbling drops of seed in both my holes, owning me. The heat of their semen inside me, the fact it was there at all, and my reflection in a mirror of a slut being double penetrated sent me wild with lust.

I relaxed, descending from a massive tsunami of pleasure that licked every corner of my psyche, satisfying all three holes. 

“I’m so full of cum right now. I love it, thank you guys.”

“Do you need the toilet or some tissues, madam?”

“Help me slip on my underwear, and one of you drop me home, please.”

“Just like that?”

“Yeah.”

“But you’re full of our cum. Won’t your husband notice?”

“I fucking hope so.”

“What will he say?”

“I have no idea, but I’ll find out soon enough. I am tired of being ignored, so I dragged my husband to the brink, and it could go either way.”

Our marriage had reached a crossroads. Karl could take my infidelity and use that to justify a divorce or accept my behavior, change his toward me, and move on, but either way, I wasn’t prepared to continue in a marriage without the joy of frequent intimate union.

When my anal swain dropped me at our house, I looked disheveled and unmistakably, recently, very well fucked. At the front door, I whipped my panties off, turned a key, and opened the door.

My husband ran into the corridor from our kitchen with a concerned expression. He hugged me close and seemed genuinely pleased that I was home.

“Where have you been, Hannah?”

“Out to a club, getting what I needed.”

“What do you mean? What did you need?”

I held out my wedding day panties on the end of one finger. It was clear to see they were wet, and if Karl looked closely, he would also see layers of semen in my gusset.

“Sniff these, and I’m sure you’ll understand, Karl.”

He leaned forward with some trepidation, which didn’t surprise me because the smell of my adultery was overpowering. When he looked at me, having confirmed my adultery, Karl’s eyes were on fire.

“You fucking didn’t?”

“Oh, but I did, sweetheart, and look at this.”

I slipped off my trench coat, set one heel on an occasional table, and swung my leg open. The glistening white, creamy mess around my pussy lips was unmistakably male semen.

Karl was speechless, wide-eyed, and looked terrified.

“You cheated, Hannah?”

“Yes. I need sex, honey, and if you don’t give it to me, I’m leaving.”

“So you slept with another guy because I wouldn’t fuck you?”

“Yes.”

I said nothing, waiting, hoping, and wanting him to choose our path. I had cheated

When my husband descended slowly to his knees with pupils dilated and a wide grin on his face, I knew my cheating had probably saved our marriage, at least for now. When his tongue parted my swollen, cum soaked labia and he plowed a very creamy furrow, I knew our sex lives had changed forever.

I placed my hands on my husband’s head, gently rifled my fingers through his hair, sighed, and stared down at the man I truly loved. The guys who railed me at the club were a means to an end, but now, my marriage was the Wild West, and I had no idea what would happen.

“Both of my holes need cleaning, please, Karl.”

“And then?”

“I’m yours to reclaim if you want me. I intend to go to bed every night with my belly planted full of seed. It’s up to you who puts it there, Karl.”


A Wedding Anniversary

◆◆◆

“I won’t cuckold you, Grant.”

“Why not?”

“Because we are married, and cuckolding is not how I rolled when we started our life together, nor is it how I intend to continue. I have no desire to be fucked by a guy while you are humiliated.”

“Some say it enlivens a marriage, Emma.”

“Do you think our marriage needs that, honey? You work hard enough to earn my loyalty.”

“It was just an idea.”

I eyed him carefully, daring Grant to suggest we had marital problems, which I was sure we didn’t. The sleazy itch he needed to scratch wasn’t happening, at least not until and unless I was wholly convinced he needed it. Humiliation was a particular subset of sexual kink, and my best friend told me that when not handled correctly, it might be crushing to both partners.

While enjoying the warm summer morning, we sat together on an expansive balcony of a big luxury home paid for by the company we founded together. It was our wedding anniversary, and our chef served breakfast.

My husband wouldn’t ever force or manipulate me into any situation of my choosing, but for weeks, while we frequently discussed cuckolding, I recognized his desperation.

After twelve years of absolute sexual exclusivity, Grant felt cuckolding was worth trying, but with three children at school where gossipers can destroy their peers and a clean marital record, I wouldn’t smudge that proud achievement unless in dire need to do so.

I knew his character well, and Grant didn’t strike me as someone who would enjoy the cuckolding kink. As if in agreement, he shook his head, I thought, perhaps having considered my caution in the light of day.

“Maybe you are right, Emma - I can’t understand why I am persuaded this way.”

“You are an amazing lover with a lovely big cock, honey, and we have never had problems in our bedroom.”

“I know - perhaps I have been reading too many men’s lifestyle magazines. The thought of watching you being fucked by another guy appeals to me.”

“It’s a rocky road that leads god knows where, honey, and don’t forget, in cuckolding, the absolute power becomes mine, which doesn’t seem right. You could end up sitting outside our bedroom listening to me entertaining a stream of strangers.”

“That doesn’t sound great, Emma.”

“There you go.”

For weeks, I had planned a pleasant surprise for Grant on our anniversary, keeping it completely secret. Our children, all of Junior School age, were visiting their grandparents, and I hired a service company to help the chef prepare and serve a lavish dinner at our home. I chose the menu myself, a seven-course Michelin taster including wagyu beef tataki, grilled diver king scallops, and strawberry sakura.

To fill the day and because we had no parental responsibilities, we went for a walk, shopped together, and enjoyed lunch at a small inn beside the river where Grant had proposed to me. It was a romantic midsummer day filled with birdsong, babbling brooks, and great conversation.

When we reached home, my husband’s favorite Pavillion Rouge 2016 Chateau Margaux breathed, and, with our children entertained elsewhere, I had time to groom myself properly. A romantic evening awaited us in our garden room, where a dining table was already laid.

I showered alone, although I wanted to make love to my husband under a warm monsoon. I shaved my legs, under my arms and checked my pussy which was freshly waxed and would be perfectly aroused later for Grant. When the kids were out, my husband was a very patient lover, so I knew that by the time I fell asleep, I would be well fucked.

I wore my favorite ankle-length midnight blue Sofia embroidered sequin dress, which gave my excellent figure a timeless silhouette with contemporary beading and cut-out detailing around my curves.

I was still a head-turner at thirty-four, proud to be Grant’s wife and mother to his children.

While I meticulously prepared for dinner, my husband caused no disruption and worked around me, nipping in and out of the shower and drying himself while I styled my hair. He wore faded black Gucci jeans and a beautiful navy blue blazer with gold buttons, all tailored by Huntsman of Savile Row. Grant’s handmade peppermint stripe shirt was a perfect fit for a man who could still be a catwalk model.

When my husband clasped a heavy rose gold Albert Chain around my neck, we were dressed to thrill one another. Grant led me downstairs, holding hands as we carefully descended the broad staircase that circled our enormous atrium.

My four-inch black stiletto heels clicked suggestively on a marble floor as the contract waiting staff whisked us through our foyer to the dining table.  

Grant held out my chair, and I smiled warmly at him, feeling excited when he sat opposite me. A waitress placed our decorative menu on the table while her colleague, a sommelier dressed accordingly, poured us a glass of wine each before my husband proposed a toast to me.

“I want to thank you for twelve wonderful years, Emma. You have always put me and our children first, and I still love you with all of my heart.”

“I love you too, honey.”

We drank his toast and relaxed while our wine waiter cleaned the bottle rim before setting it down. When he held my hand, Grant looked stunned, almost afraid, when our waitress and sommelier undressed.

My husband’s face rippled with overwhelming emotions that suggested his overload was imminent. The Somellier had an enormous solid cock, and his colleague was a true beauty to behold. They were around ten years younger than us, supple and strong, with lust sparkling in their eyes.

I rested in my chair, sipped wine, watched my husband’s overwhelmed reaction with interest, and smiled. His fingers trembled, and I saw the signs of arousal written all over his face. My tawdry reaction to our naked pair was far more intense than I imagined, with my panties dampening under extraordinary load.

Grant breathed deeply, composing himself while his eyes soaked in our beautiful waitress.

“What’s going on here, Emma?’

“You wanted to watch me being fucked?”

“Yes… but you declined. Is this a surprise cuckolding?’

“No, sweetheart. Whatever the sommelier does to me, I want you to do to his wife.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Our service couple are married swingers, and I thought, as a special surprise, we could try it out. I have a desire to be fucked by other men, and you want to watch, but I’ll only do it if you slide your cock balls deep inside his wife at the same time he fucks me.”

Grant looked surprised, but then, the immense release of his emotions and positive body language signs that he wanted to enjoy my surprise settled my doubts. 

“Sharing instead of cuckolding, Emma?”

“I hope you agree it is fairer and more fun. If we both enjoy this night - more swinging can follow.”

“You are a genius, honey.”

“Is this what you would like, honey?”

“Must we wait until after dinner?”

“I asked our chef not to start service preparation until instructed.”

The air was electric with the fireworks of sex and dripping from the taboo of our impending swinging. Vincent and his wife, Alyssa, wanted to swap partners with Grant and me - they were advertised at our local fetish club that I visited online. My husband looked ready to pop, gulping his wine while eyeing the woman about to become his lover.

I felt a little jealous but enjoyed that sensation while staring at the heavily precum-laden foreskin that would drool my creamy treat onto the floor if I didn’t act soon. I stood, turned my back to Grant, and offered him my zip, which he pulled down before I slipped out of my dress.

When I beckoned Vincent to me and firmly grabbed his cock around its base, Alyssa dropped to her knees in front of my husband, unfastening his pants and helping him wriggle out of his boxer briefs.

Before sucking Vincent’s cock, I made sure the viewing angle was right for my husband to watch me giving a new lover head. In return, I could easily observe his pleasure, something that was getting me off more than I expected.

When I poked my tongue inside Vincent’s wrinkly foreskin tip, a familiar yet far more exciting than usual, burning sensation seared across my taste buds. I watched Grant from the corner of my eye and saw a husband in ecstasy, cupping the back of his new lover’s head while her lips slid up and down his veiny, rock-solid cock.

As I peeled back Vincent’s foreskin and licked his banjo string while gently closing my lips around his solid cock head, Alyssa slurped my husband hungrily. I was in heaven, swallowing the delicious salty load from a stranger’s uncircumcised cock, feeling happy that swinging was something that would satisfy my husband - because it certainly agreed with me.

As I slid my lips down Vincent’s larger cock I gave thanks to a lucky escape. I never wanted to cuckold Grant and was pleased that he was having his itch well scratched by Alyssa. Swept away on a tawdry ride to the clouds of I don’t give a fuck, I deep-throated my lover, enjoying how his glans perfectly blocked my windpipe, invoking a sharp gag response.

When I kissed Vincent’s pubic hair with my lips while milking his cock in my throat, my lover leaned over and whispered.

“You are doing so well, Emma - good girl.”

I craved those two words, which activated my deepest kink, a taboo submissive desire that even my husband had never fully accessed. Vincent carefully gathered my hair, twirling it around his hand before gently but firmly face fucking me, thrusting his hips while I cricked my neck to allow his cock deep inside my throat.

I dropped off my seat onto my knees, wanting to prostrate myself before a lover I desired to be my master. Vincent cocked my head slightly so that I could see his wife on the dining table with my husband’s cock impaled balls deep inside her pussy.

Grant was in his element, grunting while reaming his lover like a pneumatic drill smashing concrete, and that thrilled me immensely because I had read his needs correctly. Having another man’s semen planted deep inside me would be an enormous pleasure, but only because my husband was part way toward decanting his inside my lover’s wife.

When Vincent lifted me off the floor with the ease of a powerful young man, he lined me up on my back alongside his wife. While I watched my husband fucking Alyssa, she gripped my fingers tightly, glanced and smiled at me, then turned back to enjoy watching my husband use her knees as a piston pivot, hauling her on and off his creamy cock.

While fucking his lover, I saw my husband watch intently when Vincent broke the seal on my tight cunt. His superior cock girth and length stretched me wide open amid screams and my intense wriggling, but when I moved backward, he gripped my knees, pulling me onto his solid shaft, while his wife held my fingers more tightly, leaning close to whisper.

“Just relax, honey, and let my husband stretch your pussy wide. It will be worth it when he fills you.”

“I can’t wait.”

I struggled to cope because the only cock to fuck me in over twelve years was Grant’s. His six and a half inches was perfect to fuck or suck all day long, but Vincent, at nine inches long and with an enormous girth, had me puffing like a steam train while I squeezed back hard, welcoming him into my tight hole.

Once my pussy stretched fully wide open and every imperfect gnarl on his cock embossed itself into my soft tissue walls, I was ready to be fucked senseless. 

Vincent slid his cock out of my tight hole, then, while staring deep into my eyes with a burning lust in his, he rammed it back inside me, crushing my cervix and stretching me wider. I felt deeply satisfied, moaning, then crying out in the most slutty manner possible.

He fucked me so well that, by the end, I could hardly compare my lover with my husband. My pussy felt fuller than ever, spasming and trembling with intense pleasure as each stroke of Vincent’s cock reached my fullest depth.

I felt more intoxicated by lust while my lover fucked me compared to when my husband did, but without any feelings of love, Vincent’s bigger cock would be an infrequent sexual repast. When Grant came inside Alyssa, she squeezed my hand tightly, wringing her sexual energy into me while I watched his glorious cum face as he planted his seed.

Vincent followed soon after, and I stared at my husband while another man pumped me full of his solid cock before squirting his seed deep inside me.

In some feminine unity, Alyssa longingly and softly French kissed me, the first time a girl ever had, while my husband and lover high-fived each other, celebrating a club of only two men who had filled both of us with their seed.

When the men slid their cocks out of two creamy, messy pussies, I retained Vincent’s seed inside me, clamping my thighs together while we four took to the stairs with no care for dinner.

In our bedroom, Grant held me closely and kissed me while our lovers crawled onto our bed, readying themselves for round two. I stared into my husband’s eyes, saw his complete happiness, and grinned, knowing I had made good choices for both of us.

“Happy anniversary, husband.”

“What’s next, Emma?”

“I’m going to eat your seed while giving Alyssa her husband’s back.”

“Oh, goodie.”


Revenge

◆◆◆

I dangled from the ceiling, cradled in a webbing strap fuck swing with my entire weight suspended by a single steel cable from an embedded hook. I was a frisson of excitement, trembling with sexual anticipation while the straps holding my ass cheeks, back, and both cuffs securing my ankles perfectly presented my pussy and asshole to be fucked.

“Is this your first time, Matilda?”

“In a swing, yes.”

“Do you consent to double penetration?”

“I do.”

“And the men you are paying for this pleasure… can they cum inside you?”

“Yes.”

“Inside both holes?”

“Yes… please.”

I felt utterly disgraced and ashamed, which was precisely what I needed to ensure a powerful orgasm. My divorce came through this morning, and I wanted, no, needed, to move on with gusto, so I arranged to be fucked by two men.

My ex-husband, who had cheated on me dozens of times, sat opposite in a comfortable leather chair, watching, looking more apprehensive than I expected.

“You can leave, Larry. I don’t really want to punish you. I need this to move on.”

“I want to stay.”

“Why punish yourself?”

“I wanted this too, Matilda.”

“You wanted the Porsche. That’s why you came here; you can’t have it without watching. I release you from that. The Porsche is yours.”

“I’m staying.”

Our prenup had been clear—absolutely no infidelity. The assets brought into our marriage were mine. I was the big wage earner, and Larry was a kept man, but now, having broken the prenup agreement, he had nothing except a divorce.

His only desire was the car I bought him when we married, so he begged, and I agreed, but only if he watched me being defiled by two strangers. It was a cruel whim I now regretted.

When two bronzed gods entered the sex dungeon together, one carrying lube, both wearing beautiful smiles, Larry’s frightened eyes glanced enviously at them. My now ex-husband looked nervous, exciting me with his jealousy, which I couldn’t understand, given his cheating ways wrecked our marriage.

Larry was good-looking with an incredible physique, but these guys were more—much more. They looked at my ex-husband, snorted, and laughed.

“Tough shit, buddy.”

“Fuck you.”

“Nope, we’re going to fuck gorgeous Matilda.”

They got right down to business, undressing in seconds, with enormous cock’s slapping their thighs as they moved around me, checked my straps, grinning pleasantly.

“I’m Stevie, he’s Clive… don’t worry, Matilda, we’ll help you turn a page.”

“Thank you.”

My voice sounded hoarse because my mouth was parched, and I trembled nervously. My pussy, on the other hand, was drenched, creaming in anticipation of the best fucking I’d had in years. I’d worn two pairs of plain white cotton briefs to soak up my shame, both old faithful and comfortable underwear that any woman in her early thirties owned.

When Clive kissed me, he took my breath away, pressing creamy, wide, vibrant lips against mine in a kiss that reminded me what a loving marriage once felt like. I was suddenly desperate to be wanted and whimpered, then moaned, enjoying his power and affection.

When he disengaged our kiss, I felt excited. I shot a grin at my ex-husband, who looked severely upset. Clive cupped my chin in his palm, turning me back to look at him.

“Look at me, not him.”

“Sorry, Clive.”

“Stevie is going to kneel behind you and pump your back passage full of lube with a big syringe while I start fucking you. Nod if you understand, Matilda.”

I bowed my head while biting my bottom lip before grinning and nodding like a naughty schoolgirl. I had paid to be mildly dominated in a loving, boyfriend way while taking a cock in each hole.

When Clive cupped my ass cheeks in his powerful palms and clawed them wide open, he aimed his cock perfectly at my fuck hole and slid it four inches deep in one prolonged, pussy tingling and tissue-stretching stroke.

I slumped my head onto his chest, panting and moaning lasciviously while enjoying my submission.

“Can my ex-husband see?”

“Yes, of course, Matilda.”

“No, I mean, can he see my pussy wrapping tightly around your cock?”

Clive turned and glanced at Larry, and I looked, too. My ex-husband nodded and looked even more unhappy, confusing me. The revenge fuck was for my benefit, but I hadn’t anticipated any strong emotional reaction from my ex-husband, so I beckoned him over while Clive fucked me in long, slow strokes.

“What’s going on with you, Larry?”

“I’m so sorry for what I did to you, to us.”

“Do you mean how you cheated on me?”

“Yes.”

“It’s too late now, honey.”

“It’s never too late, Matilda.”

My eyes widened, and I gasped loudly when Stevie thumbed open my anal sphincter and slid a long, tapered plastic nozzle deep inside my back passage.

“What is it?”

“Stevie is pumping my ass full of lube, Larry, and it feels so fucking great.”

“Oh fuck.”

“Yeah, oh wow, these guys are the best sex I ever had.”

“Oh my.”

“I don’t understand you, Larry. You’re getting what you wanted, a fresh start with any slut you choose.”

“I want you.”

He stood inches away from me while Clive fucked me faster, bringing on the orgasmic tsunami I had bottled up all day. My ex-husband looked more sorry than I had ever seen him. I was about to speak when Stevie slid his cock deep inside my back passage, causing me to be lost for words momentarily.

I gasped and slumped my head back on Clive’s chest.

“I fuck… hold on, Larry, gimme a minute.”

I wrapped my arms around Clive’s powerful neck and held onto him while he kissed me passionately. His friend impaled his giant cock deep inside my rectum, sliding his bloated urethra across the sensitive nerve cluster just inside my throbbing anus.

With both men fucking me hard, using the swing to gently rock me on and off their cocks, I was speechless.

“Are you full, Matilda?”

“So fucking full of cock, husband.”

“You called me husband.”

“A slip of the tongue.”

“What if it wasn’t a mistake and we were still married, doing this?”

I was being gently manhandled with both guys ignoring and working around Larry, making sure I was beautifully fucked. Clive’s eyes sparkled like fireworks as he stared deep into mine. I felt wanted, and with two stiff cocks filling my holes, I was going to enjoy the moment both men exploded deep inside me.

I moaned noisily while they railed me hard, and I bit into Clive’s shoulder, leaving a hickey that he saw and winked at me for. I squeezed the side of my face against my lover’s chest and stared at my ex-husband while two cocks were fucking me hard.

“What are you saying, Larry?”

“I don’t want to lose you.”

“Fuck! It’s a bit late for that.”

“We could remarry.”

“Oh god… come on, honey. I’m being fucked by two guys about to dump their loads inside me.”

“What are you saying, Matilda?”

“I fucking love being fucked like this.”

I gulped and stared at my lover with my eyes aflame. My entire body trembled violently as a nine-point-zero earthquake gripped me. I screamed out when my first orgasm began, feeling my entire reproductive organs quiver, joined by my back passage, with every muscle and nerve ending, celebrating in a salutation of ecstasy to the gods.

“You’d be a cuckold, Larry.”

“I’m loving watching you being fucked right now.”

“Jesus, honey, that’s not what this session is for.”

“You got your revenge, Matilda. I miss you, and this has taught me what I lost.”

“Good.”

To Larry’s credit, he never backed away, not even when Clive stared at him, grinning while reaming my pussy. Stevie was a dream, with his cock slowly drilling inside my rectum, widening my back passage before fucking me deeply. I felt so incredibly full of cock that it was plainly evident to me that this wouldn’t be my last double penetration.

I shuddered through several small orgasms, arriving at a moment where the whole world melted around me like a kaleidoscope, and I orgasmed hard, squirting pee. Both men shot their loads deep inside me simultaneously, grunting like cavemen, tackling a beast while I soared and screamed to the heavens.

My body tensed and strained to the point of cramping. I crushed both their cocks, milking the twitching fleshy monsters as they jerked me full of their seed. It was the best orgasm of my life, made even more incredible when both men cuddled while their cocks jerked the final drops of their seed inside me.

When Larry saw I was done and wore a huge, satisfied smile, he turned away to leave.

“I’m really sorry for what I did to you, Matilda.”

“Where are you going?”

“I’m leaving now because it’s over.”

“Why don’t you clean me up, and we can go for a coffee, honey?”

He spun, looked shocked, then stared down at my pussy and ass, where the only thing preventing my leakage was two cocks. I had never stopped loving Larry, but I couldn’t deal with his cheating, and now, from what he said, I was keen to listen more.

“Are you being serious, Matilda?”

“Yeah. Let’s talk.”

“Okay, and how should I clean your pussy?”

“I’ll leave that up to you, Larry.”
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