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No Going Back

You’d thought about it, of course.  You had all of these little theories to explain it, different ideas and explanations to justify those desires.

Strangely enough, they started very early for you.  This is something you have admitted to me.  Then again, you don’t really have any secrets from me at this point, do you?  I know everything about you.  I know all about what you do on your phone, on your computer, when you think no one else is looking.  I know all about your secrets.

Poor boy.  I must make you so nervous.

Too bad.

To think, it all started with those hidden urges.  You have those little fantasies, ones that you didn’t admit to anyone, not until we started dating.

Back then, we were both so different.

You didn’t think anyone could accept you for who you are.  You didn’t think anyone would tolerate those fantasies.  Strictly speaking, you weren’t even sure a woman like me could comprehend them.

That makes sense.

The idea may have been simple enough, but lots of women would have laughed at you or simply looked on with undisguised horror.

I’ll be honest.  When you first confessed, I didn’t know what to think.  I wasn’t sure how to react.

For so many of my friends, the idea of getting cheated on is one of the worst things imaginable. Veronica and Lindy, Clara and Alyssa have all rented at one point or another.  Over celebratory dinners or post-breakup drinks, we’ve talked about men and how easy it is for them to cheat.  We have talked about the infidelity, the hurt, the pain, the indignity, and so much more.  We have ranted about guys and how they seem to be so blasé with their relationships, like they just don’t care.

But then you decided to be honest with me.

We sat down, we were on our shared couch, and you took me by my hands, and you said, “I haven’t been completely honest with you.”

When you admitted that, I braced myself.  Without trying, I came up with all of these different possibilities.  Maybe you were a convict on the run, maybe you had another secret wife somewhere, or maybe you were dealing with some secret addiction.

Instead, you told me, “I have been keeping this from you for a long time, but I want you to know the truth.  I love you, and I trust you.”

“I love you, and I trust you too,” I had answered automatically without really knowing what was about to happen.  In some ways, I was so adorably naïve.  That would only last for a little while longer.

I watched as you gulped, as you fought down the fear, and as you searched for the right words.  Clearly, you had been thinking about this a lot; you had been working through the different possibilities as you imagined how this conversation would go.

Only now, you couldn’t retreat.  Perhaps, in the past, you had contemplated admitting everything, only to stop yourself.

Having started, you couldn’t retreat, not now.  There would be no going back.  There would be no escape, not from the truth, not this time.

I gave you a reassuring squeeze, and I tried so hard to make you understand that I was there for you.  I wanted to be with you, I loved you, and you could trust me.

You puffed out your cheeks, and then you admitted, “It’s about sex.

As far as I have been concerned, the sex between us was pretty good.  You were always so loving, so gentle, so sweet and sexy.  By that point, I was incredibly satisfied.  I knew I could trust you, and that was huge.  I had been with a couple of guys who had cheated on me.  Then there were those guys I had dated who had decided to be selfish asses.  For them, sex started and ended with the male erection.  More than that, they had never really cared about my satisfaction.  Instead, sex also meant an exercise in their virility.  It was basically masturbation, and I was just along for the ride to make them feel better.

But you were different.  You were always so generous, going down on me, massaging me, stroking me.  We could kiss, making out, and I was always so intrigued by your self-control.  You were capable of holding back for hours.

When we first started dating, we would make out on our couch, and movies would be playing in the background, one after another, auto-playing until the streaming service decided to ask us to make sure we were still awake or okay.

The first time that happened, we burst into those silly little giggles.

We kept dating, and then we moved in together, and then we got married.

Part of me may have been annoyed.  We were married, but you were going to tell me that you had some secret?

Suppressing that impulse, I reminded myself that you were trying hard.  I could see that determination and effort play across your face.

“I have never told anyone this before,” you admitted.  “It’s a fantasy of mine.  It’s a desire.  It’s something I don’t really know how to explain.” Smiling sheepishly, you stared down at the floor, you reached up and scratched the back of your neck, and then you opened your mouth, only for the words to fail.

“Tell me,” I instructed.  I didn’t normally take command, but you obviously needed someone to guide you.  If that was what you needed, that was what I was going to give you.

“I fantasize about you with other men,” you told me.  There.  You had said it.  At first, you stared down at the floor.  But then you lifted your gaze, and our eyes met, and I have no idea what you could read across my face.

Disbelief?  Shock?  Uncertainty?  Confusion?  Frankly, it was probably all of these flavors and more mixed together because I didn’t really understand.

Obviously, I’d understood you just fine, but then I assumed (or hoped) maybe I had been wrong?  “You fantasize about me with other men?  Like having sex with other men?” When I uttered those words, part of me was hoping that you were going to say something else.

Maybe you were about to burst out laughing.  You could have corrected me, informing me that there was some other meaning.

Instead, you answered with just one word, “Yes.”

Automatically, I searched for what I knew about this topic.  It wasn’t much.  As far as I knew, the idea of having your wife sleep with another man was supposed to be one of the worst things that could happen to a guy.  It was supposed to be humiliating, insulting, treacherous, cruel, vicious and sadistic all at the same time.

“I’m not sure what’s going on right now,” you confessed.  “It’s just that I have been thinking about this so much lately.  I don’t know why.”

Later on, you would tell me all about your little theories.  You suggested it could have been a cultural response.  Maybe the idea of seeing me flirt or dance or even fuck another man would make you feel bigger and stronger.  Somehow, I didn’t think that was the right answer.  Maybe it was something biological, like this was just an instinct that had morphed into life somewhere inside of your head or deep at the core of your being.  If it wasn’t genetic, then maybe it was some kind of strange sociological phenomenon, like you had watched a movie when you were little, and you saw a woman cheat on her husband, and she was so beautiful, so now you hoped that would happen to you.

To be honest, I have always been a pragmatist and a realist, so the ultimate explanation didn’t really matter.

Instead, I had a different question to consider.

What was I going to do with this information?

Tentative but determined to be there for you, I reached out and squeezed your hand again.  “Why are you telling me this?”

“I wanted you to know,” you said.

That wasn’t good enough.  Right away I could see the flimsiness in that response.  Your answer didn’t actually make sense.  After all, you liked to think you could lie, but I knew exactly how to read you.

“Is this something you would like to experiment with?” I asked.  Even as the words left my lips, something strange happened.  For me, time seemed to slow down, or maybe my thoughts sped up.  Either way, I rushed through the different implications.

Without trying, I imagined myself at a bar, in a little black dress, my cleavage on display, my dark brown hair pulled back into a sleek ponytail, the hint of makeup on my face, and I could get some attention…

…I could imagine guys coming up to me.

You and I had only been married for eighteen months.  Since I had my life together (we were married, bought our first place, and both had pretty solid careers), my friends looked on with furtive jealousy.  We were moving into that next phase of our lives; we were really, finally becoming genuine adults.  Even so, I could still be jealous of my single friends too.

Objectively, I understood that dating sucked.  The apps could be a digital hellscape of frustration. I didn’t want guys hitting on me, especially when so many of them didn’t seem to comprehend the most basic nuances of social interactions (obviously, this didn’t apply to every man, but it was hard not to let those terrible experiences color my entire perception of the dating world).  Despite the terrible jokes, the unwanted dick pics, the incompetent aggression (one guy’s first message was a declaration that he could come pick me up and take me back to his place for as long as he wanted), I still wondered.

I imagined swiping through the different apps, completely confident that I had my own man at home.  Even so, I could still play around, experiment, and enjoy myself.  I imagined myself going out and flirting with some guy while I bought my lunch.  I imagined going out to a bar, wearing that cute little black dress, and getting lots of attention.

Men still checked me out.  I may have been married, and I wore that ring like a good wife, but I still managed to combine a little hint of sexy flirtation with that good-girl-next-door vibe that seemed to attract so many guys…

“Look,” you told me, snapping my thoughts back into place.  “You don’t have to do anything.  This doesn’t have to change anything.  I’ve just been thinking about this a lot lately, and I wanted to share it with you.  Is that okay?”

I saw the vulnerability in your eyes; I knew how much this admission must have been for you.

Nibbling on the inside of my mouth, I hold you close, and I hug you, squeezing a tight.  I press my lips down against the side of your neck, and I kiss you gently.  Then I nudge you back, I hold your cheeks, I tilt your head to the side, and I bend in, kissing you again.

For a second there, I was actually tempted to try to push you down onto your back, like I thought I could just fuck you.  Quickly, I dismissed the idea.  Even if there was that unexpected flash of heat along my chest, over my nipples, and down between my legs, I wasn’t going to mistake this moment for anything other than what it was.

After a while, I said, “It’s okay. And…”

“And?” you asked.

“And I think we should talk about this.” There.  I said it.  The words came out faster than I had expected.  Honestly, I have mostly believed that I would be shy and nervous after hearing something like this.  Instead, I was watching you.

“What is there to talk about?”

“We could play.  We could fantasize.  We could try it.” The words came out way faster than I expected.  To my ears, sound hit the air like a gunshot.  More realistically, I probably sounded very shy and tentative, like I wasn’t actually sure what I was telling you.

“Really?”

This wasn’t about you, not anymore.  At least, that was how it felt when I leaned over again.  There was still that heat simmering between my legs, and I had never imagined my body would respond like this before.  Or maybe I had experienced those little pangs here and there, the doubts that probably come to most people at the start of their marriages.  (I never questioned my love for you, but the idea of spending my entire life with just one person sometimes seemed strange and maybe a little scary, especially when I always liked to explore and adventure.)

But now I ran my fingers up along the back of your neck and through your hair.  I took a firm grip, and I whispered, “Do you get excited about thinking of me with another guy?  Do you get excited by the idea of me going out in a tight little red dress and flirting with other men?  Do you get excited by the idea of them checking me out, of them coming over and buying the intrigue, of them touching me?”

I had no idea that those words could just come streaming out of my mouth.

For that next fraction of a second lodged between heartbeats, I waited for you to shove me back and to laugh or maybe tell me that this wasn’t what you wanted at all.

But then you breathed out, “Make me your cuck.”

My cuck.

That wasn’t the kind of terminology I usually used.  Simply wandering around online, however, meant that I saw that myself.  All at once, I could feel something slide into place, almost like this term fit so perfectly.

My cuck.

You…you could be my cuck.

Then we were kissing again, and suddenly I was thinking about being with another guy.  I didn’t know his name, I couldn’t picture his face, but there were still those sensations coursing through my body as I envisioned his strong hands gliding along my shoulders, down my exposed back, over my buttocks, then maybe between my legs.  He could be on top of me, kissing me, and he would be so strong.  He would be everything I always secretly craved in a man: aggressive, rugged, and maybe just a little dangerous.

All of those different ideas swirled through me.  “I’m going to make you my cuck,” I promised.

Then again, this was just a game.  We were playing.  We were fooling around, and it didn’t actually have to mean anything.  I held onto all of those different ideas as we made out there on the couch.  But then, we were stripping, and my blouse was off, I unclasped of my bra, and I threw those garments down onto the floor.  And that next moment, I was naked.  You leaned down, and you licked and kissed my breasts, stiffening my nipples.

Or maybe it was those other fantasies.

“You can be with whoever you want,” you said.  “You can find a hot guy, and you can make out with him or flirt with him in front of me or just fuck him!  You can do whatever you want!  The rules aren’t fair.  They don’t need to be fair!” You were gasping out those sounds, one after another, and it wasn’t long before I kicked away my shoes.  I unzipped my skirt and pulled down my tights along with my panties in one quick and frantic motion.

And I have my hand on the top of your head.  I push your face down between my legs, and you instantly know what to do.

Like a good and eager husband (a well-trained cuck!), you began to lick.  Your tongue darted up and down along my slit as you worshipped me, giving me everything I wanted.  Hot pleasure blazed along my body.  Bliss spread through my frame.  I kept my legs spread, my knees raised, and my ankles in the air.  I urged you back, pushed my head down against the cushions, gasped, whimpered and moaned.

I came!

And when that orgasm surged through me, I wasn’t thinking about you.  Maybe you were there in my fantasy.  Maybe you were off to the side, watching, helpless, unable to stop any of this.

That still wasn’t the end of that, however.

I grabbed you and pulled you down onto your back.  We wiggled around on the couch.  But now, I pulled down your pants, I freed your shaft, and I understood instantly that you have ever been this hard before.

Previously, we had fooled around, and I had always marveled at your patience.  On some level, I understood how you had been able to maintain that kind of incredible self-control.

This had always been your fantasy.  This had always been exactly what you’d wanted, and now I was giving it to you.

I claimed you, grabbing onto your cock and sliding down along your shaft.  I took you, and it felt so good.  At that point, I threw my head back, I closed my eyes, and I was panting hard.

I rode you, squeezing down, sliding along your shaft until you couldn’t maintain even that veneer of self-control.  Your shaft started pulsating, all while I imagined different men.  I thought of them flirting with me, asking me out, hitting on me, and what it would be like to have you there in our bedroom.  I want to be in our bed with another guy.  I wanted you to be off to the side naked and gagged and bound…

The sex lasted for a few seconds, maybe a few minutes at most, yet neither of us had been worked up like this before.

When you’re done, I pulled away, and we both stumbled back into the bedroom together.  We fell down, and I rested my head on your shoulder.

“Let’s do it,” I said.

“Do it?”

“You don’t want this to just be a fantasy, do you?”

For a long time, you didn’t answer.  Then you grinned, I giggled, you squeezed me, and admitted the truth, “No.  I don’t want this to just be a fantasy.”

I spent extra time getting ready, carefully styling my dark hair and perfecting my makeup until I looked exactly how I wanted—undeniable. The little black dress hugged my body in all the right ways, the heels adding just enough height to give me that delicious sense of power. I puckered my lips and studied the dark red that now graced my mouth. Tonight wasn’t about anything more than feeling wanted.

The moment I stepped into The Velvet Lantern, I sensed their eyes. It was the kind of bar where the lighting was just dim enough to be flattering, the music just loud enough to make conversations lean in close. I walked slowly to the bar, aware of the subtle shift in energy as I passed by. A thrill ran through me.

They wanted me.

They craved my attention and approval.

I ordered a drink and didn’t have to wait long before the first one approached—a clean-cut type, charming smile, but too eager. I gave him a polite brush-off, and he backed away with a gracious nod. The next was bolder, leaning in with an overconfident smirk, but I had no patience for rehearsed lines. A shake of my head, a light touch to his arm—dismissal wrapped in softness.

Then I saw him.

Tall, broad-shouldered, the kind of presence that made a woman take notice. He was standing near the bar, watching me with an easy confidence, and when our eyes met, he didn’t look away. Instead, he lifted his drink slightly, a silent invitation.

Face it, he was better than you.

I found myself smiling as I stepped closer.

"Enjoying yourself?" he asked, voice low and rich.

"Maybe," I teased, sipping my drink. "You?"

He let his gaze drop to my lips before meeting my eyes again. "I am now."

The words sent a slow, pleasant heat curling through me. I wasn’t naïve. I knew exactly what this was, what kind of game we were playing. It wasn’t about anything more than the moment—the rush of being seen and desired.

Or more…

After all, I knew I could do whatever I wished. More and more, I could feel that sense of power and control creep into me. You yearned for the chance to be owned and exploited. You knew I could have a man like this…and the thought excited you.

His hand brushed lightly against my waist as he leaned in, just enough to make my breath catch. I let him. I let myself enjoy it. After all, it didn’t matter that I’d be going home to someone else.

Tonight, I inspired that undisguised lust in his eyes.

As we talked, the bar grew livelier around us. A group of friends gathered near the dartboard, laughing loudly as they took turns throwing. The bartender, a woman with striking red hair and a knowing smile, moved efficiently between patrons, sliding drinks across the polished wood with ease. I noticed another man watching me from a corner booth, his sharp eyes following my every move.

“Do you come here often?” my companion asked, his voice cutting through the hum of the crowd.

“Not really,” I admitted. “But I might start.”

He grinned, his expression somewhere between amusement and intrigue. “I think I’d like that.”

A woman brushed past me on her way to the bar, her perfume a heady mix of vanilla and spice. She was stunning, her emerald dress clinging to her curves in a way that drew attention. She gave me a knowing look as if she understood exactly what I was doing here.

“Looks like you have competition,” my companion murmured, watching the exchange.

I laughed softly, tilting my head. “I can handle it.”

“I’m sure you can,” he breathed.

Eventually, he leaned in even closer, his voice dropping to something even smoother. "You know," he murmured, "we could take this somewhere quieter. My place isn’t far from here."

I enjoyed the heat in his gaze along with that unspoken promise behind his words. My heart fluttered, my body humming with the attention, the temptation. I let the silence stretch between us before exhaling softly.

"I can't," I said finally, my voice firm but gentle.

He studied me for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then, a slow, knowing smile curled at the corners of his lips. "Fair enough," he said, lifting his glass in a casual toast. "Doesn't mean I didn't enjoy the evening."

I smiled back, relief and satisfaction mixing in equal measure. "It was quite pleasurable,” I replied. He didn’t push, didn’t sulk, and that only made me like him more. He simply leaned back, taking another sip of his drink as if savoring the moment for what it was. And that was enough…for now.

Soon enough, you’d discover just how far my desires could take me.

The first time I downloaded a dating app, I was in my early twenties, fresh out of college and eager to explore the world of romance. It was thrilling then with those seemingly endless possibilities, the excitement of new faces and flirtatious messages. But over time, the novelty wore off, and I left the apps behind, opting instead for organic connections that never quite worked out. Besides, I met you. I fell in love, and I thought I craved the stability of monogamy and marriage.

Then you confessed.

So now, in my late twenties, I found myself redownloading them—not out of curiosity this time, but with a more seasoned perspective, a cautious optimism mixed with a hint of skepticism. There was also a new hunger simmering below my heart as I contemplated the men who might be waiting for me.

Hitting the bars had been fun, but I craved more.

My profile was polished: a few carefully chosen photos that balanced effortless charm with sophistication, a brief bio that hinted at my love for late-night diners and noir films, and a single, playful question to spark conversation—"What should we do together?" Within hours, the messages started rolling in. Some were dull, some crude, but a few were intriguing enough to keep me swiping.

The first date was with Ryan, a corporate lawyer with a sharp jawline and a sharper wit. We met at a wine bar downtown, the kind with exposed brick walls and soft jazz humming in the background. He smelled like cedarwood and confidence, and I could tell by the way his fingers brushed mine as he handed me my glass that he was attracted to me.

"So, tell me," he said, his voice low and smooth, "what’s a woman like you doing on a dating app?" His gaze was locked on mine, intense and searching.

"A woman like me?" I teased, arching an eyebrow. "And what kind of woman is that?"

He leaned in slightly, the corner of his lips twitching into a smirk. "The kind who turns heads when she walks into a room. The kind who could have any man she wanted."

The way he said it, the heat in his voice—it sent a thrill through me. The idea of taking him home flitted through my mind, a tantalizing possibility. But something about him felt too practiced, too rehearsed, like he had perfected this exact routine on a dozen other women before me. I let him kiss me and maybe we started to make out, but I left before things could go any further.

Then there was Daniel, a musician with messy dark curls and an easy smile. He suggested an afternoon date at the park, where we walked barefoot in the grass and shared an ice cream cone like something out of an old movie. His hands were calloused from playing guitar, his voice smooth as he hummed a tune under his breath.

"You’ve got this look," he murmured as we sat on a park bench, his knee brushing against mine.

"Oh?" I asked, feigning innocence. "What kind of look?"

He grinned, leaning in just enough that I could feel his breath on my cheek. "Like you’re trying really hard not to kiss me right now."

My pulse quickened, and for a moment, I considered it. The chemistry between us was undeniable, electric. Later that night, at a jazz club, when he pulled me onto the dance floor, his hands warm against my waist, I wondered what it would feel like to wake up tangled in his sheets. But as much as I liked Daniel, there was an unpredictability to him, a wildness that made me hesitate. He was the kind of man you fell hard for—and then spent years recovering from.

Each date brought something different. Alec, the tech entrepreneur who booked us a private tasting at a speakeasy, his voice rich with confidence as he said, "You strike me as a woman who knows exactly what she wants. Tell me, am I wrong?" His ambition was electric, and I found myself drawn to his sharp intellect and commanding presence.

Nathan, the bookish professor with a quiet intensity, took me to a hidden bookstore where we debated classic literature over cups of strong, black coffee. "You’re dangerous," he murmured, his fingers brushing mine as he handed me a worn copy of The Great Gatsby. "A woman who can hold her own in a literary debate? That’s my kind of trouble."

And then there was Leo, an actual firefighter with broad shoulders and a boyish grin, who made me feel like the only woman in the room when he looked at me.

"I have to ask," he said over dinner, his voice warm and teasing, "how is it possible that you’re still single?"

“I’m not single,” I answered. Then I grinned, "Oh, you know," I said, tilting my head. "I like to keep things interesting."

“Does your husband know about this?”

“He does. He’s a cuck,” I said.

“I’m intrigued,” he answered without blinking. He wanted me, and he didn’t care about anything else. He certainly didn’t worry about you. Then again, a handsome guy like him would never have trouble getting women’s attention.

“Good. I try to be intriguing,” I told him with a sly smile.

He chuckled and leaned closer. "Well, you certainly have my full attention."

They were all different, yet they all had one thing in common—the way their eyes lingered on me, the subtle ways they leaned closer, the heat that crackled between us like a live wire. It was exhilarating, addictive even, this dance of attraction and anticipation. And every time I stood at my door at the end of the night, the decision hung in the air between us. A tempting invitation.

Do you want to hear more?

Of course you do.

You can’t help yourself. This is what you keep thinking about. There’s that longing in your eyes, that need that thrums deep at the center of your being.

The neon glow of the club sign flickered in the humid night air, pulsing like a heartbeat. A line stretched down the sidewalk; clusters of people laughing, whispering, checking their phones drifted near the door. The heavy bass of the music inside throbbed in my chest; that tantalizing song drew me forward. As I approached the entrance, the bouncer’s gaze swept over me, his expression unreadable behind dark sunglasses.

I flashed him a smile, my confidence bolstered by the knowledge that I had dressed for this—tight black dress, heels that made my legs look impossibly long, a subtle shimmer of highlighter on my cheekbones. He gave me a brief nod before unclipping the velvet rope, and just like that, I was inside.

The air was thick with heat, sweat, and the scent of expensive cologne. Strobe lights flickered in erratic patterns, illuminating flashes of sequins and slick bodies pressed together in rhythm. The music swallowed me whole, a deep, hypnotic beat that throbbed in my bones.

I made my way to the dance floor, weaving through the crowd with an ease that felt instinctual. The moment my heels hit the glowing floor, my body responded to the pulse of the music. I moved, swaying my hips, letting the tension of the week unravel in the primal, exhilarating thrill of dance.

Then I felt him.

A warm presence behind me, close but not touching. A hesitation—just long enough for me to turn my head slightly, acknowledging him with a flicker of a smile. That was all the invitation he needed. His hands found my waist, firm but not demanding, and I let my body mold into his, pressing back as we moved together to the music.

The heat between us built quickly, a slow burn turning into an all-consuming fire. His breath was hot against my ear as he murmured, "You move like you were made for this."

I tilted my head back, arching against him as his grip tightened. "Maybe I was."

His hands roamed, skimming the curve of my hips, the dip of my spine. The world around us blurred—there was only the pulse of the bass, the friction of our bodies, the electric charge that crackled between us.

When I turned to face him, I finally saw him clearly. Strong jaw, dark eyes that held a challenge, lips that quirked into a knowing smirk. He leaned in, close enough that our noses nearly touched. "I need to kiss you," he said, voice rough with want.

I grabbed his hand and pulled him off the dance floor, weaving through the crowd toward the darkened hallway near the back of the club. The moment we were hidden from prying eyes, he pressed me against the wall, his body flush against mine.

His lips crashed against mine, desperate and consuming. My fingers tangled in his hair as he deepened the kiss, his hands roaming over my curves like he was memorizing every inch. The taste of him—whiskey and heat—sent a shiver down my spine.

His hands slid down to my thighs, gripping, teasing. "Tell me to stop," he murmured against my lips, his voice thick with restraint.

I tightened my grip on his shirt, pulling him closer. "Don’t stop."

And just like that, we lost ourselves in the dark, in the heat, in the reckless promise of the night.

“It’s going to happen,” I promised you.

So far, I’ve been playing. I’ve flirted with guys. I’ve kissed them. I’ve let them touch me.

But now, I crave more…so much more.

“What?  Are you sure?  Are you sure this is something you really want to do?”

Nibbling on the inside of my mouth, I considered this.  More importantly, I thought about the shopping I had done surreptitiously online, on my phone, and at work.

The packages had arrived, coming in one by one.

You saw them on the porch, and you helpfully brought them in for me.  Then you asked, “What’s this?”

“Just something fun,” I replied.

Tilting your head to the side, you hadn’t really worried about it one way or the other.  Maybe you thought I had decided to buy some extra dishes or something.  I had done that before.  Then again, I had no idea why you might think of those purchases as “fun”.

“Yes,” I said, practically purring my answer.  “I am very, very sure.  Tonight, we’re going out, and I’m going to find a hot guy, and I’m going to bring him back here.  And guess what?”

“What?”

“You get to watch,” I said.  Only then I decided to change my mind.  “You have to watch.”

Here’s something you didn’t know. Ever since your confession, I could feel something shift within me.  Maybe there’d been secret fantasies here or there before you told me the truth, but those were just little after images, ideas that flitted through my head without really forming into anything coherent or meaningful.

Since you told me about your desire to be my cuck, I started to indulge in those fantasies.  I explored my own desires, and I contemplated exactly what could happen.

More and more, I could feel those urges awaken within me.

I wasn’t willing to settle for just one guy.  I wasn’t interested in only one man.

Obviously, you were a good husband, and I was grateful for you in so many different ways.

But now, it felt like your admission had changed something fundamental within the core of our relationship.  There was no going back, not from this.

I couldn’t give up on those urges because I didn’t want to.

Even at home, all on my own, I had started to let my mind wander.  In fact, there was this one instance where you were gone, hanging out with your friends.  I was just doing some dishes.  I thought I would relax, but I kept thinking about some unnamed man.  I kept envisioning his strong hands, his thick hair, his jawline, and how he’d be better than you in so many different ways.

After just a few minutes of letting my mind drift in that direction, I knew what I had to do.

I turned off the water, dried my hands, and rushed back through the living room and into our bedroom.  I threw myself down onto the mattress, I shimmied out of my sweats, slipped my hand down into my panties, and I started to touch myself!

My fingers grazed along my opening, just tender little stroking movements at first.  But then I pressed down, and I was thinking about his breath hot against the side of my neck and his thick cock pounding into me…

The fantasies weren’t linear; they didn’t go in order.  At another point, I stopped, and I slipped my free hand up underneath my sweatshirt.  My fingers found my breasts, and I started to tease my nipples.  This time, I was thinking about him again, only I imagined the flirtation.  I imagined what it would be like to meet him at the bar of some restaurant.  I would be sitting there, my back straight, and maybe he would sit down next to me and ask me what I was drinking.  I would tease him about how that approach was so cliché, and maybe he would say something about how it was a classic.  Then I would turn to him, I would smile, and I would see that desire glow bright within his eyes.

He would want me so badly.

That much would be obvious.

In that instant, I’d know that I wanted him too.  In my little black dress with my cleavage on display, my legs crossed and my high heeled shoes glistening under the light, I’d feel so protected and powerful.  Simultaneously, however, I would understand just how powerful a man like this stranger might be.

He'd be able to grab me, to pick me up.  This was the kind of alpha man who flirted with and seduced women just like me.  We could play, and I could run, and he could chase me, hunting me down and taking exactly what he wanted, forcing me to enjoy myself along the way.

And then there would be you.

I didn’t just want you to watch.  I didn’t want you to sit in some chair or even kneel the top.  Instead, I fantasized about having you there with that ball gag in your mouth and ropes or cuffs around your wrists and ankles.

Most of all, I wanted you to watch this.  I wanted to make you saw every second of it.  You would see that he was bigger and stronger and better than you.  You would watch as he made me moan and cry out, gasping with a desperation you could never inspire in a girl like me.

Those images made me so hot, so wet!

I kept touching myself, one hand gliding along my breasts as I pinched and stroked, fondled and squeezed.  With my other hand, I massaged my pussy. My fingers rubbed with one quick motion after another as the excitement built up, getting stronger and stronger.  I couldn’t control myself.

This was what I wanted.  This was what I needed.

And by this point, I had been flirting with other guys.

Now it was time to take someone home with me.

“I’m going to do it,” I promised you.  “I’m going to find him, and you’re going to watch.  Are you ready?”

You gulped.

“Say it.”

“I’m ready,” you admitted.

“Good,” I answered.  “Because you don’t get a choice.” Even as those words left my lips, I came back to that simple conclusion.  We could never come back from this.  There would be no going back, not ever.

“Strip,” I said next.

Timid and obedient, you followed my command, pulling off your shirt, your shoes, socks, pants and underwear.  Within moments, you were naked.

“I want you to wait for it here,” I said, guiding you back into the bedroom.  There, I pushed you down into the dining room chair.  Then I went to the closet, and I started to pull out my new purchases.

Silk rope. A ball gag. A collar.

“I”m going out tonight. And if I have a good time, I’m bringing someone home.”

“Are you…?”

“I’m sure,” I said, cutting you off.

“But…”

“No. Shush,” I said. Then I whispered into your ear, and that was enough to break your defiance. You were already so excited, and I made it worse by reaching down and running my hand over your length.

Having you naked like this certainly excited me, only I intended to take more, so much more…With a cruel little smirk on my face, I continued to touch you, sliding my hand along your shaft. Then I leaned in close, pressing my chest to yours even as my free hand dropped down to your balls. Wild sensations coursed along your skin as I stroked you and touched you, playing with you, moment by moment. I was having so much fun with you as you started to twitch and moan.

"Tonight, I'm going to have so much fun...with someone else," I said, breathing those words into your ear. "Tonight, I'm going to bring him home, and you're going to be here. You're going to be here, and you're going to get to watch this man as he unzips my dress and runs his hands all over me. He's going to stroke my legs and finger me. He's going to have his way with your wife, and you're not going to be able to stop him."

"What, what are you saying?" Your voice was trembling, and you fight so hard to inject some masculine aggression into those words. Despite your efforts, you fail completely. Sorry, boy. You couldn't be fierce, or intimidating, not after everything you have already confessed to me.

"I'm saying that I'm going to be in that bed with this stranger, and you're going to be right here. You're going to be right here, and I'm going to use those ropes on you. I'm going to slide that ball gag into your mouth. You're going to watch, and you won't be able to look away as another man has his way with me." At this point, I spoke for my own amusement, "What do you think he's going to be like?"

"Be like?" You struggled to keep your thoughts together, only I was still touching you, fondling your balls and stroking your cock. My fingers encircled your shaft, and I moved my palm up and down. That rhythmic contact made it so much harder for you to think.

Worse, I knew exactly how to touch you, because I have always been a good wife and a loving partner. Consequently, I understood exactly how to stimulate you without allowing you to cross that invisible line. Nope. Sorry. You wouldn't be able to get off without my permission. Right then and there, I controlled the stimulation, and you weren't brave enough to do anything about it, especially because you kept thinking about tonight.

Tonight. Me. Another man. Tonight would bring another man into our home, and I would guide him into our lit bedroom, and we would throw ourselves down onto those sheets. That was the place where we whispered back and forth, talking in the middle of the night. That was the spot where you were supposed to take me. We made love there on so many different occasions. By now, we had both lost track of just how many times we'd fucked.

"What do you think he's going to be like?" I asked again. "Do you think he's going to be tender and gentle? Or do you think he's going to be rough? Do you think he's going to pull my hair, slap my ass, and hold me down?" Lowering my voice, I whispered to you, "I’ve always wondered what it would be like if a man put his hand on my throat." That was true; it was something secret, something I had contemplated without ever daring to bring up with you.

Obviously, you would have tried. You would have tried adorably and failed. Without even asking, I had known that you would be the kind of guy who would want to do it. You would want to please me, and you would make the attempt, only you wouldn't be bold enough, or brave enough.

But this other guy…

"I wonder if he's going to go down on me? Or maybe he thinks he can get me off without trying? Maybe he can? Who knows?" I asked all of those questions as I considered the different possibilities. There were so many different outcomes that could take place here. "If his cock is big enough, I'm sure I'm going to have so much fun." I pulled back and grinned down at you, my loving husband.

"Please, I, I don't…" you struggled to say.

I probably could have guessed what you intended to communicate, yet I didn't give you the chance. I stroked you faster now, my hand moving along your erect member. I kept teasing you, stimulating you more and more. Those urges swept across your mind, knocking back every conscious thought. Your voice strained, and you started to whimper.

That was when I shoved you down into the chair.

"You know what's going to happen," I said.

“I have to watch?” you asked.

“You have to watch,” I confirmed.

“I, I’m not sure I can do this.”

This time, I didn’t answer. Instead, I reached over for those new toys. I pulled out the first to strip of silk rope, crouched down, and wrapped the first cord around your right ankle, circling it once, twice, three times. Then I secured that first knot, followed by another. There. I watched as your muscles tensed; tentatively, you were trying to break free. You were wondering whether or not you could kick your feet away from the legs of the chair.

You tried, and you failed.

"How did you know how to do that?"

"There's a lot you don't know about me," I said, grinning. In truth, I had developed an interest in ropes and tying knots back in middle school; it had been a silly little hobby, one that started with a couple of random YouTube videos. When I was bored, I liked to play with little strips of string or rope.

At the time, I had never known that those skills would come in handy, but I used them on you. Then I grabbed your arms, pulled them behind your back, tying them just as quickly and efficiently.

This finally gave you enough time to get your thoughts in order. Or maybe it was the fact that I reached over and grabbed the ball gag. You saw that blue, rubber ball and the straps dangling from the sides. This is your last chance, your last chance to speak, your last chance to get me to change my mind (as though that could happen!).

"Please," you began. "Please, I think we need to talk about this. We need to reconsider what's happening here. Please!" You kept trying to talk even as I shoved the ball into your mouth. I pushed it back, your jaw held wide open as I yanked those straps against your cheeks and brought them together near the back of your head, just above the nape of your neck. You could feel the clasps engage, and then it was done.

"Don't worry," I promised you. "I don't intend to be out late. I want to bring him home as soon as possible. You’re going to watch, and you're going to get your fantasy. Yes, you will."

I decided to hit one of my favorite bars. I stepped through the front doors, and I walked straight to the counter. The bartender asked me what I wanted, and I glanced off to the side. Immediately, I noticed the way he strode toward me. I didn't know his name; we had never met. I saw the stubble on his cheeks, his nice coat, and elegant confidence with which he moved.

"Can I get you a drink?"

"Maybe," I said. Then I turned back to the bartender. "I think I'm good for right now."

"You don't want to drink?" asked the man, only to pivot a second later. "Then what brings you out tonight?"

"Companionship," I said.

"Looking?"

"Maybe," I replied.

He sidled closer. He rested his hand on my leg. I raised the tip of my shoe a little higher in the air, giving him easier access. His fingers slid down toward my knee, and then they rose again, only this time he slipped beneath the hem of my skirt. That was when I decided to shift a little closer.

He leaned in, and he whispered, "If you're really looking for something fun, maybe we can go back to my place?"

"Or mine," I replied. Even as I spoke, I knew that you were busy back at our place, trapped in our bedroom, probably struggling against those ropes. Is that what you were doing? Were you fighting some futile battle to slip free from those silk cords? Maybe you thought you could tear free from the ropes? If so, that would be just adorable. Honestly, I probably should have put up a camera so I could watch and record your best attempt at escape.

It makes sense that you wouldn't give up even as the frustration would pump through your body, all because you had watched too many movies. In pretty much every film, a character can get tied up, only to slip free after a few seconds or minutes of struggle. Maybe you thought the ropes would break or tear if you strained hard enough. Technically, that was probably true, given a few days or weeks, only there was no way you would get that much time. The ropes didn't fray either. Maybe you were working your hands up and down as you tried to rub the material against the side of the chair. In a movie, that technique definitely would have worked.

And while you struggled, I decided to get up. I found myself walking toward the other side of the bar. There were those darkened booths.

This stranger followed me; my potential lover took me by the hand, and he guided me to one of the darkened corners. In that moment, I leaned forward, and I nuzzled his neck, my lips grazing along his skin. My teeth nipped at him, and he grinned even as he growled.

"Do you want it rough?"

"Always," I said, confident I'd get it from him.

My suspicions were proven correct right when he grabbed me. Excitement flared through my veins as he had his hands on my wrists, and he shoved me up against the wall. My shoulder blades slammed against that solid surface, and then he was right there on me, grinding on me, kissing me, his lips seriously pressed to mine. I loved it!

He crossed my wrists, trapping my arms above my head even as he freed one of his limbs. Then he reached down, and I knew exactly how this looked. I hoped it was dark enough; I hoped this spot was secluded.

Then again, I didn't really care what other strangers saw even as this man raised up my skirt and pushed himself closer to me. We kept kissing. Our lips smacked against one another as his hand invaded that spot between my legs. He found my panties, and he brushed his fingers against that one spot, listening as I purred and moaned.

"Tell me if you want me to stop," he said.

"No," I whispered.

Then he was pressing down, rubbing me. He didn't bother sliding his hand underneath my underwear. Instead, he rubbed and pressed down, igniting those bursts of wild sensation. Eager need flared across my flesh as I lifted my head to kiss him harder. Our tongues flirted; I loved it, the feel of his mouth on mine. My nipples were stiff as I tried to pull away at several points.

This man held on tight, making sure I couldn't escape.

And then I came!

I didn't think it was possible, not then or there. The excitement blossomed into something impossible, something utterly unstoppable!

And then he pulled away, and he asked, "Are you sure you want to take me back to your place?"

"Absolutely," I said as I pushed forward again. My hands found their way down to his crotch, and I could feel the outline of his cock. Then I pushed myself up onto the tips of my toes as I whispered, "But if we go back to my place, there are two things you need to know. First, you and I can have a lot of fun. Second…" I told him all about you.

In truth, I didn't really know exactly what he thought about you. My cuck. My cuckolded husband.

It doesn't really matter because we are driving back through our neighborhood. I'm seated on the passenger side, looking out the window. He still has his hand resting on my leg as he drives. His fingers are tight around the steering wheel, and he moves cautiously, yet I can see how he still drives a little faster than the speed limit. Clearly, this man wants to get into my bed as fast as possible.

Then we parked right outside, and it feels strange to be there on the street. I get out, and I extend my hand. He wraps his fingers through mine, and we are going to the front door. I unlock it.

In the master bedroom, you must lift your head.

At some point over the last few hours, you probably gave up struggling. Only now, you don't know what to think. You don't know what's going to happen.

You hear the front door open, but you don't know what's about to happen. Then you can hear footsteps. Are they just my footsteps? Is there someone with me? Right now, there is no way for you to know, not until the master bedroom door bursts open, and he has his arms around me. At first, you can't see him. Instead, the two of us are kissing; I'm grabbing him, holding him tight, and our lips are locked together as I enjoy that wild embrace. This is primal and passionate.

Besides the image of our frames pressed against one another, or arms entangled, you pick up on those little noises I make. I'm whimpering; I'm moaning, eager need vibrating from deep within my chest as this man gives me exactly what I want. I'm wearing my tight little dress, and he looks amazing in his tailored outfit. You see his coat, maybe the edge of his collar, his sleek black pants and those polished shoes.

Right away, you're probably thinking about how much money this man makes, how he is so handsome, skilled, and successful. Right away, he looks like the kind of guy who could be a lawyer, a surgeon, or some CEO. He's young, ambitious, and powerful. He is the best our city has to offer.

All of those thoughts probably go flittering through your head, even as you wonder if you could break free.

Simultaneously, you can't ignore the passion burning through you, because your cock is still hard, and you know you can't stop this.

In the next moment, this man and I are on the bed, and he’s still kissing me. He's braced on top of me, his knees pressed against my sides as he grabs my wrists, leans down, and kisses me again.

We make out like that for long, incredible minutes. At certain points, we slow down, our kisses gentle. Later on, we speed up, almost like he needs to ravish my mouth.

Only then, he pulls back, and he whispers something to me.

"Yes," I say right away. You must be wondering exactly what he just wished to know, and why my answer would be so fast.

Only then, the man let's go of me.

He slides off of the bed, and that's when he stalks forward. He strides across the distance between the two of you, and you don't want him to see you like this: naked, gagged, vulnerable and on display.

That stranger, my new lover, walks over to you, and he cocks his head to the side. The tip of his tongue is probably grazing the edges of his teeth as he considers you. He doesn't say anything for a while. Still, you can almost hear his thoughts. It is so easy for you to imagine him uttering something like, "Shameful. Pathetic. What a loser." You have heard those words inside of your head so many times as you fantasized about losing control like this.

Tentatively, your muscles tighten as you try to pull free from the ropes, but I did a good job, so you aren't getting away. Like it or not, you aren't going anywhere.

Maybe, in those opening seconds, you envision some scenario where you can start thrashing, rocking the chair from side to side as you growl and howl like a wild animal. You might be gagged, but maybe you can make this man understand that he is trespassing here, that I'm your wife, and that this won't be tolerated!

Tolerated or not, there’s nothing you can do to stop him.

He doesn't say anything. He doesn't judge you, not out loud anyway. Then he smirks, he turns back to me, and he launches himself forward as he slides off his jacket. "I want you," he tells me.

"You're going to have me," I agree gratefully.

I turn around, he knows what to do. He slides the zipper of my dress down, dropping into the small of my back before he eagerly unwraps me, his hand sliding over to the straps along my shoulders. My dress falls away. I'm stripping, removing layer by layer. Soon, I'm naked, and he's on top of me. He's only shirtless, but that's fine with me because I scratch at his back, my fingers grateful for the chance to touch his muscled physique.

To be honest, I don't know if this man has some rich, inner life. Frankly, I don't care. He's on top of me, he's touching me, he's kissing me, and he knows exactly what he's doing. His powerful hands cupped my cheeks at first. But then, he is groping my breasts, fondling and teasing me. The pads of his thumbs work my nipples, alternating these different patterns as the heat courses through me. This is wild. This is incredible. This is everything a girl like me could hope for! My body responds. I love knowing that I'm completely naked and at his mercy.

And then he has his hand on my throat, just as I'd hoped. He kisses me again, and I whimper as he cuts off that air supply. Simultaneously, he brings his other hand between my legs. At this point, I don't know if I'm begging, gasping, pleading, or just moaning for more. Either way, his digits slide down into my wet slit, and he knows exactly what he's doing. He strokes, rough then soft, fast then slow. He makes me spasm; I arch my back, I curl my toes, and that orgasm rushes through me, ablaze, an inferno, something incandescent and unyielding.

"On your hands and knees," he tells me.

I scramble into place, and I know exactly how I want to do this.

I'm down on all fours now, my weight braced on my elbows and forearms as I spread my legs. He comes up behind me, and he brushes his fingers down my back before he grabs my ass, his objective. There's a hint of humiliation that rushes through me, but that's okay because I want to be that kind of girl. Tonight, I'm a slut, and I don't care. This man can have me, and I know that you can watch. In fact, you have no choice.

Theoretically, you could close your eyes right now. You could shut your eyes and try to block out every sense you possess. Maybe you would be able to escape that vision from etching itself into your memory. Perhaps you could hum or sing to yourself in order to block out the noises we both make together.

And yet, you know that this man is about to free his cock, plunge it into me, claim me, and cross that invisible line.

After this, there is no going back. After this, you will be a cuckolded boy. Pathetic. Incapable of defending your wife. You are the kind of man who asked for this…

All of those different thoughts swirled through my head as I raise my chin, and then I know for sure.

Poor boy, you can't look away. Something compels you to watch. You need to etch every second into the meat of your memory. Even if you hate this, it's always going to turn you on. It will always excite you, jolting those wild rushes of need all across your body. You'll feel it at the bottoms of your feet, up your legs, and especially between your thighs. Your balls will tingle, your shaft will harden whenever you contemplate this stranger, and what he did to me right here and right now.

I grin.

It’s an impish smile, the kind a flirtatious schoolgirl might flash at a boy she likes. Our eyes meet, and you shake your head from side to side.

It's too late for that.

You whimper into your gag, and you are trying to convince me to stop, but I can't deny this electric need.

More importantly, I don't want to.

He grabs my ass again, his powerful fingers pressing down before he pulls his arm back, he flattens his palm, and he spanks me. It feels incredible! Anticipation and pain mix together. And then he grabs my hair, forcing my head up. I raise my chin, and I feel leashed and used and dirty and hot and sexy and desired all at the same time.

Using my hair for leverage, he pulls himself forward, and he has already freed his shaft.

I didn't check it out; I didn't get to stroke him or play with him, but he doesn't need that, not when he wants me right here and now.

He'll have me; he'll get whatever he wants because he's better than you.

Then it happens!

He shoves down, and I feel the tip of his cock first. Time seems to slow, he stretches me. He pushes in, and I can't escape it. He holds onto my hair, using those tresses like reins for handlebars. But then, he makes it worse because he slaps my ass again, his hand flashing down before making that incredible contact.

I love it! Fresh heat explodes along my body; it is an inferno. I don't want to escape it.

And then I lift my head, and I'm watching you. I see that look of dismayed arousal play across your face. His passion, lust, longing, and that creeping sense of failure swarms through you, and you know that we can never come back from this. I'm still your wife, and I love you. You're still my husband, and you desperately want to be with me. Even so, you will look at me, and you will know what I have done.

More importantly, you will know what I can do again and again, whenever I want. And yes, I'm going to want this so badly because it feels so good!

A stranger is pumping me and pounding me, and I love every instant of it. My heart kicks wildly, and I’m moaning. I'm making all of these wild, loud sounds that you could never coax from my lungs. I raise my head, and I'm staring at you.

"Yes. More. More, give it to me! Please, fuck me so hard!"

With a grunt of effort, he obliges, thrusting hard and fast as he shows me who I am and where I belong.

I climax hard; my body tightens, and I don't know how much time has passed, but there are beads of sweat on my face, and the heat seems to convulse along my skin. He is coming hard. He is thrusting faster now, grunting with every distending movement of his hips. He finishes, he jerks back, and he laughs. He gets dressed and goes.

All of that seems to happen very, very quickly.

But now, I crawl forward, and I pull the gag from your mouth. You want to say something, but I just kiss you instead. After all, it doesn't matter what you say. There's no going back, and words won't change what just happened. This is our life now. This is who we are and who we'll always be. That's the truth, whether you can admit it or not.

The End


Want more?

Commissions:

If you’re interested in a commission, you can reach me at amandacarver664@gmail.com, or you can check out my other titles!

The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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